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EXTERU) AT STATIONERS KAU. 



COME. S.\ID MY SOUL, 

SUCH VERSBS FOR MY BODY LET US WRITB, (FOR WB ARB ONB,) 

THAT SHOULD I AFTER DEATH INVISIBLY RETURN, 

OR, LONG, LONG HENCE, IN OTHER SPHERES, 

THERE TO SOME GROUP OF MATES THE CHANTS RBSUMIMO, 

(TALLYING EARTH'S SOIL, TREES, WINDS, TUMULTUOUS WAVES,) 

F.VER WITH PLEASED SMILE I MAY KEEP ON, 

KvrR AND EVER YET THE VERSES OWNING — AS, FIRST, I HERE AND NOW, 

s:GNING FOR SOUL AND BODY, SET TO THEM MY NAME, 



Al f/ii./D.'^ 



AVTHOl'l MOTS FKOH lS9t-l KOITION. 
iV At ihcre uc nam teftfi edilioa» ol L. ol C, diHcreni teiti uid 
dalci, I wUb to lay tbii I ptefer ind lecommend this pment one, complete, 
lor fuluie prinling, if there tbontd be ■ny; ■ copy ind l«;-titnile, icHleei), ol 
the (eit ol theie 43S page*. The lolnequent ■djuilinf; inlerrsl itluch it u> 
importut to lorm'd aod laanch'd work, booki etpcciilljr, hA% pus'd ; *nd 
*ulmc till tolly aJtei thai, I bare eiveo (puei 413-418) my concindinc 
wotib. W. W. 

llwM eoctclndiiig wotdt appear od pp. 43J-446 ol the pieient edition. 
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INSCRIPTIONS 



o 



ONE'S-SELF I SING. 

NE'S-SELF I sing* a simple separate person, 
Yet utter the word Democratic, the word En-Masse. 



Of physiology from top to toe I singt 

Not physiognomy alone nor brain alone is worthy for the Muse, 1 

say the Form complete is worthier far, 
The Female equally with the Male I sing. 

Of Life immense in passion, pulse, and power. 
Cheerful, for freest action form'd under the laws divine. 
The Modem Man I sing. 



AS I PONDER'D IN SILENCE. 

As I pooder'd in silence, 

Rctorning upon my poems, considering, lingering long, 

A Phamom arose before me with distrustful aspect, 

Tcirible in beauty, age, and power. 

The genius of poets of old lands, 

.\s to me directing like flame its eyes. 

With finger pointing to many immortal songs, 

And menacing voice, IVka/ singest thou f it said, 

Kmaw'si tkcu not there is but one theme for ever-enduring bards / 

And thai is the theme of War, the fortune of battles. 

The making of petfeet soldiers. 

Be ii so, then I answer'd, 

/ ioo ksughty Shade also sing war, and a longer and greater one 

Amn any. 
Waged in my booh with varying fortune, with /light, ativance and 

retreat, victory deferred and wavering. 



Lmaves or Gmass. 



( Vti meAirnkt eerlaim, er at ^odat etrtatn, at At lasl^ IktfitU 

For ^t and dtaA,Jor At Body and for the eternal Son/, 
La. i toa am tome, ehanUng the tkant o/ tattUt, 
I abav* atlfromott travt telditn. 



IN CABIN'D SHIPS AT SEA. 



Ik etlMo'd ihips at lea. 

The boundlew blue on every side expanding, 

With whistling windi and music of the waves, the large imp* 

Wives, 
Or •ORie lone hark buo/d on the dense marine, 
\^liere joyom Tull of faith, spreading while sails, 
She cleaves (he ether mid the sparkle and ihe foun of day, gr 

under many a star al night. 
By sailors young and olil hapty will I, a rcminiKCBCc of the Uod, 

be read. 
In fun rapport at UsL 

Here art our Aoughtt. voyagen' thoughh. 

Hen mot tite land, firm land, alone affeart, may then by them be 

■aid, 
Tkt tkj o'emuhtt here, tee feel the nnduiating detk hrntafit ottr 

/"I. 

Wt feel Ae tang pulsation, tb^ and fiotp of endleit motion, 

Tkt tones of nnieen myitery, Ae vapie and vast tnggetlioni of Ae 

iriny world, Ae liquid ftotifing syOahies, 
TTu perfnme, tkt faint frtaiing of the tordagt, Ike mtlantkafy 

rhythm, 
Tkt boundltu viita and At korrtam far and £m art aU km. 
And Aii ii ouan't foem. 

Then Eatter not O book, fulfil your destiny, 
Sen not a reminiscence of llie land alone. 
Voa too as a lone bark cleai-ina the eihcr, purpoa'd I knosr DM 

wtutber, yet e\-cr full of bith, 
Coomt lo every ship thai saih. sail you 1 
Bear fbtth to them foMe«l my lo^-e, (dear mariners, for ytm I laid 

it ben in every leaf;) 
Speed OD ray book t spreail yooi while sails my httk bnk athwart 

the nuKiioiu wBvea, 
Chant oa. lail en, bear o'er the boundle» blue from om to vrptf 

Tlaaaoog lor manaenaad all (heir Mf^ 



iMSCMiMTiONS, II 



TO FOREIGN LANDS. 

that yoa ask'd for something to prove this puzxle the New 

World, 
And to define America^ her athletic Democracy, 
Tbeielb i e I send you my poems that you behold in them what you 

wanted. 

TO A HISTORIAN. 

You who celebrate bygones. 

Who have explored the outward, the surfaces of the races, the life 

that has exhibited itself. 
Who have treated of man as the creature of politics, aggregates, 

rulers and priests, 
I, habitan of the Alleghanies, treating of him as he is in himself 

in his own rights, 
Pkewng the pube ol the life that has seldom exhibited itself, (the 

great pride of man in himself,) 
Chanter of Personality, outlining what is yet to be, 
I project the history of the future. 



TO THEE OLD CAUSE. 

To thee old cause ! 

Thoo peerless, passionate, good cause, 

ThoQ stem, remorseless, sweet idea, 

Dcathlew throughout the ages, races, lands. 

After a strange sad war, great war for thee, 

(I think all war through time was really fought, and ever will be 

really fought, for thee,) 

chants for thee, the eternal march of thee. 



(A war O sokliers not for itself alone. 

Far, fix more stood silently waiting behind, now to advance in 
this book.) 

Thou orb of many orbs ! 

Thou secthinff principle ! thou well-kept, latent germ ! thou centre ! 

Around the idea of thee the war revolving, 

With an its angry and vehement play of causes, 

(With vast results to come for thrice a thousand years,) 

These recitatives for thee, — my book and the war are one, 

Merged in its spirit I and mine, as the contest hinged on thee, 

As a wheel on its axis turns, this book \mwitung to itself, 

Aiound the idea of thee. 



■ 3 LXAyxs OF GitASt. 

EIDOLONS. 
I KIT a seer. 

Passing the hun and objects of the world. 
The fields of art and learning, pleasure, tense, 
To glean cid6It>ru. 

Put in ihy clunti said he, 
No more the pii;^zhiig hour nor day, nor tegmenta, paiti, put itv 
Put fii3t before the rest a.i light fur all and enttaoce-*ong of all. 

Thai of ciddlons. 

Ever the dim beginning, 
EvCT the gnnrih, the rounding of the circle. 
Ever the aummil and the merge at last, (to surely start again,) 

Eid6Iom ! eiddlons 1 

Ever the mutalile. 
Ever materials, changing, crumbling, R-ccdiering, 
Ever the aieliere, the factories divine. 

Issuing ciddloiu. 

Lo, I or you. 
Or woman, man, or stale, known or noknora, 
We seeming solid wealth, strength, beauty buOd, 

^t really build ciddlons. 

The oclent evanescent, 
The tabatance of an aniit'* mood or savan'* stndict k 
Or wanior's, manyr**, hero's toils. 

To ftthion his eidAlon. 

CM" every human life, 
(The uoita gather'd, posted, not a thought, nnotioit, deed, left o^l 
ilie whole or large or small summ'd, addicd up, 

In its eidAlon. 

The old, old urge. 
Based on ihe andent pinnacles, to. newer, higher 
Krom science and the modern still impell'd. 

The old, oU urge, ciddtons. 

Tbc present now and here, 
Amaka's busy, leemtng, imncate wfaiil. 
Of agpegtM and segrcgaie but ooly tham ideaiBt 

To-day's ciddlons. 
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These with the past. 
Of Yanish'd lands, of all the reigns of kings across the sea, 
OU conquerors, old campaigns, old sailors' voyages. 

Joining eid61ons. 

Densities, growth, £i^es, 
Strata of mountains, soils, rocks, giant trees. 
Far-bom, fiurnlying, living long, to leave. 

Eidolons everlasting. 

Exah^, rapt, ecstatic, 
The visible but their womb of birth, 
Of orbic tendencies to shape and shape and shape. 

The mighty earth-eid61on. 

All space, all time, 
(The Stan, the terrible perturbations of the suns. 
Swelling, collapsing, ending, serving their longer, shorter use,) 

FiU'd wiUi eid61ons only. 

The noiseless myriads, 
The infinite oceans where the rivers empty^ 
The separate coundess free identities, like eyesight, 

The true realities, eid61ons. 

Not this the world, 
Nor these the universes, they the universes, 
Purport and end, ever the permanent life of life, 

Eid6k>ns, eid61ons. 

Beyond thy lectures leam'd professor. 
Beyond thy telescope or spectroscope observer keen, beyond all 

mathematics. 
Beyond the doctor's surgery, anatomy, beyond the chemist with 
his chemistry. 
The entities of entities, eid61ons. 

Unfix'd yet fix'd, 
F^-er shall be, ever have been and are, 
Sweeping the present to the infinite future, 

Eid61ons, eid6lons, eid61ons. 

The prophet and the bard, 
Shall yet maintain themselves, in higher stages yet, 
Sball mediate to the Modem, to Democracy, interpret yet to them, 

God and eid6lons. 



14 Leaves of Geass. 



And thee my soul, 
Toys, ceaseless exercises, exaltations, 
Thy yearning amply fed at last, prepared to meet, 

Thy mates, eid61ons. 

Thy body permanent, 
The body lurking there within thy body. 
The only purport of the form thou art, the real I mytel( 

An image, an eid61on. 

Thy very songs not in thy songs, 
No special strains to sing, none for itself. 
But from the whole resulting, rising at last and floating, 

A round full-orb'd cid61on. 



FOR HIM I SING. 

For him I sing, 

I raise the present on the past, 

(As some perennial tree out of its roots, the present on the past«) 

With time and space I him dilate and fuse the immortal laws. 

To make himself by them the law unto himself. 



WHEN I READ THE BOOK. 

When I read the book, the biography famous. 

And is this then (said I) what the author calls a man*s life? 

And so will some one when I am dead and gone write my life? 

(As if any man really knew aught of my life, 

Why even I myself I often think know little or nothing of my real 

life. 
Only a few hints, a few diffused faint clews and indirections 
I seek for my own use to trace out here.) 



BEGINNMNG MY STUDIES. 

Bggikntkg my studies the first step pleas'd me so much. 

The mere fact consciousness, these forms, the power of motion^ 

The least insect or animal, the sens(*s, eyesight, love. 

The first step I say awed me and |)leas'd me so much, 

I have hardlv gone and hardly wish'd to go any fiuther. 

But stop and loiter all the time to sin^^ it in ecstatic sonir<- 



iMSCMIPTiOirS. IS 

BEGINNERS. 

How they are provided for upon the earth, (appearing at inter- 
vals,) 

Wsm dear and dreadful they are to the earth, 

How they inure to themselves as much as to any — what a paradox 
appeals their age, 

How people respond to them, yet know them not. 

How there is something relentless in their fate all times. 

How all times mischoose the objects of their adulation and re- 
ward. 

And how the same inexorable price must still be paid for the same 
great purchase. 

TO THE STATES. 
To the States or any one of them, or any city of the States, Resisi 

cjnce unquestioning obedience, once fully enslaved, 
Once fulf^ enslaved, no nation, state, city of this earth, ever after- 
ward resumes its liberty. 



ON JOURNEYS THROUGH THE STATES. 

Ov journeys through the States we start, 

I Ay through the world, urged by these songs. 

Siding henceforth to every land, to every sea,) 

We wiUing kramers of all, teachers of all, and lovers of all. 

We have watch'd the seasons dispensing themselves and passing 

on. 
And have said. Why should not a man or woman do as much as 

the seasons, and effuse as much? 

\^ t dweO a while in every city and town, 

Ue paas through Kanada, the North-east, the vast valley of the 
Mississippi, and the Southern States, 

W? ronfer on etjual tcnns with each of the States, 

«^ 1 nuke trial of ourselves and invite men and women to hear, 

'A ? wy to ourscKo. Re member, fear not, be candid, promulge the 
body and the soul, 

I 'well a while and |>ass on, be copious, temperate, chaste, mag- 
netic. 

>j:'1 what \o-i effuse mav then return as the seasons return, 
\im\ may \jfc ju^t as much as the seasons. 



l6 Lkavks or Ckass. 

TO A CERTAIN CANTATRICE. 

HE3tE,Uke this gift, 

I wts reserving it for some hero, sprakcr, or general. 

One who should serve the good old cauie, the great idea, Ibe pra^ 

rcss and freedom ol' the race. 
Some brave cunfronter of dnjiots, some daring rebel ; 
Uut I see that wliat I was reserving belongs to you just 

to any. 

ME IMPERTURBE. 

Me impeiturbe, standing at ease in Nature. 

Master of all or mistress of all, aplomb in the midst of imtioDal 

things. 
Imbued as Ihcy, passive, rvceptivc, silent as they, 
Fmding my occujiation, [wverxy, notoriety, foibles, crimes, 

ponant than I thought. 
Me toward the MexJcjii sea, or in the Mannahatta or tbc 

see, or far north or inland, 
A river man, or a man of the wood* or of any Csmi-lifc of these 

Stale* or of the coa«I, or the lakes or Kanada, 
Me wherever my life is lived, O to be self-balanced for cootiiigcii* 

cics. 
To confront night, stonns, hunger, ridicule, accidents, rcbuiGi, m 

the trees and aiumaJB do. 



SAVANTISU. 

Tktthek as I look t see each result and ^ory retracing JtBclT 

nestling close, always obligated, 
'I'hithcr boun, months, years — ibKbcr tnulcs, comptcts, esubliab* 

ments, even the most minute, 
lliilher evei7r-day life, speech, utcnstls, politics, persons, eiutes ; 
'lliitbeT wc also, I with my leaves and tonci, trustful, admirant, 
\» « falber to tiis btbcr going takes his children along with hioL 



THE SHIP STARTING. 
\ji, the nilocoded tea. 
On its breast ■ diip starting, spreading bH sails, carrying even b 

The pennant it flying aloft a« she spectb she speeds so stalely - 

bdow emolous waves pnH forwird, 
IVy summnd tbc ship srilh stainiBi coving notioM aad (bam. 
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I HEAR AMERICA SINGING. 

I HEAR America singing, the varied carols I hear, 

Those of mechanics^ each one singing his as it should be blithe 
and strong. 

The carpenter singing his as he measures his plank or beam, 

The mason singing hus as he makes ready for work, or leaves off 
work. 

The boatman singing what belongs to him in his boat, the deck- 
hand singing on the steamboat deck. 

The shoemaker singing as he sits on his bench, the hatter singing 
as he stands, 

The wood-cutter's song, the ploughboy's on his way in the morn- 
ing, or at noon intermission or at sundown. 

The delicious singing of the mother, or of the young wife at work, 
or of the giri sewing or washing. 

Each singing what belongs to him or her and to none else, 

The day what belongs to the day — at night the party of young 
fellows, robust, fiiendly, 

Smging with open mouths their strong melodious songs. 



WHAT PLACE IS BESIEGED? 

What place is l)csiegcd, and vainly tries to raise the siege? 
Lo. I semi to that place a commander, swift, brave, immortal, 
KsA vith him horse and foot, and parks of artillery, 
Axki artillery-mcn, the deadliest that ever fired gim. 



STILL THOUGH THE ONE I SING. 

Still though the one I sing, 

(One. yet of contradictions made,) I dedicate to Nationality, 
I leave in him re\'olt, (O latent right of insurrection ! O quench 
less, indispensable fire ! ) 



SHUT NOT YOUR DOORS. 

Shit not your doors to me proud libraries. 

For that which was lacking on all your well-fill'd shelves, yet 

needed most, I bring, 
Focth from the war emerging, a book I have made. 
The words of my book nothing, the drift of it every thing, 
A book separate, not link'd with the rest nor felt by the intellect, 
Bot joQ ye untold latencies will thrill to every page. 



POETS TO COME. 

PoKTB to cotnt ! onton, NOgera, miuictuit to come I 
Not to-<Uy » to jMtXiSy mc and answer what I am for, 
Bui fou, a new IntHx), native, athletic, continental, grexter l! 

before known, 
Arouse ! for you must jnttify me. 

I myicir but write one or two indicative words Tor the future, 
1 but advance a moment only to wheel and hurry back in the 
dArkncs». 

I am a man who, uuntering along without fiiOy stopping tunn a 

contal kiok upon you and then aveni hi* Cue, 
Leavinit it to you to prove and define it, 
Expecting the main tUmg* from you. 



SntLtGER, if you paiaing meet ate and dcsiic lu ipeak to nw; « 

ahould you not s|>eak to me ? 
And why (hould 1 not sfok to you f 



THOU READER. 

Thou reader throbbect life and pride and kivc the tame ■ 
Therefore fur tjkcc tlic folluwmg dumU. 



STARTING FROM PAUMANOK. 



STARTING from fi*J»-»hapc Paumanok where I was bom, 
Wei I- beg ul I en, and niis'd by a perfect mother. 
After roaming many lands, lover of populous pavcmcnti, 
i>««Uer in Nlanruhatta my city, or on touUicni tavannai, 
Or a wetter rjmp*d ur cairying my kuapaack and gun, or • DiiMf ' 

in Califomta, 
Or rode m my home in l>ako4a's woods, my diet meat, my drink 

from the ^ring. 
Or iritMrawn to muse and meditate in some deep tvceia, 
Far from the clank of crowds intcrvab paiting rapt and happy. 



STdKTiNG FROM PaUMASOK. I9 



Ame of die fredi free ghrer the flowing Missouri, aware of mighty 

Niagvi, 
Aware of the baifido herds grazing the plains, the hirsute and 

stroog-brentfed buD, 
Of earth, rocks* Flfth-monUi flowers experienced, stars, rain, snow, 

my amaze, 
studied the mocking-bird's tones and the flight of the 

moantain-hawk, 
Aad heard at dawn the nnrivall'd one, the hermit thrush from the 



, singing in the West, I strike up for a New WoikL 



Victory, onion, fiuth, identity, time, 

The indisKrfoble compacts, riches, mystery, 

Eternal progress, the kosnios, and the modem reports. 

TUi then is life, 

Here ii what has come to the sorfieux after so many throes and 
convulsions. 

How carious ! how real 1 

Uodcribot the divine sofl, overhead the sun. 

See revolving the globe. 
The ancestor-continents away group'd together, 
The present and future continents north and south, with the 
isthmus between. 

See, vast trackless spaces. 
As ID a dream they change, they swiftly fill, 
Coantless masses debouch upon them. 

They arc now cover'd with the foremost people, arts, institutions, 
known. 

See« profected through time. 
For me an aodience interminable. 

WIdi firm and regular step they wend, they never stop, 

Sfrfinni of men, Americanos, a hundred millions. 

One generation playing its part and passing on. 

Another generation playing its part and passing on in its turn, 

Widi iKet tum'd sideways or backward towards me to listen, 

Widi eyes r etro sp e c tive towards me. 



JO Leaves of Cease. 



Americanos ! conquerors ! marches humanitarian I 
Foremost ! century marches ! Libertad ! masses 1 
For you a programme of chants. 

Chants of the praines, 

Chants of the long-running Mississippi, and down to the Mexiom 
sea. 

Chants of Ohio, Indiana, Illinois, Iowa, Wisconsin and Minnesotay 

Chants going forth from the centre from Kansas, and thence equi- 
distant. 

Shooting in pulses of fire ceaseless to vivify alL 



Take my leaves America, take them South and take them Noith, 
Make welcome for them everywhere, for they are your own ofll^ 

spring, 
Surround them East and West, for they would surround you. 
And you precedents, connect lovingly with them, for they connect 

lovingly nith you. 

I conn'd old times, 

I sat studying at the feet of the great masters. 

Now if eligible O that the great masters might return and study me. 

In the name of these States shall I scorn the antique? 
Why these are the children of the anti(|ue to justify it. 

5 

Dead poets, philosophs, priests, 

MartvTs, artists, inventors, governments long since, 

language -sha|K*rs on other shores. 

Nations once |x>werful, now reduced, withdrawn, or deaolate, 

I dare not pnKeed till I res{>cctfiil]y credit what you have left 

wafted hither, 
I have fK'rused it. own it is admirable, (moving awhfle among il,) 
Think nothing can ever be ga*ater, nothing can ever deserve watE 

than it desenes. 
Regarding it all intently a long while, then dismisung it, 
I stand in my place with my own day here. 

Here lands female and male. 

Here the heir-ship and heiress-ship of the woild, here the flnae «f 
materials. 
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Hoe tpirituility the tnnslatretiy the openly-avow'd. 
The ever-tending, the finale of visible forms, 
The satisfier, after due long-waiting now advancingi 
Yes here comes my mistress the souL 

6 
The wol. 

Forever and fcrever — longer than soil is brown and solid — longer 
than water ebbs and flows. 

I will make the poems of materials^ for I think they are to be the 

most spiritual poems, 
And I will nuJie the poems of my body and of mortality, 
For I think I shall then supply myself with the poems of my soul 

and of immortality. 

I win make a song for these States that no one State may under 
any circumstances be subjected to another State, 

And I will make a song that there shall be comity by day and by 
night between sdl the States, and between any two of them. 

And I win make a song for the ears of the President, full of weap- 
ons with menacing points, 

And behind the weapons countless dissatisfied faces ; 

And a song make I of the One form'd out of all, 

The iang'd and glittering One whose head is over aU, 

Resolute warlike One including and over all, 

t Howo'er high the head of any else that head is over all.) 

I viU acknowledge contemporary lands, 

I viD trail the whole geography of the globe and salute courte- 
ously ever)' city large and small. 

And employments ! I ^-ill put in my poems that with you is hero- 
ism upon land and sea. 

And I will report all heroism ^om an American point of view. 

I vill sing the song of comi>anionship, 
I vdl show what alone must finally compact these, 
I belioe these are to found their own ideal of manly love, indi- 
cating it in me, 
I will therefore let flame from me the burning fires that were 

threatening to consume me, 
I vill hfk what has too long kept down those smouldering fires, 
I vdl give them complete al)andonment, 
I wiD wnte the evangel •ix)em of comrades and of love. 
For who but I should understand love with all its sorrow and joy ? 
who but I should be the poet of comrades ? 



LMAVts or Gkass. 



I un the credulous nun of rjaolitict, tfgn, mcva, 
I adrance from the people in their own npirit, 
I-Ierc is what sings unientrirted &ith. 

Omnes I omnc« t let others ignore what they may, 

I make the poem of evil also. I commcinorale that pan 

I am mjrself just as much evil as good, and my nation is — and t 

say there is in fact no evil, 
(Or if there is I say it id just as important to you, to the land or 

to me, as any thiii^; cbe.) 

I too, faDowing many and follow'd by many, inaugimktc a rctigioa, 
I descend into the arena, 

(It may be I am de*tin'd to utter the loude«t cries there, the win- 
ner's pealing shouts. 

Who knows ? they may rise from mc yet, and soar above every thing.) 

Each is not for its own sake, 

I say the whole earth and all the stan in the sky are ka religion's 
sake. 

I say no man has ever yet been half devout enough. 
None has ever yet adored or worship'd half enough. 
None has begun to think how divioe he himself is, and how cer- 
tain the future is. 

I say that the real and permanent grandeur of these States raoK 

be tlieir religion. 
Otherwise there it no real and permanent crondcur ; 
(Nor chonctct nor life worthy the name without religion. 
Nor land nor tnan or woman without religion.) 



Wiat are you doing young man ? 

Are you to eameU, so given op to literature, scienc*, ait, amoai 

TImm oilentibk realhiet, poHtka, points P 

Your ambition or biuinets whate^-ci it may lie ? 

It b well — again*t Mjch I say not a won). I am their poet also, 
Bal behold '■ sorh swiftly subside, burnt up (tir religion's sake. 
For DO( all muter is (iiel to beat, tmpal|>aUc Aamc, the 

life of the eanh, 
Aajr man than nch an to reiigion. 



STAKTiyC FROM PaUMANOK. 2^ 



What do joa seek so pensive and silent? 
What do joa need cameiado? 
Dear son do you think it is k>ve? 

Listen dear son — listen America, daughter or son. 

It is a painful thing to love a man or woman to excess, and yet it 

satisfies, it is great, 
But there is something else very great, it makes the whole coin- 



It» magnificent, beyond materials, with continuous hands sweeps 
and provides fi»raIL 

10 

Know you, solely to drop m the earth the germs of a greater 

religion. 
The foflowing chants each for its kind I sing. 

My comrade! 

For you to share with me two greatnesses, and a third one rising 
inclusive and more resplendent, 

The greatness of Love and Democracy, and the greatness of Reli- 
gion. 

Melange mine own, the unseen and the seen, 

Mysterious ocean where the streams empty, 

Plophetic spirit of materials shifting and flickering around me. 

Living beings, identities now doubtless near us in the air that we 

know not of, 
Contact daily and houriy that will not release me. 
These selecting, these in hints demanded of me. 

Not he with a daily kiss onward from childhood kissing me, 
Has winded and twisted around me that which holds me to him. 
Any more than I am held to the heavens and all the spiritual 

worid, 
.\fter what they have done to me, suggesting themes. 

such themes — equalities ! O divine average I 

Warblings under the sun, usher'd as now, or at noon, or set- 
ting. 
Strains musical flowing through ages, now reaching hither, 

1 take to your reckless and composite chords, add to them, and 

cheerfully pass them forward. 



IJCAi'ES Of GKASS. 



I 



As T have walk'il in AUbanu my momtng walk, 

I bave scCD where the she-bird the mocking-bint *al on herneit 
in the briers hatching her brood. 

I have seen (he he-bird olio, 

I have paus'd to hear him near at butd iofladng his thrart «Dd 
joyfully singing. 

And while I paus'd it came to me that what he really ung for was 

not there only. 
Nor for his mate nor himself only, nor all sent bock by the echoes, 
But subtle, clandcdinc, away beyond, 
A charge tranBToittcd and gift occult for tho«e being bora. 



Democracy I near at hand to you a throat ts now inflating itself 
and Joyfully singing. 

Ma femme 1 for the brood beyond us and of at. 
For those who belong here and those to come, 
I cxallant to be ready for them will now shake out carob stronger 
and haughtier than have ever yet been heard upon earth. 



I will make the songs of passic 

And your songs outUw'd ofTenders. for I scan you with lundrvd 



D give them their way, 
Ts. for I scan you «" " 
eyes, and carry you trith me the uioc as any. 



I wfU make the true poem of riches. 

To earn for the body and the mind whatever adheres and goe« 

forward and is not dropt by death ; 
1 will effuie egotism and show it undcHying all. and 1 will be the 

bard <rf penonality. 
And I will show of male and female that cither is but the equal 

of the other, 
Ai>d sexual organs and acta I do you concentralc Ja tne, for 1 an 

detcmun'd to tdl you with coungcoot dear voice to prarc 

you illnstriotti, 
Atid I will show that there a no imperfoctioa In the pment, and 

can be none in the future. 
And I will show thai whatever happens to anj^xxly it may be 

tniTi'd to tieautiful rewhs. 
And I will show that nothing cao hapfien note bcauti&il than 

death, 



Starting from Paumanok. 2$ 



And I win thread a thread through my poems that time and events 

are compact, 
And that all the things of the universe are perfect miracles, each 

as profound as any. 

I wiO not make poems with reference to parts. 

Bat I wiU make poems, sonss, thoughts, with reference to ensemble, 

And I will not smg with reference to a day, but with reference to 

all days. 
And I will not make a poem nor the least part of a poem but has 

reference to the soul, 
Because having kx>k'd at the objects of the universe, I find there 

is no one nor any particle of one but has reference to the 

sooL 

Was somebody asking to see the soul? 

See, your own shape and countenance, persons, substances, beasts, 
the trees, the running rivers, the rocks and sands. 

.VD held spiritual joys and afterwards loosen them ; 
How can the real body ever die and be buried ? 

(J( your real body and any man's or woman's real body, 

Item for item it will elude the hands of the corpse-cleaners and 

pass to fitting spheres. 
Carrying what has accrued to it from the moment of birth to the 

moment of death. 

Sot the t)'pes set up by the printer return their impression, the 

meaning, the main concern, 
\ny more than a man's substance and life or a woman's substance 

and life return in the body and the soul, 
indifferently before death and after death. 

Lehold, the body includes and is the meaning, the main concern 

and includes and is the soul ; 
^lioever you are, how superb and how divine is your body, or any 

part of it ! 

14 
Whoever you are, to you endless announcements I 

Daughter of the lands did you wait for your poet ? 

Did you wait for one with a flowing mouth and indicative hand ? 



IJCAI'MS OF GKASS. 



Toward the nule of the SUUes. and tomrd the female of the Sutes, 
tCxuhing words, words lo Democracy's lands. 

Interiink'd, food-yielding Unds ! 

Laitd of coa) and iron ! land of gold ! land of cotton, tupir, rice ? 

Land of wheal, bcef^ pork I land of wool and hemp I Uad cS the 

■pnlc arid the grape ! 
\.MtA of the paitond pbins, the grass-fields of the world 1 land of 

those swcet-oir'd interminable plateaus I 
Land of the herd, the garden, the healthy house of adobta 1: 
Landi where the north-west Columbia wiwU, and where 

west Colorado winds I 
Land at the casiem Chesapeake 1 land of the Delaware I 
Land of Ontario, Eric, Huron, Michigan I 
L<nd of the Old Thirteen ! Maaaachtuetis land ! land of Vermoai 

and Connecticut I 
Ijuid of the ocean shores I land of sierras and peaks! 
Lutd of boatmen and sailors ! fishenncn'« land t 
Inexuicable lands I ihe diitch'd tt^thrr I the paiaionale ones I 
The side by tide I the elder and younger brothcn I the bosy- 

hmb'd ! 
The great women's land ! the feminine 1 the experienced sisun 

and tlic inexperienced siAcn ! 
Far breath'd land I Arctic braced ! Mexican breet'd t the divetsic t 

the compcct! 
The Pennsylvsnian I the Virginian ! the double Canliniui I 

all and each well>loved k^ me ! my intrepid nations ! O 1 at 

any rate include you tXi »-ilh perfect tave ! 

1 citUKX be discharged from you I not &om one any sooner than 

Mtothcrl 
O death 1 O for all thai, I am yet of you uiueen this hour with 



Walking New England, a friend, a traveler. 

Splashing my lurr feet in the edge of the nimmer Ti]>pka ea Vwa- 

manuk's unds, 
Crosatng the praines, dwelhng again in Chicaito, dwelling in every 

town. 
ObsetviDg sbows, biithsi improvements, ftmcturei, aR>( 
Liaeniiv to orators and ontrcsses in pulilic halli, 
Of and through the States as during life, each man and wonaa 

my neightior, 
The Loutuanion, the Georgian, ai near to roe, and I as near to 

him simI her. 
The MiaBHtpfiian aod Arkanaian yet with me, and I yet with any 
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Yet upon the plains west of the spinal river, yet in my house of 
adobie. 

Yet returning eastward, yet in the Seaside State or in Maryland, 

Yet Kanadian cheerily braving the winter, the snow and ice wel- 
come to me. 

Yet a true son either of Maine or of the Granite State, or the 
Narragansett Bay State, or the Empire State, 

Yet sailing to other shores to annex the same, yet welcoming ever)- 
new brother. 

Hereby applying these leaves to the new ones from the hour they 
unite with the old ones. 

Coming among the new ones myself to be their companion and 
equal, coming personally to you now, 

Enjoining you to acts, characters, spectacles, with me. 

IS 
With me with firm holding, yet haste, haste on. 

For your life adhere to me, 

(I may have to be persuaded manv times before I consent to give 

myself really to you, but what of that? 
Must not Nature be persuaded many times?) 

No dainty dolce afTettuoso I, 

bearded, sun-burnt, gray-neck'd, forbidding, I have arrived, 
To be wrestled with as I pass for the solid prizes of the universe, 
For such I afford whoever can persevere to win them. 

16 

On my way a moment I pause, 

Here for )-ou ! and here for America ! 

SbU the present I raise aloft, still the future of the States I 

harbinge glad and sublime. 
And for the past I pronounce what the air holds of the red 

aborigines. 

The red aborigines, 

Leading natural breaths, sounds of rain and winds, calls as of birds 
and animals in the woods, syllabled to us for names, 

^>konee, Koosa, Otuwa, Monongahela, Sauk, Natchez, Chatta- 
hoochee, Kaqueta, Oronoco, 

VVibash, Miami, Saginaw, Chippewa, Oshkosh. Walla-Walla, 

Leaving such to the States they melt, they depart, charging the 
water and the land with names. 
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I 



Expanding and swift, hcnrcfonh, ^^^ 

I-^cmcnts. tirccdt, ailjiistmcnU, tiirlralcnt, qnick ami audociooi^ 
A world primal again, vistas of gliry inrnsam amt lirsnchine, 
A new race dominating ]>rrvious ones and gniniU-r iat, with new 

contests. 
New politics, new literatures and rciigiorif, new inventiom and ans. 

Tboc, my voice announcing — I will sleep no more liut arise. 
Vou oceans thai have been calm mihin inc I huw I feel yoii, Taihoni- 
IcM, tticriitg, preparing unprecedented waves and stornu. 

iS 
See, iteainen steamiog through my poemt, 
Sec, in my poems immigrants continually roming and bndii^. 
See, in arricre, the wigwam, the trail, the hunter's hut. the Aat-boit. 

the Tnaiu-lesfTihe claim, the rude fence, and the backwoodi 

village. 
See, on tlie one side the Western Sea and on the other the Eaaiero 

Sea, how they advance and retreat upon my poems as upon 

their own shorn, 
See, postures and fomts in my poems — see, animal* wild aad 

tame — see, beyond the Kaw, countless herd* uf buffiUo 

feeding on short mrly grass, i 

See, in my poems, cities, solid, vast, inland, with paved 

with iron and stotic cdiiiL-es, ceaseless vehicles, 

mcrce. 
Sec, the many-cylinder'd steam printing-press — see, the i 

telegraph stretching acrrva the continent. 
See, through AtLuiticji's depth* pulses American Kuropc f 

pulses of Hurope duly retuni'd. 
Sec, the Wung and (]uick locuinotive as it departs, panting, bknring I 

the steam-whistk, I 

See, plou^roen ploughing Cmtit — see, mdnen digging mines — 1 

sec, the numberless factories, I 

See, tnechanics busy at their benches whh loola — see from amooc J 

them superior judges, phiknofdia. Prcsidcou. eraerge, drat I 

in working dresses. 
See. loungiDg through the sbtqa ukd 6ekk of the Sutes, »e « 

belov'd, clow-bek! by day and night, , 

Hear the loud echoes of roy loaci (here — read the hinu 4 

bsL 

•9 
O onendo dose t O you and nc il Ini, and us two only. 
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( > a won! to clear one's path ahead endlessly ! 

O something ecsUtk and undemonstrable ! O music wild ! 

O now I triumph — and you shall also ; 

O hand in hand — O wholesome pleasure — O one more 

and lover t 
O to haste firm holding — to haste, haste on with me. 



SONG OF MYSELF. 



I CELEBRATE myself, and sing myself, 
And what I assume you shall assume, 
For eirery atom belonging to me as good belongs to yon. 

I k>afe and invite my soul, 

I kan and loafe at my ease observing a spear of summer grass. 

My tongue, every atom of my blood, form'd from this soil, this 

air. 
Bom here of parents bom here from parents the same, and their 

parents the same, 
I. now thirty-seven years old in perfect health begin, 
Hoping to cease not till death. 

Creeds and schools in abeyance, 

Retiring back a while sufficed at what they are, but never forgotten, 
1 harbor for good or bad, I permit to speak at every hazard, 
Nature without check with original energy. 



Houses and rooms are full of perfumes, the shelves are crowded 

with perfumes, 
I breathe the fragrance myself and know it and like it. 
The distillation would intoxicate me also, but I shall not let it. 

The atmosphere is not a perfume, it has no taste of the distillation, 

it is odorless. 
It is for my mouth forever, I am in love with it, 
I will go to the bank by the wood anil become undisguised and 

naked, 
I am mad for it to be in contact with me. 
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The nnolce or my own breall), 

EchocK, ripptn, buu'i] whisper*, lore-root, sillc-lhteail, cratch an<t 

vine, 
My mpiniioR and intpiraiion, the beating of my heart, the psx- 

ing of lilood anil air through my lungs. 
The sniff or green leaves and dry leaven, and of the thore nxl 

dark-color'd sea-rocks, anil of hay in the bom. 
The sound of the belch'd words of my voice loos'd lo the eddic. 

of the wind, 
A few light kissei, a few embnccs, a reaching around of anna. 
The play of shine and shade on the trees as the supple bM^ihs ] 

wag. 
The deUght alone or in the nuh of the streets, or along the fi 

and hill-sides. 
The feeling of health, the full-noon trill, the song of me ri 

bed and meeting the mn. 

Have you rcckon'd a thousand aoct nuch? have jrou i 

the earth much 7 
Have you practis'd so long to learn to read? 
Hare you ult so proud to get at the meaning of poema? 

Stop this day and night with me and you thai! posses the origin 

of all poem*. 
Vou shall possets (he good of the earthand sun, (there aiv millions 

of suns left, ) 
Vou shall no longer take things at second or third hand, nor look 

through the eyes uf the dead, nor feed on the spectres in 

books, 
Vou shall not look thnnuh my eyes eitlicr, nor take thinip Irom mc. 
Yon shall listen to all sides arid filter them frum your self. 



I fam heud what the taDtcn were talking, the talk of the b 

ning artd the end. 
But I do not talk of the beginning or the end. 

There was never any more inception dian there is now, 
Nor any more youth or age than there it now, 
Aitd win Dercr be any more perlectkm than there tt now. 
Nor any nwre heaven or bdl than there is now. 

Urge and arge and itrge, 

AhrayB ihc procreant urge of the wcrid. 
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Out of the dimness opposite equals advance, always substance and 

increafe, always sex. 
Always a knit of identity, always distinction, always a breed of life. 

To daborate is no avail, learn'd and unlearn'd feel that it is so. 

Sore as the most certain sure, plumb in the uprights, well entretied, 

braced in the beams, 
Stom as a horse, affectionate, haughty, electrical, 
1 and this mystery here we stand. 

Clear and sweet is my soul, and clear and sweet is all that is not 
my soul. 

Lack one lacks both, and the unseen is proved by the seen, 
Tin that becomes unseen and receives proof in its turn. 

Showing the best and dividing it from the worst age vexes age, 
Kxxywing the perfect fitness and equanimity of things, while they 
discuss I am silent, and go bathe and admire myself. 

Weloome is every organ and attribute of me, and of any man 

hearty and clean, 
Noc an inch nor a particle of an inch is vile, and none shall be 

less iamiliar than the rest. 

I am satisfied — I see, dance, laugh, sing ; 

.\s the hugging and loving bed-fellow sleeps at my side through 

the night, and withdraws at the peep of the day with 

stealthy tread, 
Leaving me baskets cover'd with white towels s^-clling the house 

with their plenty. 
Shall I postpone my acceptation and realization and scream at my 

e>es. 
That they turn from gazing after and down the road. 
And forthwith cipher and show me to a cent. 
Exactly the value of one and exactly the value of two, and which 

is ahead? 



Tnppers and askers surround me, 

People I meet, the effect upon me of my early life or the ward 

and city I live in. or the nation, 
I he latest dates, discoveries, inventions, societies, authors old and 

new. 
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AXAI-tS Of ( 



My dinnn', dress, »tocialcs, looks, romplimtnU. dim. 

The reul or fancied indifTrrcncc vf some man iir wotuan 1 Unc 

11ie sickness ol' one of my folks or of m)fclf, or dl-doing or Ion or 

lack of money, or depressions or clulu-ilionB, 
IJntdcs, the horrors of frauicidal war, the fever of doubdhl a 

the Rtfiil events ; 
These come to mc days and ni^ts and go (mm ax agun. 
Kilt they arc not the Me myself. 

Apart from the pulling and hauling stands what I am. 
Stands amiued, complacent, com|xu6iunatin^, idle, unitary. 
Looks down, is erect, or bendi an arm on an impalpable ceruiit 

Looking with side-curved head curious what will come ne«t. 
Both in and out of the game and watchinjj and wondering at iL. 

Backward I see in my own days where t sweated through fog witk 

ling»isu and coDteodeis, 
I htv« no owckingi or arguinems, I witneu and w«it 



I believe in you my soul, the other I ,un must not abaae itself to yon. 
And you must not Iw abased to the other. 

l>oafe with me on the gnus, loose the stop from yotir throat. 
Not words, not muvic or rhi-mc I want, not custom ur lecture, n 

even the bc^l. 
Only the lull I like, the hum of your valrM voice. 

1 mind how ooce we lay such a tnuisparenl summer monu&g. 
How you wttled yout head athwart my hips aitd gently lum'd ow 

upon me. 
And parted the shirt from my boaom-bcuK, and pfainged yon 

toogue to my bare-sthpt heart. 
And reach'd till you felt my beard, aod rcach'd till you held taf 

fecL 

Swiftly ante and spread around me the peace and knowledge tl 

pass all llie argument uf the earth. 
And I know that the hand of Ciod ii tlte promise of my own, 
Aitd I know that the spint uf Ckid i> the bruther ol my own, 
y And that all the men ever tioni are also my btolben, aod I 

women my sislen and tuvrts. 
And that a kebon of the cruiiun is knre, 
And Umitle« are leaves tlifl" m dnioping in the fielda. 
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And brown ants in the little wells beneath them. 
And mossy scabs of the worm fence, heap'd stones, elder, mullein 
and poke-weed. 



A child said What is M/ grass t fetching it to me with full hands ; 
How could I answer the child? I do not know what it is any 
more than he. 

I guess it must be the flag of my disposition, out of hopeful green 
stuff woven. 

Or I guess it is the handkerchief of the Lord, 
A scented gift and remembrancer designedly dropt, 
Bearing the owner's name someway in the comers, that we may 
see and remark, and say Whose f 

Or I guess the grass is itself a child, the produced babe of the 
vegetation. 

Or I guess it is a uniform hieroglyphic, 

.\nd it means, Sprouting alike in broad zones and narrow zones, 
Cm>wing among black folks as among white, 
Kanucki Tuckahoe, Congressman, Cuff, I give them the same, I 
receive them the same. 

SjA now it seems to me the beautiful uncut hair of graves. 

Tenderly will I use you curling grass. 

It may be you transpire from the breasts of young men, 

It nuy lie if I had known them I would have loved them, 

It uLiy be you are from old people, or from offspring taken soon 

out of their mothers' laps, 
.\nd here you are the mothers' laps. 

Tais grass is %'ery dark to be from the white heads of old mothers, 

Darker than the colorless beards of old men. 

Dork to come from under the faint red roofs of mouths. 

I perceive after all so many uttering tongues, 

.\nd I perceive they do not come from liie roo& of mouths for 
nothing. 

1 wish I could translate the hints about the dead young men and 

women. 



Lkavf^ of Gkax\. 



And the hints about old mm and inoibcn, and the oibpting take* 
soon out of their bpa. 

What do you think has become of the young and old men? 
And what do you tblnlc bu become of the women and chl 
dfcn? 

They are alive antl well tuimcwherc, 

TTic sinallcsl xprum nhows there a really no death, 

And if ever Uwre was it led forwanl life, and docs not wait at th 

end to arrest it, 
And ceas'd (he moment life a{q>car'd. 

goes onward and outward, nothing collamsw, 
D die is different 6om what any one supposed, and hickicr. 



^Haa any one supposed it lucky to be bom? 
I hasten to inform him or her it is just as hicky to die, and 
know it. 

J pass death with the dying and birth with the new-waah'd 

and am not conlain'd between my hat and boots. 

' AmI peruse manifold object*, no two alike and every one good, 

e eanh good and the stars good, and their adjuncts at] good. 

, I Bin not an earth nor an adjunct of an earth, 
I am the mate and companion of people, all jnst >a hnmortal n 

firthoiHk» u myself, 
(Thcjr do not know how immortal, but 1 know.) 

Every kind for itself and its own, for me mine male and female, 

Vot me those that have been boys and that love women. 

For me the man that is proud and leeb bow it stings to 1 

r ne the swect-hean and the old maid, (or me mothers and tl 

nothetsof motfaets, 
r me Uni that have imfled, eyes that have shed teais, 
t toe chOdreo and the begettcn of children. 

■ Vndrapc I you are not gntltv to me, nor stale nor disouded, 
^ I see (nrough the broadcloth and gingham whether or no. 
And sta around, tcnactoos, acqainUve, licclai, aiul camot I 
shaken away. 
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The fittle one sleeps in its cradle, 

I lift the gauze and look a long time, and silently brush away flies 
with my hand. 

The youngster and the red-^ed girl turn aside up the bushy hill, 
I pceringly view them from the top. 



The suicide sprawls on the bloody floor of the bedroom, 
I witness the corpse with its dabbled hair, I note where the pistol 
has fidlen. 

The blab of the pave, tires of carts, sluff of boot-soles, talk of the 

piomenaders. 
The bnvy omnibus, the driver with his interrogating thumb, the 

clsmk of the shod horses on the granite floor. 
The soow-slcighs, clinking, shouted jokes, pelts of snow-balls. 
The hurrahs for popular favorites, the fury of rous'd mobs. 
The flap of the curtain'd litter, a sick man inside borne to the 

hospital. 
The meeting of enemies, the sudden oath, the blows and fall, 
Tbe excited crowd, the policeman with his star quickly working 

his passage to the centre of the crowd. 
The impassive stones that receive and return so many echoes, 
Hliat groans of over-fed or half-starv*d who fall sunstruck or in 

fits. 
What exclamations of women taken suddenly who hurry home and 

give birth to babes, 
What living and buried speech is a]wa)'s vibrating here, what howls 

restrain'd by decorum, 
Arrests of criminals, slights, adulterous offers made, acceptances. 

rejections with convex lips, 
I mind them or the show or resonance of them — I come and I 

depart. 

9 

Tlie big doors of the country bam stand open and ready. 
The dried grass of the harvest-time loads the slow-drawn wagon, 
The clear light plays on the brown gray and green intertinged. 
The armfub are pack*d to the sagging mow. 

I m there, I help, I came stretch'd atop of the load, 

I M its soft johs, one leg rechned on the other, 

I jomp from the cross- beams and seize the clover and timothy, 

Aad roll head over heels and tangle my hair full of wisps. 



/ 

J 
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Alone (ar in the wilds and mountains 1 hunt. 
Wandering amazed at ray own lightness and glee, 
Id the late aflcrnoon choo)>ing a safe spot to pan the night, 
Kindling a fire and broiling the fresh-kiU'd g;imc. 
Falling asleep on the gathcr'd leaves with my dog and gun hj ■ 
side. 

The Yankee clipper is under her sky-sails, ^c cuts the qiaikk i 

scud, 
My eyes settle the land, I bend at her prow or shout joyooaly fri 

the deck. 

The boatmen and clam-diggcis arose early and «opt for me, 
I tuck'd my irowser-cnds in my boots and went and bad a 

time ; 
You should have been with us that day lODnd the chowdcr-keltkw 

I saw the nuniage of the trapper in the open air in the hr w 

the bride was a red giil. 
Her father and his friends sat near cross-legged and dutnH 

smoking, they had moccasins to their feel and latgc thJc 

Uankcis hanging from their iihoulders. 
On a bank lounged the trapper, he was drest mostly in skins, 

luxuriant beard and curb protected his neck, he held 

bride by the hand. 
She had long eyelashes, her head was bare, her coane 

locks descended upon her voluptuous limbs and reach'd 

her feet. 

The runaway slave came to my house and stopi outside, 
i hi) moUona crackling the twigs of the woodpile, 
*i the twang half-door of the kitchen I saw him Umpsf m 
nak, 

Dl when be *at on a log and lird him in and assured hii^ 
d btought water and fill'd a tub fur his sweated body aod ' 

feet. 
i gave him a room that entcr'd from my own, and give 
mmc coante clean riothet, 
I Aod rememlvT perfectly well hit mulving eyes and hia awl 
I AikI remcmltet ]>uttiRg pbuten un the galb of bis neck and 
He >uid with me a week before he was recuperated and 

ncnth, 
1 had hfan til neat ntc at tabic, my Atc-lork kan'd in the contCK 
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Tvcnty-dght young men bathe by the shore, 
Twenty-eight young men and all so friendly ; 
Twenty-eight yens of womanly life and all so lonesome. 

Sat owns the fine house by the rise of the bank, 

She hides handsome and richly drest aft the blinds of the window. 

\%liadi of the younff men does she like the best? 
Ah the homeliest of them is beautiful to her. 

Wbese are you off to, lady? for I see you, 

Yon spbeih in the water there, yet stay stock still in your room. 

DuDdng and laughing along the beach came the twenty-ninth bather. 
The rest did not see her, b^t she saw them and loved them. 

The beards of the young men glistened with wet, it ran from their 

kmg hair, 
Ijttk streams pass'd all over their bodies. 

.\o unseen hand also pass'd over their bodies. 

It descended tremblingly from their temples and ribs. 

The young men float on their backs, their white bellies bulge to 
the sun, they do not ask who seizes fast to them, 

They do not know who puffs and declines with pendant and bend- 
ing arch. 

They do not think whom they souse with spray. 

13 

The butcher-boy puts off his killing-clothes, or sharpens his knife 

at the stall in the market, 
I kiter enjoying his repartee and his shufHe and break-down. 

Rbrkgniths with grimed and hairy chests environ the anvil, 
Each has his main-sledge, they are all out, there is a great heat in 
the fire. 

Fium the cinder-strew'd threshold I follow their movements. 
The hthe sheer of their waists plays even with their massive arms, 
OvahaDd the hammers swing, overhand so slow, overhand so 



Tbey do not hasten, each man hits in his place. 



LxAfts or GKASi. 



The negro hfildi firmly ihc reins of his font hones, the block vm 

uiidemeath on lis tied-ovcr chmn, 
"VtiK negro that drives the long dray of the flone-yard, iivady i 

tkll he stands [>oisM uii one lej{ on the string piece. 
His lilue shirt exposei his tunple octlc and brea&t a!na looaeat o 

his hip-tiond, 
nil glance is c^ilm and commanding, he tosses the slouch of 

hat away from his forehead, 
llic sun falls on his crispy hair and mustache, Eills on the 

of his poltsh'd and i>crfcct limbs. 

I behold the picturesque giant aod love him, and I do not M 

there, 
I go with the team tbo. 

In me the caresser of life wherever moving, backward as wdl 



To niches aside and jimior bending, not a pcnon or ofafcct ■ 
■ngT 
I Absorbing all to myself and for this song. 

\ Oxen that rattle the yoke and chain or halt in the leafy 
what is that you express in your eyes? 
It secins to me more than all the print I have read in my life. 

My ticad scares the wood-drake and wood-duck on my distaat . 

day-long ramble, 
Tbey rise togcucr, tbcy slowly circle around, 

I believe in thooc wing'd purposes. 
And acknowledge red, ycUow, white, playing within me, 
■■And consider green and violet and the lulted croum intentional, 
I And do iMrt call the tonuise unworthy because she is not 
else. 
And the {ay in the woods never studied Ihc gamut, yet tiilla 

wen to me. 
And the look of the bay more shames silliness out uf me. 



The wiU gander leadi his flock through the cool ni^it, 
Y* k nA be layi, and sounds it down to me tike an ' 
Hm pen nay mppoae it meaningless, but I listening c 
VfDd ib popOK aoil place up l^rc tuwaid the winiir tky. 



SoMC OF Myself, 39 



Tlie riMBp-hoofd moose of the north, the cat on the hooae-nll, 

the chkJuulee, the prairie-dog, 
Hie litter of the grunting low as they tug at her teats. 
The farood of the turicey-hen and she with her half-spread wings, 
I see in diem and myself the same old law. 



The press of my foot to the earth wpnm a hundred affections, 
They scocn the best I can do to rekte tbem. 

I am enamour'd of growing out-doors, 

Of men that Hve among o^e or taste of the ocean or woods. 

Of the builders and steerers of ships and the wielders of axes and 

mauls, and the drivers of horses, 
I can eat and sleep with them week in and week out 

What b commonest, cheapest, nearest, easiest, is' Me, 
Me going in for my chances, spending for vast returns, 
.\dorning myself to bestow myself on the first that will take me, 
Not asking the sky to come down to my good will. 
Scattering it freely forever. 

«S 

The pore contralto sings in the organ loft. 

The carpenter dresses his plank, the tongue of his foreplane whistles 

Hs wild ascending lisp, 
The married and unmarried children ride home to their Thanks- 
giving dinner, 
The pilot seizes the king-pin, he heaves down with a strong arm, 
The mate stands braced in the whale-boat, lance and harpoon are 

ready, 
The dnck-shooter walks by silent and cautious stretches. 
The deacons are ordain'd with cross'd hands at the ahar, 
The spinning-giri retreats and advances to the hum of the \ng 

wheel, 
Ihe brmer stops by the bars as he walks on a First-day kafe and 

k)oks at the oats and rye, 
The hmatic b carried at last to the asylum a confirm'd case, 
(He viD never sleep any more as he did in the cot in hb mother's 

bed-room ;) 
The jour printer with gray head and gaunt jaws works at hb case, 
He toms hb quid of tobacco while hu eyes blurr with the manu- 

script; 
The saMbrm'd limbs are tied to the surgeon's table, 
^Ittt b removed drops horribly in a pail ; 
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The (|uadrDOO girl U lold at the uction-stuKi, the dninkmrd nodi 
by the ^-room kovc, 
r The machinUt rolls up his sleeves, the poUcenon Invdi his 
the gate-keeper marks who pass, 
; young fclluw orivcs the ex]}ress-«ragon, (1 love htm, 
I do not know him ', ) 
The haJf-brceil sln^ on his li^l hoots to cumiielc in the race, 
'ITic wc»trm turkey -shooting draws old anil young, soow lean 

their rifles, sonte sit un logs, 
Out from the crowd steps the marksman, take* his position, !■ 

his piece ; 
The groups of newly-come immigrants cover the wharT or Icvec, 
As the wooUy-paics hoc in the sugar-field, the oicrsccr views the 

from his saddle, 
The hugle calls in the ball-room, the gentlemen run Tor their 

ners, the doncen bow lo each other. 
The youth lies awake in the cedar-roofd garret and harks to tl 

musical rain, 
The Wotverine sets traps on the rreek that helps fill the HnrfMi, 
The squaw wrapt in her ycllow-hemm'd riolh is ofTering moccaaa 
and bcul-bogs for sale, 
connoisseur peers along the exhibition-gallery with half-shi 
eyes bent sideways, 
I tfw deck-hands make fiut the steamboat the plank is thrown (i 
the shore-going passengers, 
e young usier holds out the skein while the elder sister winds 

on in a ball, and stops now and then lor the knots, 
-. one-year n-ifc is recovering and hajijiy having a week a| 

bcnic her first child, 
e dean-hair'd Yankee gU'l works with her sewing- machine or J 
the factory or mill, 
' The paving-man leans on his two-handed rammer, the re) 

lead flies swiftly over the r>ote-book, the sign>painter 
Ictlering with blue and gold. 
The canal boy ttvb on the tow-path, the book-keeper counts 
his dcak, the shoemaker waxes his thread, 
c coadaclor beats time Ibr the band and all the 

Itdlov hin, 
e child b ba|«iied, die convert i* making his fiisl ptofessioaa, 
\ regatta b spread on the bay, the nee u l>eguD, (how ll 



eaBsnoiUe 

' wMrhlBg hi) 



1) 

I dn)¥C tin^ out to them that ^ 



Tlie pedler sweat* with hi* pack on his back, (the 
gkng about the odd cent ;) 
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The faffide unnniiples her white dress, the minute-hand of the dock 

moves slowly, 
The opium-eater reclines with rigid head and just-open*d lips, 
The prostitate draggles her shawl, her bonnet bobs on her tipsy 

and pimpledneck. 
The crowd lan^ at her Uackguard oaths, the men jeer and wink 

to each other, 
( Miserable ! I do not laugh at your oaths nor jeer you ;) 
ilie IVcsident hokling a cabinet council b surrounded by the great 



(ki the piazia walk three matrons stately and friendly with twined 



The csew of the fish-smack pack repeated layers of halibut in the 

hold. 
The Misaourian crosses the plains toting his wares and his cattle, 
As the fiue-coDector goes tluough the train he gives notice by the 

jin^ng of loose change, 
The floor-men are \ay\ng the floor, the tinners are tinning the roof, 

the masons are calling for mortar. 
In single file each shouldering his hod pass onward the Uborers ; 
pursuing each other the indescribable crowd is gathered, 

it b the fourth of Seventh-month, (what salutes of cannon 

and small arms !) 
pursuing each other the plougher ploughs, the mower 

mows, and the winter>grain falls in the ground ; 
Off 00 the lakes the pike-fisher watches and waits by the hole in 

the fit>zen surface. 
The stomps stand thick round the clearing, the squatter strikes 

deep with his axe, 
Fbtboatmen make fiist towards dusk near the cotton-wood or 

pecan-trees, 
f ooo-seekers go through the regions of the Red river or through 

those drain'd by the Tennessee, or through those of the 

Arkansas, 
Torches shine in the dark that hangs on the Chattahooche or 

Altamahaw, 
f^triarchs sit at supper with sons and grandsons and great-grand- 
sons around them. 
In walb of adobie, in canvas tents, rest hunters and trappers after 

their day's sport. 
The city sleeps and the country sleeps, 
The living sleep for their time, the dead sleep for their time, 
The old husband sleeps by his wife and the young husband sleepa 

by his wife ; 
And these tend inward to me, and I tend outward to them. 



Lmavks of Gkass. 



And such u it is to be or these more or lev I tm, 
And of these one and ail I weave the song of mjocUl 



s the « 
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I am of oM and )'oung, of the foolish as much a 

Regardless of others, ever regardful of others. 

Maternal as well as (latemd, a child as well as a nun, 

StufT'd with the stulT that is coanc and stulT'd with the stuff llui 

is line. 
One of the Nation of many nations, the smallest the aame and the 

largest the same. 
A Southerner soon as a NorthcmcT, a planter nonchalant ai 

hospitable down by the Oconci: I live, 
A Vanlccc bound my own way ready for trade, my jomH ll 

liroherest joints on eanJi and the ticmeM jotnta i 

earth. 
A Kentuckian walking the vale of the Elkborn in my ( 

leggings, a I^iuisianian or Georgian, 
A boatnuu) over lake* or bays or along couis, a Hooiier, BMlyfj 

Buckeye ; 
At home on Kanadian siKnr<sboes or up in the hush, or i 

fishermen off Newfoundland, 
At home in the fleet of ice-boatt, sailing with the rest and ti 

ing. 
Al home on the hUts of Vermont or in the wcx>ds of Maine, < 

Texan ranch, 
Corandc of Califomians, comrade of free North- West craeti, 

ing their big proportions,) 
Comrade of nfbmen and coalmen, comrade of all trito 

hands and welcome to drink and meal, 
A learner with the aimplett, a teacher of the thooghtfuDest, 
A novice beginning yet eiq>erient of myriadt of acsaooi. 
Of every hue and caitc am I. of every rank anil rehgioa, 
A farmer, mechanic, artist, gentleman, sailor, quaker. 
Prisoner, fancy-man. rowdy. lawyer, physician, pfieit. 

I reust any thing better than my own divenlqr, 
Breathe the air but leave plenly after me, 
And am itol Aucic up. luid am in my place. 

(The noth and the &sh-egM are in their place. 

The height uma I tee and the dark suns I cawnot >ee are in t 



Thcj/^aSie 



it in its place «kI the impalpable is in its place.) 
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These are really the tfKwghts of an men in aU ages and lands, they 

are not original whh me, 
If they are not yours as much as mine they are nothing, or next 

to nothing, 
If they ait not the riddle and the untying of the riddle they arc 

nothing, 
If they are not just as close as they are distant they are nothing. 

This b the grass that grows w h ere ve r the land band the water is, 
Thtt the common air that bathes the globe. 
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With music strong I come, with my comets and my drums, 
I play not marches for accepted victors only, I play marches for 
conquered and slain persons. 

Have you heard that it was good to gain the day? 
I abo say it b good to fidl, battles are lost in the same spirit in 
which they are won. 

I beat and pound for the dead, 

I blow through my embouchures my loudest and gayest for them. 

Vivas to those who have iail'd ! 
And to those whose war-vessels sank in the sea ! 
And to those themselves who sank in the sea ! 
.And to all generab that lost engagements, and aH overcome heroes ! 
And the numberless unknown heroes equal to the greatest heroes 
known ! 

«9 

This b the meal equaDy set, this the meat for natural hunger. 
It is for the wicked just the same as the righteous, I make appoint- 
ments with all, 
I will not have a single person slighted or left away. 
The kept-woman, sponger, thief, are hereby invited. 
The hcavy-lipp'd slave is invited, the \xnerealee b invited ; 
There shaQ be no difiStrence between them and the rest 

Tr«is b the press of a bashful hand, thb the float and odor of hair. 
Tnb the touch of my lips to yours, thb the mininur of jreaming, 
This the hi-ofi depth and height reflecting my own face, 
Thb the thoughtful merge of myself^ and the outlet again. 
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Do you guc3» I have vatie tntricxte inirpose ? 
Well I lave, for the Founh-month snowcre have, and the n 
Ihe side of a rock has. 

Do yon lake it 1 woulii luinnish? 

Dues ihc ilayijgbt ostoniEh? does the eariy cetbuit twittenoi 

throu^ tiie woods? 
Do I astonish more than they ? 

This hour I tell things in confidence, 

I might not tell everybody, but I will tell yoa. 



Who goes there ? hankering, gross, mystical, nude ; 
How is it I extract stxcngth from the beef I cstF 

What is a man anyhow? what am I ? what are you ? 

All I mark as my own you ihall ollset it with your own, 
Ebe it were time lost listening to me. 

I do not tm'vcl thai snivel the worM over. 

Thai mooihs arc vacuums and the ground but waDow ood fibh. 

^Vhtmpeiing and truckling fold with powdcn for invalids, cc 

fonnity goes to the founh-teiuov'd, 
I wear my hat as I plea*c indoon or out. 

Why should I pray? why should I vencnue and be ceretDooioat? 

Having pried through the stntt, aiutyxed to a hair, counael'd w 

clocton and calculated close. 
I find no sweeter lat than slicks to my own bone^ 

In aD people I sec mwlf. none mon and not one a bwley-ci 

less 
And the ifood or bad I say of myself I say of Ihcm. 

V I know I am solid and sound, 
To me the convcr^[ing objects of the ttnivene pefpetuolly Sow, 
All arc WTtiicn lo me, and I must get what the writing means. 

I know I am fleathless, 

i know this ofbil of mine cannot be swqK by a 
coropOM, 
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I kncnr I shall not pass like a child's cariacue cut with a burnt 
at night 



I know I am august, 

I do not trouble my ^irit to vindicate itself or be understood, 
I lee that the elementary laws never apologize, 
(I reckon I behave no prouder than tbie level I plant my house by, 
after aU.) 

I exist as I am, that is enough. 

If DO other in the woiid be aware I sit content, 

And if each and all be aware I sit content. 

One world is aware and by far the largest to me, and that is my- 
self. 

And whether I come to my own to-day or in ten thousand or ten 
million years, 

I can cheerfully take it now, or with equal cheerfulness I can wait 

My foothold is tenon'd and mortis'd in granite, 
I laugh at what you call dissolution, 
And I know the amplitude of time. 
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I am the poet of the Body and I am the poet of the Soul, 

The pleasures of heaven are with me and the plains of hell are 

with me. 
The first I graft and increase upon myself, the latter I translate 

into a new tongue. 

I am the poet of the woman the same as the man, 
And I say it is as great to be a woman as to be a man, 
And I say there is nothing greater than the mother of men. 

I chant the chant of dilation or pride, 

We have had ducking and deprecating about enough, 

I show that size is only development. 

Have you outstript the rest? arc you the President? 
It n a trifle, they will more than arrive there every one, and still 
pass on. 

I am he that walks with the tender and growing night 
I caO to the earth and sea half-held by the night. 



ISAVEs or Gmass. 

I doM barc-bomm'd ni^t — prcat close nugnciic 

_ It of south innds — night of ihc large few *tare I 
■ fltiU nodding night — mad naked nimntcr ni^L 

r Smile O voluptuous cocri-breatli'd earth ! 

[ Eanh of the ilumtienng and liquid trees ! 
Earth of departed sunset — canh of the mouniaim mbtf-tofil I 
Earth of the vitreous pour of the full moon Ju»t tinged with Uoe I 
Earth of shine ami dark mottlitig the tide of the rtver I 
Earth of the Umpid gray of clouds btighter and clearer fat B^ 

aakc! 
Fai -swooping clbow'd cartli — rich apple- bknBom'd earth! 
Sinilc, for your lover comes. 

■ therefore I to you give love I 



Prodigal, vou have viven me love - 
O unspeakable pauionate love. 



You tea I I tesign myself to you abo — I goes what you 

I behold from the bouh your crooked inviting fingcra, 

I believe vou refuse to go back without fceUng of me. 

We rouu have a turn together, I undress, huny mc out of sight of 

the land. 
Cushion me soft, rock me in billowy drowvc, 
Dash me with amorous wet, I can repay you. 

Sea of stretch 'd ground-swells. 

Sea breathing broad and convubivc breaths. 

Sea of the brine of life and of unshovell'd yet alwayviead]rgnvc% 

Howler and scoopcr of uoniu, capricious and dainty sea, 

t am integral with you, I loo am of one phase and of all phases 

I^utaker of influx atui efflux I, extotler of hate aiul 
ExtoUer of amies and those that sleep in each others' anas. 

I am he attesting sympathy, 
(Shan I make my list of things in the house and skip the bouM ~ 
that sai^>ons them?) 

I un tKM the poet of goods 

poet of wtckcdncM also. 

Who! bhirt ti this about virtne and i^xmt vice? 

Kvil |»opdi me and mfann of evil propels me, I staiKl h > dU fc w^ 
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My gait is no fanh-fiiider's or rejecter's gait, 
I moisten the roots of all that has grown. 

Did foa fear some scrofula out of the unflagging pregnancy? 
Did you guess the celestial laws are yet to be wori^'d over and 
rectified? 

I find one side a balance and the antipodal side a balance. 

Soft doctrine as steady help as stable doctrine, 

Thoughts and deeds of the present our rouse and early start. 

This minute that comes to me over the past decillions, *~-'-- 

There is no better than it and now. 

What behaved well in the past or behaves well to-day b not such 

a wonder. 
The wonder is always and always how there can be a mean man 

or an infidel 

^3 

Endless unfolding of words of ages I 

And mine a word of the modem, the word En-Masse. 

A word of the iaith that never balks, 

Here or henceforward it is ail the same to roe, I accept Time abao- 
lutely. 

It alone is without flaw, it alone rounds and completes all. 
That mystic baffling wonder alone completes alL 

I accept Reality and dare not question it. 
Materialism first and last imbuing. 

Hurrah for positive science ! long live exact demonstration I 

Fetch stonecrop mixt with cedar and branches of lilac. 

This is the lexicographer, this the chemist, this made a grammar 

of the old cartouches. 
These mariners put the ship through dangerous unknown seas, 
llus is the geologist, this works with the scalpel, and this is a 

mathematician. 

Gentlemen, to you the first honors always ! 

Your facts arc useful, an<i yet they arc not my dwelling, 

I but enter by thcin to an area ot' my dwelling. 



UtAiLS OF Grass. 



Ix« Uic mnindCTs of propcnlcs told my words. 

And more the rcmindere iney of life untold, and of frMdon i 

cxtricalion, 
And Rulcc (hon account of neuten and geUiinp, and &vor n 

and women fully eqiiipl. 
And beat the gong of revolt, and stop with fugitivn and them Ihi 

plot and conspire. 



Walt Whitman, a kosmos, of Manhattan the son, 
TtiTbuleni, flcxhy, sensu4], eating, drinking and breeding. 
No icniimenulbt, no Klandcr above men and women or i^ 

them. 
No more modest than immodest. 

Unjcrew ihc loclu from the doors 1 

Unscrew tbc doon themselves from their jambi I 

^Vbocver degrades another degrades mc. 

And whatever is done or said returns at last to me. 



I speak the pass-word primeval. I give the sign of democracy. 
By God ! I will accept nothing whidi all cannot have their eo 
icrpart of on the same terms. 

Through me many long dumb voices, 

Voices of the inierminable t(ener4tiuns of priwncrs am) slaves. 

Voices of the diseas'd and ilci|uirii)g .tnd of thic^-cs and thnsfl^ 

Voices of cycles of preparation and accretion, 

And of the threads that connect the sian, and of wombs utd d 

the fuhcr-stuff, 
And of the rights of them the others arc down upon. 
Of the dcform'd, trtria], flat, foolish, despised, 
Fog in the air, beetles railing bslls of dung. 

Through me forbidden voices. 

Voices of sexes and lusts, voices ^'eil'd and I remove the vei^ 

V<Mccs Indecent by me clarified and translijiiir'd. 

I do not press lafj fingers across my mouth, 

I keep •• deUcate around the buweis as around the bead nd 

Coptuation ii no more rank to me than death is. 
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I befieve in the flesh and the appetites, 

Seeing, hearing, feeling, are miracles, and each part and tag of me 
is a miracle. 



Divine am I inside and out, and I make holy whatever I touch or 

am touch'd from, 
The scent of these arm-pits aroma finer than prayer, 
Una head moie than churches, bibles, and all the creeds. 

If I wocship one thing more than another it shall be the spread of 

my own body, or any part of it, 
Traoducent mould of me it shall be you ! 
Shaded ledges and rests it shall be you ! 
Firm masculine o^ter it shall be you ! 
Whatever goes to the tilth of me it shall be you 1 
Yoo my rich blood ! your milky stream pale strippings of my life I 
Breast that presses against other breasts it shall be you ! 
My brain it shall be your occult convolutions ! 
Root of wash'd sweet-flag ! timorous pond-snipe ! nest of guarded 

duplicate eggs ! it shall be you ! 
Mix'd tussled hay of head, beard, brawn, it shall be you ! 
Tridding sap of maple, fibre of manly wheat, it shall be you I 
Son so generous it shall be you ! 
Vapors lighting and shading my face it shall be you ! 
YoQ sweaty brooks and dews it shall be you ! 
Winds whose soft-ticlding genitals rub against me it shall be you 1 

muscular fields, branches of live oak, loving lounger in my 

winding paths, it shall be you ! 
I have taken, face I have kiss'd, mortal I have ever 

touch'd, it shall be you. 

I dole on myself, there is that lot of me and all so luscious. 

Each moment and whatever happens thrills me with joy, 

I cannot teD how my ankles bend, nor whence the cause of my 

£untest wish, 
Kcr the cause of the friendship I emit, nor the cause of the friend- 
ship I take again. 

Hiat I walk up my stoop, I pause to consider if it really be, 
A morning-glory at my window satisfies me more than the meta- 
physics of books. 

To behold the day-break I 

The hctle light fades the immense and diaphanous shadows, 

The air tastes good to my palate. 



Hdta of fhe moving world at innocenl gamliob lilenUy Tuiofi; 

Aeihh exuding. 
Scooting obliquely high and low. 

Something I cannot txe puts upvronl libidinoiu lirongs, 
Scaa of bright juice sulTusc heaven. 

The earth by the sky Etsid with, the daily close of their janctioa. 
The hcflv'd challenge from the c:is[ that moment over my head, 
The mocking Uunt, See then whether you shall be maflct t 



Oaultng and tremendoui how quick the sun-rise woahJ kill mn. 
If I could not now and always send sun-rise out of me. 

We also ascend dauling and tremendous as the sun, 
We bund our own O my sotil in the calm and cool of the dqp^ 
break. 

My voice goes after what my eyes cannot reach, 
Witli the twirl of my tongue t encompass wurids and volumes of 
worida. 



Speech is the twin of njr visioa, it b noequal to measure ttaeK 

It provokes me forever, it says sarcuticaliy, 

H^altjVK contain enoMgk, 9fkj d^n'iyffu kt it oml 0un 9 

Come now I will not be tantaUied, you conceive too much 

articulation, ^^ 

l>o you not know O speech how the buds beneath you are loldedK 

Waiting in gloom, ptotccted by &o*t. 

The dirt receding before my prophetica] screams, 

t iindcriyms causes to balance them at last. 

My knowledge my lin; pans, it keeping tally with the meannf i 
oil things, 

Happinen, (which iriioevcr hctn mc let him or her act oat 
Brarch of this day.) 

My final merit 1 refuse you, I refuse putting from me wfaai ] 
am, 

a worlds, but never try to encompan me. 



WfttiBf and talk do not prove me, 

I carry the plenum of proof and every thtng ebe in my b 

With the hush of my lips I wholly confourra the skeptsc 
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I wiD do nothing but listen, 
To accrue what I hear into this song, to let sounds contribute 
toward it 

I hear bra\'uras of birds, bustle of growing wheat, gossip of flames, 

clack of sticks cooking my meab, 
I hear the sound I love, the sound of the human voice, 
I hear all sounds running together, combined, fused or following, 
Sounds of the city and sounds out of the city, sounds of the day 

and night. 
Talkative young ones to those that like them, the loud laugh of 

work-people at their meals. 
The angry base of disjointed friendship, the faint tones of the sick. 
The judge with hands tight to the desk, his pallid lips pronoun- 
cing a death-sentence, 
The heave'e'yo of stevedores unlading ships by the wharves, the 

refrain of the anchor-lifters. 
The ring of alarm-bells, the cry of fire, the whirr of swift-streak- 
ing engines and hose-carts with premonitory tinkles and 
cc4or'd lights. 
The steam-whistle, the solid roll of the train of approaching cars. 
The slow march play'd at the head of the association marching 

two and two, 
(They go to guard some corpse, the flag-tops are draped with 
black muslin.) 

I hear the violoncello, (tis the young man's heart's complaint,) 
I bear the key'd comet, it glides quickly in through my ears. 
It shakes mad-sweet pangs through my belly and breast 

I bear the chorus, it is a grand opera. 
Ah this indeed is music — this suits me. 

\ tenor lam and fresh as the creation fills me. 

The orbtc flex of his mouth is pouring and filling me fuH 

I bear the train'd soprano (what work with hers is this?) 

The orchestra whirls me wider than Uranus flies, 

I: wrenches such ardors from me I did not know I possess'd 

them. 
It laib me, I dab with bare feet, they arc lick'd by the indolent 



I am cut by latter and angry hail, I lose my breath, 
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LxAyss t 



Stcq>*d amid hoticy*<) roorpbinc, ray windpipe throttled in 

or dcaUi, 

At length let up again to feci the puulc of puuici, 
And that we call Being. 

To be in any form, what i.t that? 

(Round an<I round wc go, all or iis, an<t ever come back thithi 
If nothing Uy more dcvclop'd the quahaug in it> caUooi abcD « 
enough. 

Mine is no callous shell, 

I have instant conductors all over me whether I pan or Mop, 

They seite every object and lead it harmlessly thruuf^ mc 

I merely stir, press, feel with my fingers, aiii) am happy. 
To touch my pcnon to wme one ct»e's h alKnil la much as I can 
stand. 



Is this then a touch? quivering me to a new identity, 

Flames and elhcr making a rush for my vein*. 

Treacherous tip of me reacbinti and crowding to help them. 

My flesh and blood playing out lightning to strike what b tuidf 

diflerenl from myself. 
On all lides prurient provokers Mtlfemng mv limbs. 
\ Straining ihc udder of my heart for its withhel<I drip, 
Behaving licentious lowanl me, taking no denial, 
I>epriving me of my be«t a* ibr a puipose. 
Unbuttoning my clothe*, holding me by the bare waiM. 
Deluding my confusion with the calm of the tiinl^t md 

fields. 
Iromodcsily sliding the fellow-scnscs away, 
lliey bribed to swap off with touch and go and graie ax the 

of me. 
No comideration, no r^ard for my draining strength or my . 
Fetching the rest of the herd around tu enjoy ihem a whil^ 
Then all uniting to stand on a headland and worry me. 

The sentries desert every other part of me. 

They have left me helpless to a red marauder. 

They all come to the bcadbuMl to witncs and mist agaiM i 

I am given up by tmlton, 

I talk wiliUy, I have kxt my wits, I and nobody elte ai 
grcatcal traitor, 
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I vent mjTself fixsl to the headland, my own hands carried me 
thoe. 

Vou Tillain touch ! what are you doing? my breath is tight in its 

throat, 
I'nclench your floodgates, you are too much for me. 

29 

Blind loving wrestling touch, sheath'd hooded sharp-tooth'd 

touch! 
Did it make you ache so, leaving me ? 



track'd by arriving, perpetual payment of perpetual loan, 
Rich showering rain, and recompense richer afterward. 

Sprouts take and accumulate, stand by the curb prolific and vita), 
Landscapes projected masculine, fuU-sized and golden. 

AO truths wait in all things. 

They neither hasten their own delivery nor resist it. 

They do not need the obstetric forceps of the surgeon. 

The insignificant is as big to mc as any, 

( Uliat is less or more than a touch ?) 

I.«jgic and sermons ne>'er con>nnce. 

Foe damp of the night drives deeper into my soul. 

(Only what proves itself to every man and woman is so, 
^Joly what nobody denies is so.) 

A minute and a drop of me settle my brain, 

I believe the soggy clods shall become lovers and lamps, 

A»l a compend of compends is the meat of a man or woman, 

.Vod a summit and flower there is the feeling they have for cacli 

other, 
.\Dd they arc to branch boundlessly out of that lesson until it 

becomes omnific. 
And ontil one and all shall delight us, and we them. 

3« 

I believe a leaf of grass is no less than the journey-work of the stars. 
And the pismire is equally perfect, and a grain of sand, and the 
egg of the wren, 
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And the tree-toad is a chcf-d'ccuvre for the highni. 
And the running bUckbcny would oHom the pailon of h 
And the narrowest hinge in my^ hand puts to Korn all tnachinery, 
And the cow crunching with deprcu'd head lUTpasBes aay ststnv. 
And a mouse is mirjurlc enough to stagger sextillions of ii ' ' ' 

I find I incorporate gncisi, coal, long-threaded n 

esculent roots. 
And am stucco'd with quadrupeds and birds all orer, 
Aivl have distanced what is behind mc for good n 
But call any thing back again when I de^re IL 

In vain the speeding or sh)7)CM>, 
In vain the plutonic rocks send their old heat against rav approccl^ 
In vain the mastodon retreats beneath its own powder'd bones. 
In vain objects stand leagues olT and assume manifold shapes. 
In vain the ocean settUng in hollows and the great monstcn IjrinK 

In vain the buzzard houses herself with the sky. 

In vain the snake slides through the creepers and lora. 

In vain the elk takes to the inner paises of the woocu, 

In vain the raxor-bill'd atik ufls ur nonh to Labrador, 

I follow quickly, I ascend to the neat in the fisnire of the clUt 



I think I could turn and live with atumals, they arc so placid wi 

self -contain 'd, 
I stand and look at them long and long. 

They do nut sweat and whine a)x>ut their condition, 
lltcy do not lie awake in the dark and weep for their sfau, 
'ITiey do not make me sick diwnunng their duty to tiod, 
Not one is diviatislicd, not one Is <lemenied with the mania t 

owning things. 
Not OIK kneels to another, nor to his kind that lived tlv^Hi^i < 

yean ago. 
Not OIK Is mpecuUe or unhappy over the whole eanh. 

So ihcy thow ihdr rdations to me and I accept tbcm, 
Titef bring roe tokens of nyvdf, they evince them plainly in 



I wonder where ihey get tbOK tokens, 

DM 1 pMi that way huge times ago and ncghgrady (bop lliemP 
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Myidf moring fonrard then and now and forever, 
(^ttberiiig udiboinng more always and with velocity, 
lofioite utd omnigenous, and the like of these among them. 
Not loo exclusive towaid the reachers or my remembrancers, 
nckim out here one that I love, and now go with him on brotherly 

A gigsBtic beanty of a stallion, fresh and responsive to my caresses, 

Hnd high in the forehead, wide between the ears, 

Liniba gio«y and supple, tail dusting the ground, 

Eya fidl of sparkling wickedness, ears finely cut, flexibly moving. 

His fKMtiib dOate m my beeb embrace him, 

His welt>buik limbs tremble with pleasure as we race arotind aitd 



I but me you a minote, then I resign you, stallion, 

Wby do I need your paces when I myself out-gallop them? 

Even ai I stand or ut passing ^ter than you. 



Space and Tune I inm I see it is true, what I guess'd at. 
What I guesi'd when I loaTd on the grass, 
Uliat I guess'd while I lay alone in my bed, 
.\i>d again as I walk'd the beach under the paling stars of the 
morning. 

My tics and ballasts leave me, my elbows rest in sea-gaps, 
I Aiit siems, my palms cover continents, 
I am afoot with my vision. 

By the city's quadrangular bouses — io log huts, camping with 

himbennen, 
f the ruts of the turnpike, along the dry gulch and rivulet bed, 

J my onion-patch or hoeing rows of carrots and parsnips, 

cjossing savannas, trailing in forests, 
lYo ap e c ting, gmd-digging, girdling the trees of a new purchase, 
SconJi'd anUe-deep by the hot sand, hauling my boat down the 

■haDow river, 
Wboc the panther walks to and fro on a lirob overhead, where 

the buck tarns furiously at the hunter. 
Where the rattlesnake suns his flabby length on a rock, where the 

otter is feeding on fish. 
Where the alUgat<» in his tough pimples sleeps by the bayou. 
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Wbers :be rofk bee s seagrr-^ fcr roots or bonejr, vhoe the 

:ezT£; pj£5 r:« rssd wnh hss paddk-«ha|Kd tafl ; 
QhrcT :b± £r?«=£ si^ir. vTrer ^K v^&jjv-djfrer'd cx)Ctoo phut, over 

C'rer :be sjur^-^cu'c hrzx zxjzx, with its scallop'd scum and 






Tk^t l-.c wTtsEsm p^rsiznrr^rzL, c-.«r tbe jOCg*leav*d com, over the 

Thxr :h« «-i.:e 2cd bcovn buckvbieix. a hammer and buuer there 

Orel the d-.isky greea of the m as it ripples and shades in the 

Scaling mountains. pcHing mjself cautioQsiy np, holding on by km 

Walkinc the path «n:>r: in the grass and beat throogh the leaves of 

the \ri^:\, 
WTiere the .",ui:I :s wh:5t'.;r.z betwixt the woods and the wheat-lot, 
Where the la: fiies ir. :he Se%e nth -month c%e. where the great gold- 

V» « « • • 

UTiere the brroit p--^ o-t ci" the roots of the old tree and flows to 

Uliere cattle ?ur.d and shake away flies with the tremulous shod- 

dehn^ of their hides, 

UTicre the cheese -c!o:h hangs in the kitchen, where andirons 

stradiile the hearJn-slab. where cobwebs (all in festootu 

from the rafters ; 

Where trip-hammers cra>h. where the press is whirling its c>*linden. 

Wherever the human heart *:>eats with lerr.ble throes under its 

ribs. 
Where the pear-shapetl balloon is floating aloft, (floating in it my- 
self and looking composedly down. ) 
Where the hfe-car is ilra^-n on the slip-noose. where the heat 

hatches pale-green eggs in the dented sand. 
Where the she -whale swims with her calf and never forsakes it, 
U here the steam-ship trails hind- ways its long })cnnant of smoke. 
Where the fin of the shark cuts hke a black chip out of the water. 
Where the half-bum'd brig is riding on unknom*n currents. 
Where shells grow to her slimy ileck. where the dead are corrupt- 
ing below ; 
Where the dense -Ntarr'd flag is lK>me at the head of the regiments, 
Ap[>ro.i( hing Manhattan up by the long-stretching island, 
I'mlcr Nia^MM. the i atar.ut falling like a veil over my countenance, 
r|K>n a do«ir Ntcp. u}>on the horse- block of hard wood outside, 
l-|H>n the rat c rtmrbc, or enjoying picnics or jigs or a good game 
of baM: ball. 
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At he-festivaby with blackguard gibes, ironical license, bull-dances, 

dxinking, laughter, 
At the dder-mill tasting the sweets of the brown mash, sucking 

the juice through a straw, 
At a]^le-peelings wanting kisses for all the red fruit I find. 
At musters, beach-parties, friendly bees, huskings, house-raisings ; 
Where the mocking-bird soun(k his delicious gurgles, cackles, 

screams, weeps. 
Where the hay-rick stands in the barn-yard, where the dry-stalks 

are scatter'd, where the brood-cow waits in the hovel. 
Where the bull advances to do his masculine work, where the stud 

to the mare, where the cock is treading the hen, 
Where the heifers browse, where geese nip their food with short 

jerks. 
Where sun-down shadows lengthen over the limitless and lonesome 

prairie, 
Where herds of buffalo make a crawling spread of the square 

miles far and near, 
^Vhcre the humming-bird shimmers, where the neck of the long- 
lived swan is curving and winding, 
Where the laughing-guU scoots by the shore, where she laughs her 

near-human laugh, 
Where bee-hives range on a gray bench in the garden half hid by 

the high weeds, 
Where band-neck'd partridges roost in a ring on the ground with 

their heads out. 
Where burial coaches enter the aich'd gates of a cemetery, 
^Vhere winter wolves bark amid wastes of snow and icicled trees, 
Where the yellow-crown'd heron comes to the edge of the marsh 

at night and feeds upon small crabs. 
Where the splash of swimmers and divers cools the warm noon, 
Where the katy-did works her chromatic reed on the walnut-tree 

over the well. 
Through patches of citrons and cucumbers with silver-wired leaves. 
Through the salt-lick or orange glade, or under conical firs, 
Through the gynmasium, through the curtain'd saloon, through the 

office or public hall ; 
Pleas'd with the native and pleas'd with the foreign, pleas'd with 

the new and old, 
Fleas'd with the homely woman as well as the handsome, 
Fkas'd with the quakeress as she puts off her bonnet and talks 

melodiously, 
Fleas'd with the tune of the choir of the whitewashed church, 
Fleas'd with the earnest words of the sweating Methodist preach- 
er, impress'd seriously at the camp-meeting ; 



ss 
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Ixx>king in at ihc shop-windows of Broadway ihc whole famua 

flatting till- flnh of my nose on (he tluck plitc fUaa, 
Wandering the same afternoon with my face tiirn'd up to d 

clouds, ot down a lane or along the beach. 
My right and left anm round the sides of two friends, tnd Ximt 

middle ; 
Coining home with the silent and dark-cheek'd biuh>bof, (teMnj 

me he rides at the drape of the ilay,) 
Far from the settlements studying the print of aniroall' fed, « 

the moccasin print, 
By the cot in the hospital reaching lentonade to a frv 
Nigh the coflin'd corpse when all is still, examining widi ■ c 
Voyaging to every \ion to dicker and adventure. 
Hurrying with the modem rrowd as eager and fickle at any, 
Hot toward one I hale, ready in my madness to knife him. 
Solitary at midnight in my back yard, my thoughts gone fn 

a long while, 
Walking the old hitb of Judasa with the beautiful gentte Ood faf 

my side. 
Speeding through spaec, speeding through heaven and the tOay 
Speeding amid the seven satellites and the broad ring, and dM 

diameter of eighty thousand miles, 
Speeding with toil'd meteors, throwing firc-balis like ihc n 
Carrying the crescent child that carries its own iiitl I 

its belly. 
Storming, enjoying, planning, loving, cautioning. 
Backing and filling, appearing and disappearing, 
1 tread day and night such roads. 

I visit the orchards of spheres and look at the pnxlact. 

And look at ()uimiIlioo!i ripen'd and look al i|iimtilllon» gtvco. 

I fly those Sights of a fluid and swallowing soul, 
kty courw rum below the loundttigi oT p' 



n guanl can shut mc off, no law prevent mc. 

I anchor my ship for ■ little while only. 

My mcascogers continually cruise away or bring ihdi retmns loa 



I go huniii^ 
pointr 

I aaccnd to the Ibreuuck, 



tiin and the seal, leaping chasm* with a p 
«aff, dinging to topplci of bnuk and Uw. 
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I take mf place late at night in the crow's-nest, 
We sail the arctic sea, it is plenty light enough, 
Hvoagfa the clear atmosphere I stretch around on the wonderful 

beauty, 
Tbe enormous masses of ice pass me and I pass them, the scenery 

is plain in all directions, 
Tbe white-topt mountains show in the distance, I fling out my 

fimdes toward them. 
We are approaching some great battle-field in which we are soon 

to be engaged. 
We pass the cokmal outposts of the encampment, we pass with 

stil feet and cauticm. 
Or we aie entering by the suburbs some vast and ruin*d city. 
The blocks and fiidlen architecture more than all the living cities 

of the globe. 

I un a free companion, I bivouac by invading watchfires, 
1 ton the bridegroom out of bed and sUy with the bride myself, 
1* 1 tigliten her all night to my thighs and lips. 

My foke is the wife's voice, the screech by the rail of the stairs, 
TiKy fetch my man's body up dripping and drown'd. 



\ 



1 VMkntand the large hearts of heroes, 

Tk counige of present times and all times, 

Hov the skipper saw the crowded and rudderless wreck of the 
steam-ship, and Death chasing it up and down the storm, 

Hov he knuckled tight and gave not back an inch, and was faith- 
ful of days and faithful of nights, 

Aod chalk'd in large letters on a board. Be of good cheer ^ we will 
m0i desert you ; 

Hov he fbUow'd with them and tack'd with them three days and 
would not give it up, 

Hov he saved the drifting company at last, 
I Hov the lank loose-gown'd women kx>k'd when boated from the 
f side of their prepared graves, 

Hov the silent old-faced infants and the lifted sick, and the sharp- 
lipp'd unshaved men ; 

Afl this I swallow, it tastes good, I like it well, it becomes mine, 
'' IiD the man, I sufler'd, I was there. 

^ Tke disdain and calmness of martyrs, 

Tbe mother of oki, condemn'd for a witch, burnt with dry wood, 

her children gazing on, 
The hounded slave that flags in the race, leans by the fence, blow- 
mg, co\'er'd with sweat* 



I 
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The twJDgn that sting like nreclln hb legs and neck, the nuir- 

dcrouB buckshot tmd the l>ulletji. 
All these 1 feci or am. 

I un the hounded slave, I wince at the bite of the dog>. 

Hell and despair are upon mc, crack and again crack the markt- 

men, 
I clutch the rails o( tite fence, ray gore dribs, ihian'd with iltt 

ooxe of my skin, 
I 6dl on the wccils and stones, 
Hie riders spur their unwilling horses, haul close, 
Taunt my diuy ears and beat me violently over the head wtlk 

whip-stocks. 

Agonies are one of my changes of gannents, 

I do not ask the wounded person how he feeti, I myself 

the wounded person. 
My hurts turn livid upon me as I lean on a caac Rod otMcrve. 

1 am the mash'd fireman with breast-bone broken, 

Tumbling walls burie<l me in their debris, 

Heat and smoke 1 inspired, I heard the yelling shouts of injr Co 

I beard the distant click of their picks and shovels, 

lliey have clear'd the beams away, they tenderly lift mc Ibith. 

I lie in the night air in my red Mtt, the pervading huah k tat i 

sake, 
Painleu oiler all I tie exhautted but not ao unhappy. 
White and beautiful are the bcea arauod me, inc beada are bw 

of their Are- caps. 
The kneeling crowd f»dcs with the light of the Utcbea. 

Distant and dead musciute. 

They show as the dial or move as the liands of me, I am ' 
myself. 

I am an old aitiUcmt, I tell of my fort's bombudroenl; 
I am there again. 

Again the long roll of the drummers, 
Again the attacking cannon, monan. 
Again to my listening can the cannoa 

I lake pan, I sec and hear the whole, 
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The cries, curses, roar, the plaudits for well-aim'd shots, 

The ambulanza slowly passing trailing its red drip, 

Workmen searching after damages, making indispensable repairs. 

The fidl of grenades through the rent roof, the fan-shaped explo- 



The whizz of limbs, heads, stone, wood, iron, high in the air. 

Again gurgles the mouth of my dying general, he furiously waves 

with hb hand, 
He gasps through the clot Mind not me — mind — the entrench 

munts. 

34 

Now I ten what I knew in Texas in my early youth, 
(I teO not the fjEdl of Alamo, 
Not one escaped to tell the fall of Alamo, 
The hundred and fifty are dumb yet at Alamo,) 
*TiB the tale of the murder in cold blood of four hundred and 
twelve young men. 

Retreating they had form'd in a hollow square with their baggage 

for breastworks. 
Nine hundred lives out of the surrounding enemies, nine times 

their number, was the price they took in advance. 
Their cokmel was wounded and their ammunition gone, 
They treated for an honorable capitulation, receivM writing and 

seal, gave up their arms and march'd back prisoners of war. 

They were the glory of the race of rangers, 

Matchless with horse, rifle, song, supper, courtship, 

Large, turbulent, generous, handsome, proud, and affectionate, 

Bevded. sunburnt, drest in the free costume of hunters. 

Not a single one over thirty years of age. 

The second First-day morning they were brought out in squads 

and massacred, it was beautiful early summer, 
The work commenced about five o'clock and was over by eight 



obey*d the command to kneel, 
Some made a mad and helpless rush, some stood stark and 

straight, 
A iew feQ at once, shot in the temple or heart, the living and dead 

lay together, 
The maim'd and mangled dug in the dirt, the new-comers saw 

them there. 
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Some holf-kiird att<;mpted to crawl away, 

'ITicw: were dcspatch'd with bayoDcis or batlcr'd with the 

or muskets, 
A youth not seventeen )-can old sciic'd his asatsnn tOI two more 

came to release him. 
The three were all lorn and cover'd with the boy's blood. 

At eleven o'clock began the burning of ihc bodies ; 
Thai ii the tale of the mnnler of the four hundred and tw«b« 
young men. 



Would you hear of an old-time sea-fight? 

\Vould you learn who won by the light of the moon and nan? 

List to Ihe yam, as niy grandmutlier's father the sailor lukl it lo tnc. 

Our foe was no skulk in his shi[) I icU you, (said he,) 

His was the surly Knglish ]>tuck, and there is no tougher or truer. 

and never was, and never will be ; 
Along the lowcr'd eve he came horribly raking us. 

We closed with him, the yards calangled, the cannon lonch'd. 
My captain lash'd liut with his own ^mds. 

We had rccciv'd some eighteen pound shots under the water, 
On our lower-gun -deck two large pieces luul bur^ at the fint fire, 
killing all around and blowing up overhead. 

Finning at sun-down, fighting at dark, 

Tn o'clock at night, the fuU moon well up. our Ic^a on the gaio, 

Uid five feel of wilcr repored, 
Tha tnaMer-at-arms loosing the prisoners confined in the aftcr-hoM 

to give them a chance for thenuelvcs. 

The tnuttit to and bom the magarine b now stopi by the t riWhieK 
They »eeK> many itnutge bcci they do not knowwboni totnac 

Our 6irale takes iirt. 

The otncr asks if we demaitd quarter? 

If our cokin ate struck and the fighting done ? 

Now I laugh content, bi I hear Uic voice of tny little captain. 
Wt kmpt mat ttmtk, he composedly cries, nw A«nr Just ifgum •>«* 
/art «/ Ou figkHit];. 
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(Mf time guns .-irc in use, 

Odc >■ dtrecied I^ the captain himself agaiost the enemy's main- 
Two «^ fciv'd with grape and canister silence his musketiY and 
clear his deckZ 

Tbe tops alone second the fire of this little battery, especially the 

main -top, 
They hold out bravely during the whole of the action. 

Not a iDOment't cease, 

The leaks gain fast on the pumps, the fire eats toward the powder- 
magazine. 

Odc of tbe pomps has been shot away, it is generally thoo^t we 
are sinking. 

Serene stands the little captain. 

He is not honied, his voice is neither high nor low, 

Hit eyes give more light to us than our baUle-lantems. 

Toward twelve there in tbe beams of the moon they surrendet to 



Strctch'd and still tics the midnight. 

Two great huOs motionless on the breast of the darkness, 

Off vcssd riddled and slowly sinking, preparations to pass to the 

one we have conquer'd, 
Tbe captain oo the quarter-deck coldly giving his orders through 

a coontenance white as a sheet. 
Sear by the corpse of the child that serv'd in the cabin, 
Tbe dead thct of an old salt with long white hair and carefully 

cnrl'd whiskers, 
Tbe flamn spite of all that can be done flickering aloft and below, 
Tbe bosky voices of the two or three ofBceis yet fit for duty, 
Formlev stacks (rf bodies and bodies by themselves, dabs of Oesh 

upon the masts and spais, 
Cot of cordage, dangle of rigging, slight shock of the soothe of 

waves, 
Bbck and impassive guns, litter of powder-parcels, strong scent, 
A lew large stars overhead, silent and mournful shining, 

He soifb of sea-breeze, smells of se<lgy grass and fields t^ the 

shore, death- messages given In charge to survivors, 
iba of the surgeon's knife, the gnawing teeth of his saw. 
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Wheeze, duck, swash of Ming blood, short wild tcieaniyaiid km^ 

doll, tapering groan. 
These so, these irretrio-able. 

37 

Vou laggards there on guard ! look to }'oar arms ! 

In at die conquer d doon» they crowd ! I am possess'd ! 

Embody all presences outlaw*d or sufTcring, 

See m^-self in prison shaped like another man. 

And feel the dull unintermitted pain. 

For me the keepers of convicts shoulder their carbines and keep 

watch. 
It is I let out in the morning and XkutW at night. 

Not a mutineer walks handcuffM to jail but I am handculT'd to 

him and walk by his :»idt.\ 
( I am less the jolly one there, aiul more the silent one with sweat 

on my twitching lips. ) 

Not a youngster is taken for larceny but I go up too, and am tried 
and sentenced. 

Not a cholera patient lies at the last gas]) but I also lie at the last 

gasp, 
My face is ash-color*d, my sinews gnarl, away from me people 
retreat. 

Askers embody themselves in me and I am embodied in them, 
I project my hat, sit slumc-foccd, and beg. 

Enough ! enough ! enough ! 

Somehow I have Ixren stunn'd. Stand liack ! 

(five me a little time beyond my cuff 'd head, slumbers, dreanii» 

gaping, 
I disco%rer myself on the verge of a usual mistake. 

That I could forget the mockers and insults ! 

'lluit I could forget the trickling tears and the blows of the Uudg* 

eons and hammers ! 
That I could look with a separate look on my own crucifixioD and 

bloody crowning. 
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I icnaiiber now, 

I resume the oventaid fraction, 

The grave of rock multiplies what has been conSded to it, or to 

any graves, 
Covpses rise, gashes heal, fastenings roll from me. 

I troop forth replenish'd with supreme power, one of an avenge 

unending procession, 
Inland and sea-coast we go, and pass all boundary lines. 
Our swift ordinances on their way over the whole earth. 
The blonoms we wear in our hats the growth of thousands of 

yean. 

Elc\-n, I salute you I come forward ! 

Continue your annotations, continue your questionings. 



The 6ieodly and flowing savage, who is he? 

Is he waiting for civilization, or past it and mastering it? 

It he some Southwestemer niis'd out-doors 7 is he Kanadian? 
It be from the Mississippi country? Iowa, Oregon, California? 
Tbe nxmntains? praiiie-life, bush-life ? or sailor from the sea ? 

%'bere%'er he goes men and women accept and desire him. 
They desire he should like them, touch them, speak to them, suy 
with them. 

Behai-ior lawless as snow-flakes, words simple as grass, uncomb'd 
head, laughter, and naivety. 

Slow-stepping feet, common features, common modes and ema- 
nations. 

They descend in new forms from the tips of his fingers. 

They are wafted with the odor of his body or brc^, they fly out 
of the glance of his eyes. 



FUmit of the sunshine 1 need not your bask — lie over I 
Voa bght surfaces only, 1 force surfaces and depths also. 

Earth '. you seem to look for something at my hands, 
Say, otd top-knot, what do you want ? 

Man oc wi^iun, I might tefl how I like you, but cannot. 
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And might tril what it is in me and wh:;i it b in jou, but cannoC 
And miKht tell that pining I have, thai pulse of my nJ^Ms aoil 
oiys. 

Behold. I do not give lectures or a little chatity. 
When I give I give myself. 

You there, imiwient. loose in the IcnceB. 

Open vour suirf'd chops till I blow grit within yoa. 

Spread your palms and lift the flaps of your pockela, 

I am not to be denied, I compel, I have stores plenty and lo tput. 

And any thing I have I bestow. 

t do not ask who you are, that is not important to mc. 

You can do nothing and be nothing but what I wiB lipoid job. 

To cotton-field dnidgc or cleaner of privies I lean, 
On his right cheek I put the family kiss. 
And in my soul I swear I never will deny him. 

On women (it for conception I start bigger and nimbler bdM^ 
(This day I am jetting the stuff of for more arrogant rcptriificL) 

To any one dying, thither 1 speed and twist the knob of the door, 
Tum the bed-cloihcs toward the foot of the bed. 
Let the physician and ttic priest go home. 

I fteiie the descending man and raise him with rcsistlcM will, 

di:«pairei, here ia my neck. 

By God, you shall not go down 1 hong your whole weight upon w»> 

1 dilate yon with tremcndons breath. I buoy you up, 
Evoy nMmi of the bouae do I All with an ann'd force, 
LovflBof mcbafflenof gnvet. 

Sleep — I and they keep goard all nidtt. 

Not doubt, not decease shall dart to lay finger upon yon, 

I have emhnccd yon, and hencefctrth possets you to myid( 

And when you rise ia the morning you will find vrftat I tell yoatan. 



I am he bringing help (or the sick as they pam on thdr b*dn. 
And for sttong upright men I bnng yet tnore needed help. 
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I bend whit was said of the universe. 

Heard it and heard it of several thousand years ; 

It is mkldKng well as &r as it goes — but is that all? 

Magnifying and apjdying come I, 

Outbidding at the start the old cautious hucksters. 

Taking mvielf the exact dimensions of Jehovah, 

Lithogruxiing Kronos, Zeus his son, and Hercules his grandson, 

Boying orafts of Osiris, Isis, Belus, Brahma, Buddha, 

In my porti^lio placing Manito loose, Allah on a leaf, the crucifix 

engraved. 
With Odin and the hideous-laced Mexitli and every idol and image, 
TakiQg them all for what they are worth and not a cent more, 
Admittiiig they were alive and did the work of their days, 
(They bore mites as for uniiedg*d birds who have now to rise and 

fly and sing for themselves,) 
Accepting the rough deific sketches to fill out better in myself, 

bestowing them freely on each man and woman I see, 
Diaoovenng as much or more in a framer framing a house, 
IHmiqg higher claims for him there with his roll*d-up sleeves driving 

the maUet and chisel. 
Not obfecting to special revelations, considering a curl of smoke 

or a hair on the back of my hand just as curious as any 

revelation. 
Lads ahold of fire-engines and hook-and-ladder ropes no less to 

me than the gods of the antique wars, 
V«MHng their voices peal through the crash of destruction. 
Their brawny lunbs passing safe over charr'd laths, their white 

foreheads whole and unhurt out of the flames ; 
By the mechanic's wife with her babe at her nipple interceding for 

every person bom. 
Three scythes at harvest whizzing in a row from three lusty angels 

with shirts bagg'd out at their waists, 
Tlie saag-tooth'd hostler with red hair redeeming sins past and to 



Selling an he possesses, traveling on foot to fee lawyers for his 

brother and sit by him while he is tried for forgery ; 
What was strewn in the amplest strewing the sqtiare rod about 

me, and not filling the square rod then, 
The boD and the bug never worshipp'd half enough, 
DvBg and dirt more admirable than was dream'd, 
The sapematural of no account, myself waiting my time to be one 

of the supremes. 
The day getting readr for me when I shall do as much good as 

the best, and be as prodigious ; 




Ky my tiCe- lumps ! Incoming alrndy a creator. 

Putting mysrll' hrre and now to the ambush 'd womb of ibc diukm 



A call in the midst of the crowd. 

My awn voice, orotund sweeping and finsL 

Come my children. 

Come my hoys and giri«, my women, household and 
Now the performer launches his nerve, he has pua'd hit 
on the reeds within. 

Euily written loose-fingcr'd chorda — I fc<l the th 
climax and cluic. 

My head nines round on my nerk. 

Music rolls, but not from the organ, 

Polks arc- around mc, but they arc no household of a 

Ever the hard unsunk ground. 

Ever the ealcra and drinkers, ever the upward and d 

ever the atr and the ceaseless tides, 
Ever myielf and my neighbors, refreshing, wicked, teal. 
Ever the old inesplicatilc query, ever that thom'd thumb, t 

breath of itches and ihirtts. 
Ever the vexer's A0O// kootf tiU we find where the dy one h* 

and bring htm forth. 
Ever love, ever the sot>bitig liquid of life. 
Ever the bandage under the chin, ever the tre»tlca of dolh. 

Here and there with dimes on the eyes walking. 
To feed the greed of the belly x'm btalns libcndly spooning. 
Tickets buying, taking. sclUng, but in to the fcut never once ggi 
Many twealing, ploughing, thrashing, and then the duff (or |i 

meat ivcdvii^. 
A few td)y owning, and ihcy the wheat continually '•^■t'*'*f 

This is the dly and I am one of the cilisem, 
Whatever interests the rest interests me, poUtics, wan« 

iwwspapcTs, schools. 
The mayor and councils, honks, tartb, sieamshtps. h c te ocit 

stores, real estate and personal estate. 



th* little pkntifiil D 
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I am swaie who thev are, (they are positively not worms or fleas,) 
! acknowledge the auplicates of myself, the weakest and shallowest 

b deathless with me, 
VMiat I do and say the same waits for them, 
Every thought that flounders in me the same flounders in them. 

I know perfecdy well my own egotism. 

Know my onmivorous lines and must not write any less. 

And would fetch you whoever you are flush with myself. 

Not words of routine this song of mine. 

But abruptly to question, to leap beyond yet nearer bring ; 

This printed and bound book — but the printer and the printing- 
office boy? 

The wefl-taken photographs — but your wife or friend close and 
solid in your arms? 

The black ship mail'd with iron, her mighty guns in her turrets — 
but the pluck of the captain and engineers? 

In the houses the dishes and fare and furniture — but the host and 
hostess, and the look out of their eyes? 

Tt^t sky up there — yet here or next door, or across the way? 

The saints and sages in history — but you yourself ? 

Sermons, creeds, theology — but the fathomless human brain, 

.Vnd what is reason? and what is love? and what is life? 

43 

! do not despise you priests, all time, the worid over, 
V!y fiuth is the greatest of fkiths and the least of faiths, 
Ijadostng worship ancient and modem and all between ancient 

and modem. 
Believing I shall come again upon the earth after Ave thousand 

years, 
Wiiung responses from oracles, honoring the gods, saluting the 

sun. 
Miking a fetich of the first rock or stump, powowing with sticks in 

the circle of obis, 
'■' Iciping the Qama or brahmin as he trims the lamps of the idols, 
Inxxmg yet through the streets in a phallic procession, rapt and 

austere in the woods a gyronosophist, 
Lmnking mead from the skull-cup, to Shastas and Vedas admirant, 

minding the Koran, 
Walking the teokallis, sponcd with gore fix>m the stone and knife, 

beating the serpent-skin drum, 
AoceptiDg the Gospels, accepting him that was crucified, knowing 

aauredly that he is divine, 




70 I.SAves or Gxass 

To Die mass knrcling or the [rarit&n'f pnyn riimg, or 

patiently in a pew. 
Ranting aiid frolhing in my insane rhsis, or waiting di 

my spirit arouses me. 
Looking forth on pavement and land, or outside of 

land, 
Belonging to the windcra of the circuit of circuits. 

Unc of that centripetal and centrifugal g»ig I turn and talk Ukc 
man leaving charges before a journey. 

Down-beaned doubters dull and excluded, 
Frivolous, sullen, moping, angry, affected, dishcartcn'd, 
I know every one of you, I know the sea of torment, 
despair and untjclicf. 

How the flukes *i>U*h ! 

How they contort rapid ax lightning, with nianm and kkmH 
blood I 



Be at peace bloody flukes of doubters and suOeo mupos, 
I take my pbcc among you as much as among any. 
The paat is the push of you. me, all, precisely the same, 
And what is )ci untried and al^rward is for you, me, all, 
the same. 



1 do not know what is untried and aAerward, 

But I know ii will in its turn prove sufficient, and cannot btL 

Each who passes is consider'd, each who stops b cooBidci*d, i 
a tingle oik can it bil. 

It canaol bit the young man who died and was borjed. 
Nor ihc young woman ttba died and was put by his side. 
Nor the Utile chiM that pcep'd in al ifae door, and tlKti drew 

and was never seen again. 
Nor the ok) man who has lived without purpose, and feeli It 

bittemaa worse than gall. 
Nor him in the poor house tuberded by nnn and the bad 

order. 
Nor the numtKrIen ilaughter'd and wreck'd, nor the hrattih kc 

caird the ordure of humanity. 
Nor the un merely floating with open mouths for IocmI M tlq> ta. 
Not anj thing in the caitb, or down in the oktesi gtavcs of ito 

earth, 
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Nor any thing in the myriads of spheres, nor the myriads of 

myriads that inhabit them. 
Nor the present, nor the least wisp that is known. 

44 
It is time to ezfJain myself — let us stand up. 

What is known I strip away, 

I lannch all men and women forward with me into the Unknown. 

The ckxk indicates the moment — but what does eternity indicate? 

We have thus &r exhausted trillions of winters and summers. 
There are trillions ahead, and trillions ahead of them. 

Births have brought us richness and variety, 

hod other births wiU bring us richness ana variety. 

I do not call one greater and one smaller, 

That which fills its period and place is equal to any. 

Were mankind murderous or jealous upon you, my brother, my 

sister? 
I am sorry for you, they are not murderous or jealous upon me, 
AH has been gentle with me, I keep no account with lamentation, 
(Hliat have I to do with lamentation?) 

I am an acme of things accomplish'd, and I an encloser of things 
to be. 

My feet strike an apex of the apices of the stairs. 

On every step bunches of ages, and larger bunches between the 

steps. 
An below duly travel'd, and still I mount and mount. 

Rise after rise bow the phantoms behind me, 
Kfat down I see the huge first Nothing, I know I was even there, 
I waited unseen and alwa>'s, and slept through the lethargic mist. 
And took my time, and took no hurt from the fetid carbon. 

Looig I was hugg'd close — long and long. 



InuDenie have been the preparations for me, 
Faithful and friendly the arms that have help'd me. 



(Cycle* retried m)' cradle, rowing avi rowing like rhc«rfiil boatmm, 
For room tn me ttan kept xsidc in their own lings. 
They sent influences to look »Sici what was to hold me. 

Before I was bom out of my mother generations guided mc, 
My cmbiyo has never been torpid, nothing could ovcrUy it. 

For it the nebula cohered to an orb. 

The long slow strata piled to re>t it on. 

Vast vegetables gave it sustenance, 

Uonatrous sauroids ttatuported it in their mouthi and 



AH forces have been steadily etnploy'd to complete and deU^ n 
Now on this spot I stand with ray robuu souL 



O span of youth I ever-pu^'d elasticity I 

manhood, balanced, florid and full 

My loven suflbcate me. 

Crowding ray lips, thick in the pores of my skin, 

Jostling me through streets and puUic halu, coming naked to i 

at night. 
Crying by cuy AM4>y/ from the rtxJts of the river, svinging « 

chirping over my head. 
Calling my name from flower-beds, vines, tangled undatfndi, 
Lighting on every inomcnt of ray life, 
BMting my body with soft babaraic busMs. 
NobdMiy paaiing handfuls out of their hearts and grring thi 

to be mine. 

OM age superbly rising I O welcome, incCUile gtact of V 
dsysl 

Every condilion promnlges itot only itseK, it protnolgca « 

•Aer and oot of ilsclT. 
And the daik bosh promnlges as mach as any. 

1 open my fcnttle at night and see the fitf-^tinUed 
Ana all I aec muhiplMd aa high as I can dpbct edge bal tj 

of the bnher tyrtena. 

Wider and wider they spread, expanding, atways T^ngt 
Outward and outward and fomcr outwud. 
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My flun hat \m mm and round him obediently wheeb. 
He joins with his partners a group of superior circuit, 
And greater sets fcAlow, making specks of the greatest inside them. 

There is no stoppage and never can be stoppage, 

If I, you, and the worlds, and all beneath or upon their surfaces, 

were this moment reduced back to a pallid float, it would 

not avail in the long run. 
We should surely bring up again where we now stand, 
And surely go as much fiuther, and then £uther and £mher. 

A few Quadrilli o ns of eras, a few octillions of cubic leagues, do not 

haiard the span or make it impatient, 
They arp but parts, any thing is but a part 

See ever so far, there is limitless space outside of that, 
Count ever so much, there is limitless time around that 

My rendezvous b appointed, it is certain. 

The Lord will be there and wait till I come on perfect terms. 

The great Camerado, the lover true for whom I pine will be there. 

I know I have the best of time and space, and was never measured 
and never will be measured. 

I tramp a perpetual journey, (come listen all !) 

My signs are a rain-proof coat, good shoes, and a staff cut from 

the woods. 
So friend of mine takes his ease in my chair, 
I have no chair, no church, no philosophy, 
I lead no man to a dinner-table, library, exchange, 
But each man and each woman of you I lead upon a knoll, 
My left hand hooking you round the waist. 
My right hand pointing to landscapes of continents and the public 

road. 

Koc I, not any one else can travel that road for you, 
You must travel it for yourself. 

It is not far, it is within reach. 

Perhaps you have been on it since you were bom and did not 

know, 
Perhaps it is everywhere on water and on land. 



74 LtArBS OF Grass. 

Shoulrler your doch dear son, and I will mine, and let us hasten 

Ibrth, 
Wonderful cities and free nations we shall fetch u ire go. 

If you tiic, give mc both litirdens, and rest the chuff of your hand 

on my hi[i, 
And in dnc time yuti shall repay Ihe lamc service tu tne, 
For after we start wc never lie by again. 

This day before dawn I ascended a hill and look'd at (he dowded 

heaven, 
And I said to my spirit lykfn we ht<ome the en/aUtn e^ tkaMt 
oris, ami the fiUasurt ami knovDled^t of tvery thing im 
I lAtiii, shall tttr hefiltd and saHsfitd then t 

I And my spirit said N0, we tut level that ti/l A> fail anJ tantimm* 
' beyond. 

You are also asking me questions and I hear you, 

I attswer that X cannot atiawer, you must find out for youtidL 

Sit A while dear son. 

Here are biscuits to eat and here n milk to drink. 
But as soon as you sleep and renew yourself in sweet clothes, 1 
kiss you with a good -by kiss and open the gate for jpour 



Long enough have you drcam'd contemptible dreamt. 
Now I trash the gum from your eves, 

Voa muBl habit youreelf to the daaile of the li^ and of cvctr 
moment of your life. 

].ong have you lintidly waded holding a plank by the shore. 
Now I will you to be a bold swimmer. 

To Jump off m the midst of the sea, rise a^in, nod to me, shoot. 
and laughingly dash with your hair. 



I am the teacher of athletes, 

Ke that by me spreads a wider breast than my own proves the 

width of my oira. 
He noM hooon my style trtio learni under it to dettny the 



Hk boy I love, the sune becomes a man not thmogh dctived 
powct, but in his own right. 
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rather than virtuous out of conformity or fear, 
Fond of his sweetheart, relishing well hii steak, 
Unrequited love or a slight cutting him worse than sharp steel 

cuts, 
Fint-nte to ride, to fi^t^ to hit the bull's eye, to sail a skiff, to 

sing a song or play on the banjo, 
Preferring scars and the beard and fielces pitted with small-pox 

overall latherers. 
And those weU-tann'd to those that keep out of the sun. 

I teach straying from me, yet who can stray from me? 
I Ibttow you whoever you are fix>m the present hour. 
My worai itch at your ears till you tmderstand them. 

I do not say these things for a dollar or to fill up the time while I 

wait for a boat, 
(It is you talking jtist as much as myself, I act as the tongue oi 

you, 
Tied in your mouth, in mine it begins to be loosen'd.) 

I swear I wiU never again mention love or death inside a house, 
And I swear I will never translate myself at all, only to him or her 
who privately stays with me in the open air. 

If yon would tmderstand me go to the heights or water-shore, 
The nearest gnat is an explanation, and a drop or motion of waves 

a key. 
The maul, Uie oar, the hand-saw, second my words. 

No shntter'd room or school can commune with me, 
Bat toughs and little children better than they. 

The young mechanic is closest to me, he knows me well, 

The woodman that takes his axe and jug with him shall take me 

with him all day, 
The £um-boy ploughing in the field feels good at the sound of my 

voice. 
In vesKb that sail my words sail, I go with fishermen and seamen 

and love them. 

The soklier camp'd or upon the march is mine, 

(>n the night ere the pending battle many seek me, and I do not 

fail them. 
On that solemn night (it may be their last) those that know me 

seek me. 



l^ArMs or Gkass. 

My tact nib* to the htmta'a (ace when he lies dovn alone 

Uanket, 
The driver thinking of me does not mind the jolt of his 
The young mother and uld molher cuniprthcnd we. 
The girl ioA the wife rest the needle a moment and fui 

ITtey and all would resume what I have told them. 



1 



I have Htid that the soul is not more than the bodjr, 

And f have said that the body ii not more than the khiI, 

And nothing, not God, is greater ii] one than one's self is. 

And whoever walks a furiong wiilioui sympathy walks to hit own 

funeral drest in his shroud, 
An<l I or you pockctless of a dime may purchase the pick of the 

earth. 
And to gbnc-e with an eye or show a bean in iu jHjd Gonfouiul* 

the teaming of all times, 
And there is no trade or employment but the )-oung man (oUowinji 

it may become a hero, 
And there is no object so soft but it nukes a hub for the wbeeril 

i verse. 
And I say to any man or woman. Let your soul stand cool and 

composed before a million universes. 

' And I say to mankind, Be not curious about God, 
For I who am curious about each am not curious about God, 
(No amy of terms can say bow much I am at peace about God 
and about death.) 

I bear and behold God in every object, yet aitdemand God ooi 

in the least. 
Nor do I understand who there can be more woodetful than 

myself. 

Viliy should I wish to see God better than this day? 

1 see something of God each hour of the tweoiy-four, and e«di 

moment then, 
la the bees of men and women I sec God. and in my own Gue in 

the glass, 
I And Icnen from Cod diopt in the meet, and every ooc U lign'd 

by God's name. 
And I leave them where they arc, for I know that wberetoe'cr I (o, 
Othen will ponctnally come (or ever and ever. 
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And as to you Death, and you bitter hug of mortality, it is idle to 
try to alarm me. 

To hit work without ffinching the accoucheur comes, 
I see the elder-hand pressing receiving supporting, 
I recline by the sills of the exquisite flexible doors. 
And mark the outlet, and mark the relief and escape. 

And as to you Corpse I think you are good manure, but that does 

not offend me, 
I smell the white roses sweet-scented and growing, 
I reach to the leafy lips, I reach to the polish'd breasts of melons. 

And as to you Life I reckon you are the leavings of many deaths, 
(No doubt I have died myself ten thousand times before.) 

I hear you whispering there O stars of heaven, 

suns — O grass of graves — O perpetual transfers and pro- 

motions. 
If you do not say any thing how can I say any thing? 

Of the turbid pool that lies in the autumn forest. 

Of the moon that descends the steeps of the soughing twilight. 

Toss, sparkles of day and dusk — toss on the black stems that 

decay in the muck, 
Tosi to the moaning gibberish of the dry limbs. 

1 ascend from the moon, I ascend from the night, 

I perceive that the ghastly glimmer is noonday sunbeams reflected. 
And debouch to the steady and central from the offspring great or 
small. 

so 

There is that in me — I do not know what it is — but I know it is 
in me. 

WreDch*d and sweaty — cahn and cool then my body becomes, 
I sleep — I sleep long. 

I do not know it — it is without name — it is a word unsaid, 
It is not in any dictionary, utterance, symbol. 

Something it swings on more than the earth I swing on. 
To it the creation is the friend whose embracing awakes me. 



f.EAVKS OF CKASS, 

t tell more. Outlines I I plead for mjr | 



Do you Kc O my brothers uid Bistcre? 

it is Doi chao* or death — it is fonn, uoicm, pUn — il b ctctoal 
life — it it HappiDcn. 



The put an<l present wilt — I have fill'd them, emptied then^ 
And proceed to lil] mj nest Ibid of the future. 

Lisrener up there ! what have you to confide to me? 
Look in my face white I snufT the sidle of evening 
(Talk honestly, no one cbc hean j-ou, and I luy only a nunutv 
longer.) 

Do 1 contradict myielf? 

Very well then I contradict myteV, 

(I am buge, I contain mnllitudcs.) 

I concentrate toward them that are nigh, I wait on the 

Who has [Jone his day's work ? who will soonest be through « 

hii supper? 
Who wiahca lo walk with roe ? 

t'lnil you ipeak before I am gone t will you prove abeadyll 



|:^1m qxxud hawk swoops by and accute* roe, he c 
gab and my loitering. 

I too am not a bit tamed, I too am uniiansbtablc, 
1 looad my barbaric yawp over the nxi& of the wotld. 

The last scud of day holds back for me. 

It fiingf my likeness after the rest and true as anyou the li 

wildi. 
It coaxes roe to the vapor and the dusk. 

I depart as air, I shake my white locks at the runaway son, 
I efluse my Bcsh in c<ldies, and drift it in tacy Jap. 

T bequeath myself to the dirt to grow from the grass I love. 
If yuu want me again kiok for me under your boM-sdea. 
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YoQ win hardty know who I am or what I mean, 
Bm I shall be good health to you nevertheless. 
And fiker and fibre your blood. 

Faiing to fetch roe at first keep encouraged, 
Mnsing me one place search another, 
I Hop somewhere waiting for you. 
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TO THE GARDEN THE WORLD 

TO the garden the world anew ascending, 
Potent mates, daujg;hters, sons, preluding, 
Tbe love, the life of theur bodies, meaning and being, 
CorioQs here behold my resurrection after slumber, 
Tbe revolving cycles in their wide sweep having brought me again, 
Amorous, mature, all beautiful to me, all wondrous, 
My Hmbs and the quivering fire that ever plays through them, for 

reasons, most wondrous, 
EuttiQg I peer and penetrate still, 
CoQtCDt with the present, content with the past, 
% my side or back of me Eve following. 
Or in front, and I following her just the same. 



FROM PENT-UP ACHING RIVERS. 

^^ pent-up aching rivers, 

FiOQ that of myself without which I were nothing, 

Fund what I am determined to make illustrious, even if I stand 

sole among men, 
Fiois my own voice resonant, singing the phallus, 
Sowing the song of procreation, 
^Bging the need of superb children and therein superb grown 

people, 
Soging the muscular urge and the blending, 
Paging the tx-<ifellow's song, (O resistless yearning I 
far any and each the body correlative attracting ! 



Lmavss op Grass. 

far you whoever you »re your concUtirc body I O it, c 

all else, you delighting !} 
From the hungry gnaw thai cats mc night and day, 
From native moments, from ha&hful pains, singing them. 
Seeking something yet unfound though I have dihgently MOghl I 

many a long year. 
Singing the true long of the sou) fitful at nuidom, 
Renucent with groMcst Nature or amonn animals. 
Of that, of them and what goes with tlieni my pocnu mfa 
Of the smell of apples and lemon«, of the pairing of binla, 
Of the wet uf woods, of the Upping of wa\'es, 
Of the mail (luxhes of waves niton the laml, I them clumtinb 
The oveiture lightly tounding. the strain aoticipoling, 
TIk welcome nconicss, the sight of the perfect body. 
The iwiramer swimming naked in the bath, or motionloi OO ( 

back lying and floating. 
The female form approaching, I pensive, love-Soh trmukN 

aching. 
The divine list for myself or you or for any one making, 
The tace, Ihc limbs, the index from head lo fool, and what 

arouses, 
Tite mystic deltria, the madness amorous, the uuer ahaodooma 
(Hark close and stiU what I row whisper to yon, 

1 love you, you entirely possets me, 
O that Tou and I escape from the rest and go utieriy off, free I 

lawless, 
Two hawks in the air, two Ssha swimming in the tea Dot m 

lawless than we ;) 
L llw furious storm through me careertDg. I paasiotatcly tiemfaGng 
I 'Tbe oalh of the insepanlileness of two tofjcthcr, of the won 

that loves me and whom I love inocc than my tUc, that a 

swearing, 

iO I wiQingly stake all for yoo, 
) let mc be tost if it must be so I 
B O you and 1 1 what is it to us what the rest do or think ? 
What b all else to us? only Ihat wre enjoy each other and edw 

each other if it must be so ; ) 
From the mailer, the pilol I yield the vcsiel to. 
The general commanuing me, commanding all, frotn hon ptm 

sion taking, 
Ftan lime the ptofrarame hastcntng, (I have loitcr'd loo loof 

ilia.) 
Fnm lex, bata ihc warp and from the wooC 
FRkd privacy, from frequent reptnings alone. 
Prom plenty of pcrsoiu near and jret the right person not oe«^ 
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the loft sliding of hands over me and thrusting of fingers 
through my hair and beard, 
the long sustain'd kiss upon the mouth or bosom, 
the dote pressure that makes me or any man drunk, £unting 
with czcesSa 
on what the divine husband knows, from the work of fatherhood, 
om esuhatioD, victory and relief, from the bedfellow's embrace 

ID the night, 
on the act-poems of eyes, hands, hips and bosoms, 
the cling of the trembling arm, 
the bending curve and the clinch, 
on side by side the pliant coverlet ofT-throwing, 
QUI the one so unwilling to have me leave, and me just as un- 

wiUng to leave, 
'€1 a moment O tender waiter, and I return,) 
the hour of shining stars and dropping dews, 
the night a moment I emerging flitting out, 
lefarate you act divine and you children prepared for, 
idfoo stahrait loins. 



I SING THE BODY ELECTRIC. 

I 

« the body electric, 

armies of those I love engirth roe and I engirth them, 
f win not let me off till I go with them, respond to them, 
dbcomipt them, and charge them full with the charge of the 
souL 

t doubted that those who corrupt their own bodies conceal 

themselves? 
' those who defile the living arc as bad as they who defile 

the dead? 

the body does not do fully as much as the soul ? 

the body were not the soul, what is the soul ? 



' of the body of man or woman Italks account, the Ixxly 

lelf balks account, 

he male is perfect, and that of the female is perfect. 

»on of the &ce balks account, 

xpreskm of a well-made man appears not only in his 



9$ LMAVSS Of Gkass. 

It ii la hk Hnbt and }oints also, il i* curioudjr in the JomU of 

hijfis ud wriou, 
b k In hu walk, the carriage or his neck, the An of hi* wwt 

knees, dreu does not hide him. 
The Uraag sweet quality he has strikes through the cotton 

brcnddoth, 
Tb ace him jiaai conveys u much as the best poem, [)erha|M d 
1 Yon hnffcr to see his bsck, and the liack of his neck and al 

der-«de. 

The Eptawl and fulness of babes, the boaotns and heads of woi 

the folds of their drcu, their style as arc pMs in the ai 

the contour of their shape downMrards, 
The swimmer naked in the swimming-bath, teen aa he k 

through the imuitarent green-shine, or Uet with hta 

up and rolls silenttv to and fro in the heave of the MB 
The tfcmling forward ana luckward of roven in row<boaB, 

horseman in ht« saddle, 
GirU, mothers, house -keepers, in all their performancn. 
The group of laborers seated at ntxin-timc with their open dti: 

kettles, and their wives waiting. 
The female soothing a child, the farmer's daughter in the g> 

or cow- yard, 
Tlie young fcQow hoeing com, the sleigh-driver driving hii 

horses through the crowd. 
The wrestle of wrestlers, two apprentice -bon, quite grown, \ 

good-natured, native-bom, out on the vacant IM M 

down after work, 
The coots and caps thrown down, the embnce of love and KMll 
' The upper-bold and under-hold, the hair ntmpled orer and b 
I un the eyes; 

The maidi of Aremeo in their own costumes, the play of mt 

Hoe mnacfe through clcon-setting irowscrs and waiat-«i 
The dow ntum from the lire, the pause when the bdl mi 

taddenly again, and the listening on the olctt. 
The natnral. perfect, varied atiiiudcs, the bent bcaii 

neck and the counting ; 
Such-like I love — I loosen myself, pass freely, am at ll 

breast with the little chikl. 
Swim with the swimmers, wrestle with wrestleta, naicfa Inl 

the ftremen, and pause, luten, counL 



I knew a man, a common finrner, the fiuhcr of five tooi, 
And in tbcni the fiuhcn of som, and in them the fiubnt of I 



CmLDKBH OF Adam. 83 

Tlw man «m of wonderAil vigor, calmncM, beauty of penon, 
The chape of his head, the piUe yellow and white of hu hair and 

beard, the immeuurable meaning of his black eyes, the 

richness and tveadth of his manners, 
TImsc I Bsed to go and visit him to see, he was wise also, 
He w«B six feet tall, he was over eighty years old, his sons were 

BUMive, clean, bearded, tan-&ced, handsome, 
Hhtj and his daughters loved him, all who saw him loved him, 
Thejr did not love him by allowance, they loved him with personal 

love, 
He dnuk water only, the Uood sbow'd like scarlet through the 

dear-brown skin of his £acc. 
He VIS a freqaent gunner and fisher, he sail'd his boat himself, 

he had a fine one [H«sented to him by a ship-joiner, he 

had fowling-pieces presented to him by men that loved 

When he went with his five sons and many grand-soiu to hunt or 
fish, yon would pick him out as the most beautiful and 
ngofonsof the gang. 

Yea woold wish kmg and long to be with him, you would wish to 
■t by him in the boat thu you and he might touch each 



1 hate perceiv'd that to be with those I like is enough, 
To tfop in oocnpany with the rest at evening is enou^, 

i Tb be smroonaed by beautiful, curious, breathing, laughing flesh 

[ is enoa^, 

: To pMi among them or touch any one, or rest my arm ever so 
figfatly rtmnd his or her neck for a moment, what is this 

tfacD? 

1 da Mt ask any more delight, I swim in it as in a sea. 

I Itoe Is ximething in staying close to men and women and look- 
ing on them, and in the contact and odor uf them, tkit 
pleases the soul well, 
Un^ please Ae soul, bat these please the soul weU. 

I Iks is the female farm, 

* A tfiviae """*"« exhales Grom it from head to foot. 
It aoncts with fierce undeniable attraction, 
I am drawn by its breath as if I were no more than a helpless 

vapor, aD falls aside but myself and it, 
ttoofai, art. religion, time, the visible and solid earth, and what was 
expected of heaven or fear'd of hell, arc now consumed. 
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Mad filaments, ungovernable shoots play oat of it, the 

likewise ungovernable. 
Hair, bosom, hips, bend of legs, negligent (ailing hands all dif 

fused, mine too diffused, 
Ebb stung by the flow and flow stung by the ebb, love-fleih awdl 

ing and deliciously aching, 
Limitless limpid jets of love hot and enormous, quivering jeDy d 

love, white-blow and delirious juice. 
Bridegroom night of love working surely and softly into the pn» 

trate dawn, 
Undulating into the willing and yielding day, 
Lost in the cleave of the clasping and sweet-flesh'd day. 

This the nucleus — after the child is bom of woman, maa is ban 

of woman, 
This the bath of birth, this the merge of buioll and large, and the 

outlet again. 

Be not ashamed women, your privilege encloses the rest, and is tiM 

exit of the rest. 
You are the gates of the body, and you are the gates of the aooL 

The female contains all qualities and tempers them. 
She is in her place and moves with perfect balance. 
She is all things duly veil'd, she is both passive and active. 
She is to conceive daughters as well as sons, and sons as wdl M 
daughters. 

As I see my soul reflected in Nature, 

As I see through a mist, One with inexpressible completeiiai^ 

sanity, beauty, 
See the bent head and arms folded over the breast, the Femile 

I see. 



The male is not less the soul nor more, he too is in his place. 

He too is all qualities, he is action and |K>wer, 

The flush of the known universe is in him, 

Scorn becomes him well, and apinrtitc and defiance become 

wen, 
The wildest largest passions, bliss that is utmost, sorrow that ii 

utmost become him well, pride is for him, 
The full-spread pride of man is calming and excellent to the sod^ 
Knowletlge becomes him, he likes it always, he brings every thilg 

to the test of himself. 
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niutcvcr the sumy, wlutcver the sea and the sail he strikes 

■ODDdings at last only here, 
(Where ebe does he strike soondings except here ?) 

The nut body ■■ sacred and the woman's body is sacred. 

So matter who it i% it is sacred — b it the meanest one in the 

labotera' gang? 
b it one of the duU-&ced immigrants just Undcd on the wharf ? 
Each bekxigs here or anywhere just as much as the well-off, just 

at much as you. 
Each has his or bcr place in the procesnoo. 

(AH b a procesuon, 

The tmivene b a procession with measured and perfect motion.) 

Do )Poa know so much yourself that you call the meanest igmmuit ? 
Do you suppose you have a right to a good ught, and he or she 

has no right to a sight ? 
Do yon think matter has cohered together from its dilliise float, 

and the soil b on the surface, and water runs and vegcta- 

tioo sprouts, 
Fer yoa only, and not for him and her? 



A mm*s body at auction, 

(For before the war I often go to the slave-mart ai>d watch the 

1 help the auctioneer, the sloven does not half know his business. 



n look on thb wonder, 
T the bids of the bidders they cannot be high enough for it, 
Fer it the ^obe lay preparing quintillions of yean without one 

animal or plant. 
For it the revolving cycles truly and steadily roU'd. 

In ihb head the all-baffling brain. 

Id it and below it the makings of heroes. 

w..— ;■— these limbs, red, bbck, or white, they are cutuiing in 

tendon and neT\-e, 
They shall be stript that you may sec them. 

EaqniKte senies, hfe-lit eyes, pluck, volition, 

Flakes of breast-muscle, pliant backbone and neck, flesh not 

Sabby, good-siied arms and legs, 
And watdera within there yet. 
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Within there runs hlood. 

The uune old lilootl ! the same red-mnoing blood I 

There swells anti }ct« a heart, there all paMioiu, desites, : 

aspiratium, 
(Do you think ihcv arc not there bccaiuc they are not exprcM'd 

poilon uid lecture -rooms?) 

This is not only one man, this the father of ihow who UtaU I 

fathers in their turns. 
In him the start of populous states and rich republics, 
Of him countless immortal lives with cotmtkss cabodiiDCBta at 

cnjoymcDts. 

How do you know who shall come from the ol^ning of bit o 



■prlng UuDugh the centuries ? 
nught ~ ' 



(Who nught you find you have come from youncU^ if yon c 
HBOC back throuf^ the centuries ?) 



A woman's body at auction, 
She loo i* not only herself, she is the teeming mother of motben, 
She b the bearer of them that shall grow and be mates to 
mothen. 

Ilave yon ever loved the body of a woman ? 
Have you ever loved the body of a man ? 

Do you not sec that these are exactly the same to all in all natioai 
and times all over the canh ? 

If any thinft is sacred the human body is sacred. 

And the glory and sweet of a man is the Kdien of 

untainted, 
And in man ur woman a clean, Strang, firm-fibred body, b mc 

beautiful than the mo«t beaatifnl face. 

Have you seen the fool (hat corrupted his own li<r« body? or ll 

loot that corrupted her own live bcnty ? 
For they do not conceal ihcmselvcs, and caiuiot conceal t 



my body I I dare not dcsen the Ifkes of yon in other warn m 

women, nor the lOtcs of the ports of vou, 

1 bdievc the tikes of you are to stand or lall with the Iftes «( ll 

•oul. (and thai they are the soul,) 
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I tadien the Kka of yon shall stand or (all with my poems, and 
that they are my poems, 

Man*^ woman's, child's, youth's, wife's, husband's, mother's, father's, 
young man's, young woman's poems. 

Head, neck, hair, can, drop and tympan of the can, 

Eyca, eye-fiinges, iris of the eye, eyebrows, and the waking or 
sleeping of the lids. 

Month, tongne, lips, teeth, roof of the mouth, jaws, and the jaw- 
hinges, 

NoM, noatrils of the nose, and the partition, 

' I, temples, forehead, ciiin, throat, back of the neck, neck- 



f manly beard, scapula, hind-shouldere, and the 

ample aide-rouna of the chest, 
Upper-ann, annpit, elbow-socket, lower-arm, arm-sinews, arm- 
bones. 
Wrist and wrist-joints, hand, palm, knuckles, thumb, forefinger, 

finger-joints, finger-nail^ 
ttoad farnst-front, curUng hair of the breast, breast-bone, tveast- 

sidc, 
Rita, belly, backbone, joints of the backbone, 
Hipa, hip-sockets, hip-strength, inward and outward round, man- 

baUa, man- root, 
Sboog set of thiols, well carrying the trunk above, 
Leg-fibras, knee, knee-pan, upper-leg, under-teg. 
Ankles, instep, foot-ball, toes, toe-joints, the heel ; 
AS attitudes, aD the shapeliness, all the belongings of my or your 

body or of any one's body, male or female. 
The kmg-sponges, the stomach-sac, the bowels sweet and clean. 
The brain in its folds inside the skull-&ame. 
Sympathies, heart-valves, palate-valves, sexuality, maternity, 
Womaabood, and all that is a woman, and the man that comes 

froni woman. 
The womb, the teats, nipples, breast-milk, tears, laughter, weeping, 

km-looks, love-perturbalions and risings. 
The voice, artitnilation, language, whispering, shouting aloud. 
Food, drink, pube, digestion, sweat, sleep, walking, swimming. 
Poise on the hips, leaping, reclining, embracing, arm-curving and 

tightening. 
The cooiiDnal changes of the Oex of the mouth, and around the 

eyes. 
The ridn, the sanbonit shade, freckles, hair. 
The carious sympathy one feels when feeling with the hand the 

naked meat of the body. 
The drcliag rivets the breath, and breathing it in and out, 



the beauty of the waitt. tad thence of ihc hipt, and thence dotm* 

ward toward the kneca, 
The thin red jcllin within you or within me, the hone* and the 

tnarrow in the bones. 
The exqut&ilc rcaliution of health : 
O I uy these are not the paru and poems of the body onlj, 

of Uic soul. 
O 1 uy now tlicsc arc the soul 1 



A WOMAN WAITS FOR ME. 
A wmuN waits for me, she contiijns aU, nothing is lackniK, 
Yet all were lacking if sex were lacking, or if the moisture of tfat 
right man were lacking. 

Sex contains all, bodies, souls. 

Meanings, prooft, purities, delicacies, results, jiromulgationt. 

Songs, commands, health, pride, the matemal m)-ster>-, the 

milk. 
All hopes, bcnefaictions. bestowals, aU the passkms, loves, 

delights of the earth. 
All the governments, judges, gods, follow'd penotw of dw 
These arc contain'd in kx as puts of itsdf aitd j '" 

itself. 

Without ihame the man I like knows and avows the 

of his sex, 
Hltbout shame the woman I like knows and avows hen. 

Now I will dismiss myself from impassive women, 

I wiD gn stay with her who waits for me. anil with those 

iJiat are warm-blooded and sufficient for tne, 
I see iliai they uudeisUnd ue and do not deny iiie, 
I see thai they are worthy of ne, I will be Ute robust 

of those wosnen. 

They arv not one jot less than I am. 

They are tann'd in the Cicc by shinii^ sui» and blowing wiad^ 

'YhciT Acsh has the old divfaie suppleitcss and strength, 

'Iliey know how to swim, row, ride, wrestle, shool, mn, Mtfl 

retreat, advance, resni. deCmil I h c rosel ve s , 
They ore uhimote in (heir own ri(|^ — they are calm, dear, wv 

pOMcss'd of thcmsdves. 
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I dam yoa doie to me, 3roa womeoy 

I cannot let you go» I would do you good, 

I am lor you, and you are for me, not only for our own lake, but 

for others' takes, 
Eofdop'd in you sleep greater heroes and bards, 
They r^ise to awake at the touch of any man but me. 

It is I, you women, I make my way, 

I am stem, acrid, large, undissuadable, but I love you, 

I do not hurt you any more than b necessary for you, 

I pour the stuff to start sons and daughters fit for these States, I 

press with slow rude musde, 
I brace myself efiectuaDy, I listen to no entreaties, 
I dare not withdraw till I deposit what has so long accumulated 

within me. 

Through you I drain the pent-up rivers of myself^ 

In yoa I wn^ a thousand onward years, 

Od yoa I graift the grafts of the best-beloved of me and America, 

Hie drops I distil upon you shall grow fierce and athletic girb, 

new artists, musicians, and singers. 
The babes I beget upon you are to beget babes in their turn, 
I shall demaiKl perfect men and women out of my love-spendings, 
I shall expect them to interpenetrate with others, as I and you 

interpenetrate now, 
I shaO count aa the fruits of the gushing showers of them, as I 

count aa the fruits of the gushing showers I give now, 
I shall look for loving crops from the birth, life, death, immortality, 

I plant so kmngiy now. 



SPONTANEOUS ME. 

SrovraiffEOUs me. Nature, 

The loving day, the mounting sun, the friend I am happy with. 

The arm of my friend hanging idly over my shoulder. 

The hillside whitened with blossoms of the mountain ash. 

The same hue in autumn, the hues of red, yellom*. drab, purpl-. 

and light and dark green. 
The rich coverlet of the grass, animals and birds, the private 

tmtrimm'd bank, the primitive apples, the (xrbhle-stonfrs. 
Ecamifu l dripping fragments, the nc;{l:^'cnt li^ of one after an 

other as I happen to call them to n.c or thmk of thern. 
The real poems, (what we call poems Ixnng merely pKtires.; 
The poems of the privacy of the night, and of men like me, 
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Tha poem drooping shjr uut ttnaccn that I alwa3n cury, mmI that 

all men carry, 
(RiKwr onct for all, avow'd on purpose, wherever are bwo I 

mc, are our lusif liirking masculine pocnu.) 
I,Ove ihou^rili. love-juice, love-odor, love -yielding, kxrcHjinibcnt 

anJ the climbing up, 
Amu and han<i> of love, li|>s of love, phalUc thumb of love, b 

o( love, Ixtlics press'd and gjued together with love, 
Earth of chaitc love, life that is only life aAer love. 
The body of my love, the body of the woman I love, the body 

of the man, the body of the earth, 
Soft forenoon airs that bloiv from the KMith-wett, 
The liatry wildbce that niiirmun and hankers up and down, tint 

gripes the full-grown lady-fiawer, cuivei upon tier with 

amorous firm legs, lakes his will of her, and holds himself 

uemulouii and tight till he is salislied ; 
The wet of woods through the early hours, 
Two sleepers at night l)ing close together as they sleep, one with n 

arm slanting down across and below the waut of the other. 
The smell of apples, aromai from crush'd iagc-))lant, mint, birch- 

bark. 
The boy'* longings, the glow and pmsure ax he confides to i 

what he was dreaming, 
The dead leaf whirling its spiral whiri and falling still and content 

to the ground. 
The no-form'd slings that tights, people, objects, Ming me witk. 
The hubb'd uing of mysetl; Mtnging me as much as it ever can 

anyone. 
The sensitive, orbic, underlapp'd brothcn, that only privilcgGd 

feelers may lie intimate where ihey are. 
The curious reamer the hand roaming all over the body, te 

bashful wiihdrswing of flc^ where the fingtn loawa^-. 

paiue and edge themselves. 
The limpid liquid within the young man, 
llie vex'd corrosion so pensive and so painfiil. 
The torment, the irritable tide that will not he at mt. 
The like of ihc same I feel, the like of the same in oihen. 
The young man d^at thishcs and flushes, and the yoon); « 

that flitihe^ and fluiJies, 
The young man that wakes deep at night, the hot hand le eltin g to 

repRW what woatd nuutcr Um, 
The mystic amorous night, the strange half-«relcotnc panp, vWcNi^ 

vwcftta, 
The pobe pounding through paJtn* and trembliag 



I, the young man all color'd, red, i 
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opon roc of my lover the sea, as I lie willing and naked, 
The merrimeiil of the twin babes that crawl over the grass in the 

son, the mother never turning her vigilant eyes from them, 
The walnut-trunk, the walnut-husks, and the ripening or ripen 'd 

loog-round walnuts, 
The cootineiice of vegetables, birds, animals, 
Ihe consequent meanness of me should I skulk or find mvself 

mdecent, while birds and animals never once skuuL or 

find themselves indecent, 
The great chastity of paternity, to match the great chastity of 

maternity, 
The oath of procreation I have sworn, my Adamic and fresh 

daughters, 
The greed that eats me day and night with hungry gnaw, till I 

saturate what shall produce bo>'s to fill my pbce when I 

am through. 
The wholesome relief, repose, content, 
And this bunch pluck'd at random from myself. 
It hat done its work — I toss it carelessly to fall where it may. 



ONE HOUR TO MADNESS AND JOY. 

Omc hour to madness and joy 1 O furious ! O confine me not ! 

(What is this that frees me so in storms ? 

^"hat do my shouts amid lightnings and raging winds mean ?) 



O to drink the mystic dehria deeper than any other man ! 

savage and tender achings ! ( I bccjticath them to you my 

children, 

1 teO them to you, for reasons, O bridegroom and bride.) 

O to be yielded to you whoever you are, and yoti to l^- yielded to 

me in defiance of the world ! 
O to return to PSauadise I O bashful and feminine ! 
O to draw you to me, to plant on you for the fir^ lime the lips of 

a determined man. 

O the ptuzk, the thrice-tied knot, the deep and dark prxfl, »iJ 

untied and iDumtn'd ! 
O to speed wheie there is space enough 2xA a:r ru'ny^U ai Un ' 
To be absohr'd from previous ties azKl cor*'*cr.:.M«%, I di/iu u** . 

and you from youn! 
To find a new unthought-of noochialanrc »;th u*-: \^.Ji «A S*^uf ' 
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To hare the gig mnov'd from one's moulh I 

To have the feeling to-day or any tUy I am tufikicnt ai I am. 

O (OmcduRg nnpror'd 1 Komcthing in a trance ! 

To escape uttciiy from otlien' anchon and holds I 

To drive fire 1 to love free t to dash recklew and 

To cotirt destruction with (Aunts, with invitatioiu I 

To ascend, to icnp to the hcavvns of the love indicated to me I 

To rise thither with my inebriate soul I 

To be lost if it must be so I 

To feed the remainder of life with one hour of fulnes aixl freedom 

With one brief hotir of madness and joy. 



OUT OF THE ROLLING OCEAN THE CROWD. 
OiTT of the rolling ocean (lie crowd caine a drop gently to ate. 
Whispering / Imv yau, tt/ort Uve I die, 

I halt trat'tl'd a hn£ way mtrtfy to kiok »n yott to Igmtk jmr. 
For I (ouUi not Ji< till J oiue h»k'd pm you. 
For t fear' J t might aftermard hte yo%. 

Now we hare met, we have look'd, we ore saiie, 

Return in peace to the ocean my love, 

I too am part of that ocean my love, we are not to tnoch aeps- 

rated. 
Behold the great rondore, the cohesion of all, how perfect I 
hut a.s for me, fur you, the irresiniblc sea is (o separate as. 
As for on hour carrying us diveree, yet catmul cany us divenr far- 

ever; 
Be not impaiicnt — a liitic space — know you I sahite the air, ih* 

ocean and the land. 
Every day si sundown for your dear sake my k>vc. 



ACES AND ACES RETURNING AT INTERVALS. 
Aas and ages returning at intervals, 
UtKksDoy'a, wandering immona). 

Lujiy, pliallic, with the potent original loins, perfectly sweet. 
I, chanter of .\damic songs, 

I'hiuugh the new garden the West, the great dltes calling, 
Ueliriate, thus pieiuilc what is genented, ofieriog these, odcflnf 

myself. 
Bathing myself^ bathing my songs in Sex, 
OApring of my loins. 



Children of Adam. 93 



WE TWO, HOW LONG WE WERE FOOL'D. 

Wx two, how long we were fool'd, 

Sow tnuismuted, we swiftly escape as Nature escapes. 

We ere Nature, long have we been absent, but now we return, 

We become plants, trunks, foliage, roots, bark. 

We are bedded in the ground, we are rocks, 

We ere oaks, we grow in the openings side by side. 

We browse, we are two among the wild herds spontaneous as 

We are two fishes swimming in the sea together. 

We are what locust blossoms are, we drop scent around lanes 

mornings and evenings, 
We are also the coarse smut of beasts, vegetables, minerals. 
We are two predatory hawks, we soar above and look down. 
We are two resplendent suns, we it is who balance ourselves orbi(* 

and steUar, we are as two comets, 
We prowl (ang'd and four-footed in the woods, we spring on 

prey. 

We are two clouds forenoons and afternoons driving overhead. 
We are teas mingling, we are two of those cheerful waves rolling 

over each other and interwetting each other. 
We are what the atmosphere is, transparent, receptive, pervious, 

impervious. 
We are snow, rain, cold, darkness, we are each product and 

influence of the globe. 
We have circled and circled till we have arrived home again, we 

two. 
We have voided all but freedom and all but our own joy. 



O HYMEN! O HYMENEE! 

HYMEX ! O hymenee ! why do you tantalize me thus? 
O why sting me for a swift moment only ? 
Why can you not continue ? O why do you now cease ? 
Is it because if you continued beyond the swift moment you 
would soon certainly kill me ? 



I AM HE THAT ACHES WITH LOVE. 

I AM he that aches with amorous love ; 

i >oes the earth gravitate ? does not all matter, aching, attract all 

matter? 
>i> the body of mc tu all I meet or know. 




MATivt momenU — when you c 

now, 
Give mc now libidinou:t joys onjy, 

Give mc the drench of my passions, give me life count mad n 
'■'(mUy I go consort with NRttirc's darlings, to-night too, 
I am lor those who believe in loose delights, I slure the midi 

orgies of young n 
I dance with the dancers an<l drink with the drinkers, 
llic echoes ring with out indecent calb. I pick out i 

person foi ray dearest friend. 
He shall be lawless, rude, illiieraic, he shall he one condemn'd b 

othen for decdii done, 
I will play a pan no longer, why should 1 exile mytelf from I 

companion!? 

you shunn'd pcnons, I at least do not shun you, 

1 come forthwitli in your midst, I will be your poet, 
I will be more to you than to any of the rest 



ONCE 1 PASS'D THROUGH A POPULOUS ClTt. 
OWCZ I pws'd through a populous city imprinting my brsiti 

future use with its shows, architecture, custom 
Vet now of all that city 1 remember only a wonian I 

there who detam'd me for love oT me, 
I>ay by day ami night hy night we were together — all ei»e tm 

long been furBolicn by me, 
I rentcmbcT I uy only that woman who paacionatel} rlnog to ne. 
Again we wander, we \o\e, we separate again. 
Again the holds mc b)- the hand, I must not go, 
1 sec her close beside mc with silent lips sad and tTTroulou&. 

I HEARD YOU SOLEMN-SWEET PIPES OF THE ORGAN, 
I tUEARD joa Kdcnui-nreei pipe* of the oqan as last Sunday a 



I paas'd the church, 
* of auiui 



Winda of autumn, as I walk'd the woods at dukk I hcanl yuw 

long-itieich'd sighs up above so inoumdit, 
I heard the perfect lialian tenor singing at the o[n.'ra, t heard 

soprano in the midst of the quartet singing ; 
Heart of my tove ' you loo I he.-inl murmunng low throu^ 
, of the wrists around my head, 

, Heard the pulse of )-ou when all was still tinging Lttk hdk 
night uitder my car. 
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PACING WEST FROM CALIFORNIA'S SHORES. 



from California's shores, 
Iw|oiring» tirelen, seeking what is yet unfound, 
t, a diiki, very old, over waves, towards the house of maternity, 

the land of migrations, look afar, 
Look oflf the shores of my Western sea, the circle almost circled : 
For starting westward from Hindustan, from the vales of Kash- 



Fioin 



hero. 



from the north, from the God, the sage, and the 



Ffoni the south, from the flowery peninsulas and the spice islands, 
Loog having wander'd since, round the earth having wander'd. 
Now I hat home again, very pleas'd and joyous, 
(Bat where it what I started for so long ago? 
And why is it yet unfound?) 



AS ADAM EARLY IN THE MORNING. 

As Adam early in the morning, 

Wiftiiig foffth from the bower refreshed with sleep, 

Bdiokl me where I pass, hear my voice, approach, 

Toidi me, touch the palm of your hand to my body as I pass. 

Be BOC afraid of my body. 
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IN PATHS UNTRODDEN. 



IN paths untrodden, 
In th^ flrrowth hv n 



III the growth by margins of pond- waters, 

ife 



^ from the life that exhibits itself, 

horn an the standards hitherto published, from the pleasures, 

pcofrts, conformities. 
Which too long I was offering to feed my soul, 
Qcar to me now standards not yet published, clear to me that my 

soul* 

I Tbt the soul of the man I speak for rejoices in comrades, 
K^ Hov by myself away from the clank of the world, 
* Tattying aiKl talk'd to here by tongues aromatic, 



nspond "fl 
,yet cmlHMI 
MlarhiaCHL 
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No longer abash'd, (for in (hu Kcfuilcd qtol I can 

would not dare cbcwhcrc,) 
Strong upon ntc the life that docs not exhibit iOclf, 

all the rest, 
Resolv'd to ung no songs to-day l>ut those of manly 
Projecting tliem along that mlHtaiitial Itfe, 
Be<iueaihing hence types of athletic love, 
AAemoun this delicious Ninlh-mondi in my forty-fint 
I proceed for alt who are or have been young men, 
To tell the secret of my nightx and days. 
To celebrate the need of comnidcs. 



SCENTED HERBAGE OF MV BREAST. 

\ Soamco herbage of my breast, 

I Leaves fcom you I glean, I write, to be perused bcU aftcrwardi. 
Tomb-leaves, body-leaves growing up above inc above death, 
fervimial roots, tall leaves, O the winter shall not htae |i 

delicate leaves. 
Every year thall you bloom again, out from where yoa rrtired ]* 

shall emerge again ; 
U I do not know whether many pasing by will iIhcovct ftm i 

mhak your faint odor, but I believe a few wiD ; 
O slender leaves I O btoraoms of loy blood '. 1 permit you Id 1 

m your own way of tlie heart that is under )ou, 
O I do not know what vou mean there undemealli youtsdvo, |l 

arc not happmcsa, 
Vou are often more bttier than I can bear, you bum and sting ■ 
I Vet yuu are beautiful to roe you bum tuigcd roots, you make ■ 
I ihmk of death. 

Death u beautiful from you, (what Indeed is finally b e roti f nlcaai 

death and lo^'e t) 
O I think It IS not (or life I am chanting here my chant of loM 

I think It must be for death. 
For bow calm, how solemn it grows to uccad lo Ibe Mmmplial 
J of lovers, 

I 'Dntti or bfe I an then indiflcrcnl, my soul dcdtBti to prd 
1 (I im iMM nrc bat the high soul of lovcn welcooict denth moAt 
[ udecd O death. I think now tbcac leaves mean ptecitcly the 

as you mean, 
r Gtow up taller ywcet leaves thai I may see I grow up oat uf m 

Spring away from the conceal'd heart there I 

Uo not fold youncif mi in your pinktinged roots timid teavnl 1 
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Do not remain down there to ashamed, herbage of my breail I 
Come I am determin'd to unbare this broad breast of mine, I 

have long enough stifled and choked ; 
Emblematic and capricious blades I leave you, now you serve me 

not» 
I will say what I have to say by itself, 
1 wil aovnd myself and comrades only, I will never again utter a 

call only their call, 
I win raise with it immortal reverberations throu^ the States, 
I win give an example to lovers to take permanent shape and 

win through the States, 
Through me shaU the words be said to make death exhilarating. 
Give me your tone therefore O death, that I may accord with it, 
Give me yourself, for I see that you belong to me now above all, 

and are folded inseparably together, you love and death are. 
Nor win I allow you to balk me any more witn what I was calling life. 
For now it is convey'd to me that you are the purports essential, 
That you hide in these shifting forms of life, for reasons, and that 

they are mainly for you. 
Hat yoQ beyond them come forth to remain, the real reality, 
Thtt behind the mask of materials you patiently wait, no matter 

how long, 
Tkt you win one day perhaps take control of all, 
Tbtt you will perhaps dissipate this entire show of appearance. 
Hat may-be you are what it is all for, but it does not last so very 

ntyoQ win last very k>ng. 



WHOEVER YOU ARE HOLDING ME NOW IN HAND. 

WaocTEA you are holding me now in hand, 
Wkhoat one thing all will be useless, 
I five you fiur warning before you attempt me further, 
I an not what you supposed, but far different 

Who is he that would become my follower? 

^^ would sign himself a candidate for my affections? 

Ike way IS suspicious, the result uncertain, perhaps destructive, 
Voa would have to give up all else, I alone would expect to be 

your sole and exclusive standard, 
Voor novitiate would even then be long and exhausting, 
The whole past theory of vour life and all conformity to the lives 

around you would have to be abandon*d. 
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Therefore rclca-i' me nuw bd'orc troubling yooneif any futihcr, 

go your hand from my ifaouldera, 
Pnt me down And deport oa your way. 

Or clx by stcaldi in sornc wood (or trial, 

O back of a rock in the open aii, 

(For in any roof'd room of a bou&c I emerge not, oar in ci 

pjtny. 
And in libnhM I lie as one dumb, a gawk, or unbam, oi dcad.)^ 
Bui ju»t poMibly with you on a high hill, Tint watching left 

penon for mile* around appri)acli uiiawam. 
Or ])o«ttbly with you sailing at sea, or on ihe beach of Uie in 

•omc quiet island, 
Here to put your lip* upon mine I permit yoi>. 
With the rommdc't long-dwelling kiu or the Dew tnnbuid^ 1 
Kor 1 am the new husband and 1 am the comnule. 

Or if you will, thrusting me beneath your clothing. 

Where I may feel ihe throbs of your heart or rest ap9a ] 

hip. 
Cany me when you go forth over land or sea ; 
For thus merely touching you is enough, ii bcit. 
And thus touching you would I lilently uleep and be en 

eternally. 

Bat these leaves conning you con at peril. 

For these leaves and mc you will not tindervtand. 

They will etude you at fint ami still more alterwaid, I 

certainly elude you. 
Even while you should think you had imquestionably can|^ i 

behold! 
Alrody yuu see I have escaped from you. 

For il it not (or «4iat I have put into it that 1 have writtea ifek 

book. 
Nor b it by reading it you will acquire il. 
Nor do tbopc know m: best who admitv me i 



Nor win the candidates lor my love (unless at rooit a vny I 

prove victorioui. 
Nor will my poems do good only, tbey will do ^ as modi i 

periiaiM more. 
For an ts ascKW without that which you may guest at maay ll 

and not hit. that which I hinted at ; 
Therefore rekase me and dep^ui on your way. 
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FOR YOU O DEMOCRACY. 

CoMBp I win make the continent indissoluble, 

I wfll make the roost splendid race the sun ever shone upon, 

I w3l make dirine magnetic lands. 

With the love of comrades, 
With the life-long love of comrades. 

I «91 plant companionship thick as trees along all the rivers of 
America* and along the shores of the great lakes, and all 
over the prairiesy 

I wiD vaakt inseparable cities with their arms about each other's 

By the love of comrades. 
By the manly love of comrades. 

For yoQ these from me, O Democracy, to serve you ma femme ! 
For fOQ, for you I am trilling these songs. 



THESE I SINGING IN SPRING. 

I siQging in spring collect for lovers, 
(For who but f shovJd understand lovers and all their sorrow and 

joy? 
Aad who but I shouM be the poet of comrades?) 
Oiffting I traverse the garden the world, but soon I pass the 



Nov along the pond-side, now wading in a little, fearing not the 



Xov bv the post-and-rail fences where the old stones thrown there, 

pidt*d from the fields, have accumulated, 
(WiU-Aowers and vines and weeds come up through the stones 

and partly cover them, beyond these I pass,) 
Fw, fcr in the forest, or sauntering later in summer, before I think 

where I go, 

filing the earthy smell, stopping now and then in the 



I had thought, yet soon a troop gathers around me, 
valk by my nde and some behind, and some embrace my 
arms or neck, 
Tkry the spirits of dear friends dead or alive, thicker they come, 

a great crowd, and I in the middle, 
Cnlii ting, dispensing. singing, there I wander with them, 

something for tokens, tossing toward whoever is near me, 
with a branch of pine, 




k 
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Hoe, out of my pocket, tome mosj which 1 puU'd off a live-o^ 

in Florida as it hung trailing dovm, 
Here, snme pinks and laurel leaves, and a handful or aa^. 
And here what I now draw from the water, wading in the \ 

side, 
(O here I last saw him that tenderly loves me, and returns i 

never to separate from me, 
And this, O this shall henceforth be the token of coi 

ralamus-root shall, 
Interchange it youths with each other 1 let none rokdcr It back I) 
And twigs of maple and a bunch of wild orange and chcMnu, 
And stems of currants and plum-blows, and the aromatic cedv. 
These I compass'd around by a thick cloud of spirits, 
Wandering, point to or touch as I pas, or throw them 1 

from me. 
Indicating to each one what he shall have, gtvinj; i 

each; 
But what I drew from the water by the pond-side, that 1 r 
I wilt give of it, but only to them that love as I myself ai 

of loving. 

NOT HEAVING FKOM MV RIBB'D BREAST OHLY. 

Not heaving from my ribb'd breast only, 

Not in sighs at ni^t in rage diaMiisfied with myiclf. 

Not in those long-drawn, iU-MppreM siglis. 

Not in many an oath and promise broken, 

Not in my wilful and savage soul's vtdition. 

Not in the tutxte naurishmcnl o( the air. 

Not in this beatinit and pounding at my temples and wriMa, 

Not in the curious sysic^e and diastole within whtch will oat df 

cease. 
Not in many a hungry wish told to the ikics only. 
Not in cries, laughter, defiances, thrown from me when aloK k 

in the wilds. 
Not in husky pantings through dinch'd leelh. 
Not in sounded and resounded words, chattering wonl^ 

dead words. 
Not in the murmurs of my dreams while 1 sleep. 
Nor the other murmurs of these incrrdtble dreams of ere 
Noe in the Itmbc and senses of ray body that take yov tm 

you continually — not there. 
Not in any ot all of tncm U adhc»)irenc» f O pulse of mi 
Need I Umi you exist and show younelf any more than 



■fel 
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OF THE TERRIBLE DOUBT OF APPEARANCES. 

Or the terrible doubt of iq>pearances, 

Of the uncertainty after all, that we may be deluded, 

That may-be reliance and hope are but speculations after all, 

That may-be identity beyond the grave is a beautiful fable only, 

May-be the things I perceive, the animals, plants, men, hills, 

ihining and flowing waters. 
The rides of day and night, colors, densities, forms, may-be these 
are (as doubtless they are) only apparitions, and the real 
something has yet to be known, 
(How often they dart out of themselves as if to confound me and 

mock me! 
How often I think neither I know, nor any man knows, aught of 

them,) 
May-be seeming to me what they are (as doubtless they indeed 
bat seem) as from my present point of view, and might 
prove (as of course they would) nought of what they 
^ipear, or nought anyhow, from entirely changed points 
of view; 
To me these and the like of these are curiously answer*d by my 

fevers, my dear friends, 
Whea he whom I love travels with me or sits a long while holding 

me by the hand, 
^lien the subde air, the impalpable, the sense that words and 

reason hold not, surround us and pervade us. 
Then I am charged with untold and untellable )»isdom, I am 

silent, I require nothing further, 
I cannot answer the question of appearances or that of identity 

be3rond the grave, 
Bm I walk or sit indifferent, I am satisfied, 
Be ihoid of my hand has completely satisfied me. 



THE BASE OF ALL METAPHYSICS. 

ka> now gentlemen, 

A word I give to remain in your memories and minds. 

As base and finale too for all metai)h)'sics. 

(So to the students the old professor, 
At the dose of his crowded course.) 

Having studied the new and antique, the Greek and Germanic 

systems^ 
Kant having studied and stated, Fichte and Schelling and Hegel, 
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Suted the lore of Plato, and Socrates greater than Plato, 

And greater than Socrates sought and stated, Christ diviiie hara^ 

studied long, 
I see reminiscent to-day those Greek and Germanic systems. 
See the philosophies all. Christian churches and tenets see. 
Yet underneath Socrates cleariy see, and underneath Christ Hm 

divine I see, 
The dear love of man for his comrade, the attraction of friend to 

friend, 
Of the well-married husband and wife, of children and parents^ 
Of city for city and land for land. 



RECORDERS AGES HENCE. 

RicoRDERS ages hence, 

Come, I will take you down underneath this impassive eiterior, 1 

will tell you what to say of me. 
Publish my name and hang up my picture as that of the 

lover. 
The friend the lover's portrait, of whom his friend his fever 

fondest. 
Who was not proud of his songs, but of the measureless ocean ol 

love within him, and freely pour'd it forth. 
Who often walk'd lonesome walks thinking of his dear friends, hb 

lovers. 
Who pensive away from one he lov'd often lay sleepless and dtssat< 

isfied at night, 
\Vho knew too well the sick, sick dread lest the <me be lor'c 

might secretly be indifferent to him. 
Whose happiest days were far away through fields, in woodsi^ot 

hills, he and another wandering hand in hand, they twati 

apart from other men. 
Who oft as he saunter'd the streets cunr*d with his arm the shod 

der of his fnend, while the arm of his friend rested opoi 

him also. 



WHEN I HEARD AT THE CLOSE OF THE DAY. 

When I heard at the close of the day how my name had beco 
receiv'd with plaudits in the capitol, still it was not a happr 
night for me that foUow'd, 

And else when I carous*d, or when my plans were accomplish*d, 
still I was not happy. 



Calamus. 103 

Bit Ike day when I rote at dawn from the bed of perfect health, 

refteth'd, singing, inhaling the ripe breath of autumn, 
When I saw the full moon in the west gjow pale and disappear in 

the morning light. 
When I wander'd alone over the beach, and undressing bathed, 

langhing with the cool waters, and saw the sun rise. 
And irtien I thought how my dear friend my lover was on his way 

coming, O then I was happy, 

then each breath tasted sweeter, and all that day my food 

noorisb'd me more, and the beautiful day pass'd well. 
And the next came with equal joy, and with the next at evening 

came my friend, 
And diat night while all was still I heard the waters roll slowly 

continually up the shores, 

1 heard the hissing rustle of the liquid and sands as directed to 

me whispering to congratulate me. 
For the one I love most lay sleeping by me under the same cover 

in the cod night. 
In the stiDnes in the autumn moonbeams his face was inclined 

toward me, 
And his arm lay lighdy around my breast — and that night I was 



ARE YOU THE NEW PERSON DRAWN TOWARD ME? 

AsB you the new person drawn toward me? 

To begin with take warning, I am surely far different from what 

you suppose; 
Do you suppose you will find in me your ideal? 
Do you thuik it so easy to have me become your lover? 
Do yon think the friendship of me would be unalloy 'd satis&ction ? 
Do yon think I am trusty and faithfid? 
Do yon see no further than this facade, this smooth and tolerant 

manner of me? 
Do yon suppose yourself advancing on real ground toward a real 

heroic man? 
Hjnre yon no thought O dreamer that it may be all maya, illusion? 



ROOTS AND LEAVES THEMSELVES ALONE 

Roots and leaves themsehres alone are these, 

brought to men and women from the wild woods and 
pond-side. 
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1 and pink* of Iov«. fingen that wind atouod tl|^ite 

tlMn vtne>i 
Gtnbei from ihc throats of birds hid in the foliagr of trees » the 

«un ia risen, 
Brcexn of land and low set from living shores to yon on the finng 

SCA, to you O aailore I 
Frosl-mcUow'd berries and Third-month iwigs oflWd freih in 

young persons wandering out in the fields when the winter 

breaks up, 
I/)ve-budt put before you and within you whoever you are. 
BuUi to be unfoliicd on the old Icrmt, 
If you bring the warmth of the sun to them they will open and 

bring form, color, perfume, to you. 
If you become the aliment and the wet they will bccone Aowcn, 

fruit*, tall branches ood trees. 



NOT HEAT FLAMES UP AND CONSUMES. 

Not heat flames up and consumes. 

Not sea-waves hurey in and out. 

Not the air deliciou* and drv, the air of ripe lummer, bc*n h 

along white down-balb of myriads of seeds. 
Wafted, uiling gracefully, to drop where they may ; 
Not thcK, U none of these more than the Haniet of i 

ing, burning for his love whom I love, 
O none more than I hurrying in and out ; 
Does the tide hurry, sccUng something, and never give up i 

the same, 
O nor down-balls nor perfumes, nor the high rain-^nittiiic c 

are bonve through ihc open air. 
Any more than my soul is borne through the open air. 
Wafted in all diiectioiu O love, lor Eriradihip, lor you. 



TRICKLE DROPS. 

Tmckue drops 1 my blue veins leaving I 

O drops of roc ! trickle, slow drops, 

Candid from roc laUing, drip, Itlceding drops, 

From wounds nude lo free )ou whence ymi were prison'd. 

From my tux, from my forehead and lips. 

Pram my btcatf, from within where I was fxMkccal'd, preaa faiA 

red drops, oottfession drops, 
Suia every itagc, stain every mm^ I sine erety word I say, llpotf 

drops. 
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Lei them know your icarlet heat, let them glisten, 
Sitnnte them with yourself all ashamed and wet, 
Glow opoD all I have written or shall write, bleeding drops. 
Let h idl be seen in your light, blushing drops. 

CITY OF ORGIES. 

Cmr of orgies, walks and joys. 

City whom that I have lived and sung in your midst will one day 
make you illustrious, 

XoC the pageants of you, not your shifting tableaus, your specta- 
cles, repay me, 

NoC the interminable rows of your houses, nor the ships at the 
wharves, 

Sor the pioceauons in the streets, nor the bright windows with 
goods in them, 

Nor to converse with leam'd persons, or bear my share in the soiree 
or feast; 

Not those, but as I pass O Manhattan, your frequent and swift 
flash of eyes offering me love, 

Offering response to my own — these repay me, 
Lovers, continual lovers, only repay me. 



BEHOLD THIS SWARTHY FACE. 

this swarthy face, these gray eyes, 
This beard, the white wool unclipt upon my neck, 
My brown hands and the silent manner of me without charm ; 
Yet comes one a Manhattanese and ever at parting kisses me 

lightly on the lips with robust love, 
And I on the crossing of the street or on the ship's deck give a 

kias in return, 
We observe that salute of American comrades land and sea, 
We are those two natural and nonchalant persons. 



I SAW IN LOUISIANA A LIVEOAK GROWINa 

I SAW in Louisiana a live-oak growing, 

.\n akuie stood it and the moss hung down fix)m the branches, 

Without any companion it grew there uttering joyous leaves of 

dark green. 
And its look, rude, unbending, lusty, made me think of myself. 
Bat I wonder'd how it could utter joyous leaves standing alone 

there without its friend near, for I knew I could not, 
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And I broke oT a twig with a certain number of leivea opon ft. 

and twined aroniid ii a link moo. 
Anil biDoght ii away, ami I have pUc«d it in sight in my nxMo, 
It IS not needed to remind mc u or my own dear (riendi, 
(For I believe lately I think of lildc else than of them.) 
Vet it remains to me a curious token, it maket mr: think of manly 

love; 
Tor all that, and though the live-oak glistens there in Louiuaua 

solitary in a wi(& Hit space. 
Uttering joyous Ica^-cs all its lili: without a fnend a k)vet near, 
1 know very well 1 could not. 



TO A STRANGER. 
pASiDfC Stranger ! you do not know how longingly I took B|Miii 

Vou must be he I was seeking, or she I was seeking, (it camei to 

me u of a dream,) 
I have somewhere surely lived a life of joy with you. 
All ii recall'd as we Ait by each other, fluid. aAectionate, i hMlii, 



Vou grew up with me, were a boy with me or a girl with me, 

I ate with yog and slept with you. your body has become not yoon 

only nor left my body mine only, 
Von give me the pleasure of your eyes, face, flesh, as we pan, yon 

take of my lieard. breast, hands, in retun), 
I am not to speak to you, I am to think of yuu when I ail akna 

or wake at night alone, 
I am to wait, I (lo not doubt I am to meet yog again, 
I ara to Kc to it that I do not kwe yoa. 



THIS MOMENT YEARNING AND THOUGHTFUL 

Ths moment yearning and thoughtful sitting alone. 

It seems to me there arc other men in other lands yeartting and 

thon^itful. 
It seems to me I can look over and behold them in Genuajr, 

Italy. France, Spain, 
Or Est, Cu away, in Cnina, or in Russia or Japan, talking odicr 

dialects. 
And it tecnu to me if I couh) know those men I ibould becacM 

attached to them as I do lo men in my own Unda, 

I know wc should be btethrcn and lonrcra, 

1 know 1 should be happy with tbcm. 
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I HEAR IT WAS CHARGED AGAINST ME. 
I HiAft it was charged against me that I sought to destroy instita- 

Bat icaHy I am neither for nor against institutions, 

(What indeed have I in common with them? or what with the 

destruction of them?) 
Only I will establish in the Mannahatta and in every city of these 

Stetes inland and seaboard, 
And in the fields and woods, and above every keel little or large 

that dents the water, 
Without edifices or rules or trustees or any argument, 
Tlie institatioo of the dear love of comrades. 



THE PRAIRIE-GRASS DIVIDING. 

Tkfc pnirie-grasi dividing, its special odor breathing, 

I demand of it the spiritual corresponding, 

Demand the most copious and close companionship of men. 

Demand the blades to rise of words, acts, beings, 

of the open atmosphere, coarse, sunlit, ^esh, nutritious, 

that go their own gait, erect, stepping with freedom and 

commuid, leading not following, 

with a never-quell*d audacity, those with sweet and lusty 

flesh dear of taint, 

diat look carelessly in the laces of Presidents and governors, 

as to say Who are you f 

of earth-bom passion, simple, never constrain*d, never 

obedient. 
Those of inland America. 



WHEN I PERUSE THE CONQUERED FAME. 

Whsn I peruse the conquer*d fame of heroes and the victories 

of mighty generals, I do not envy the generab. 
Nor the Presdent in his Presidency, nor the rich in his great 



But when I hear of the brotherhood of lovers, how it was with 

them. 
How together throu^ life, through dangers, odium, unchanging, 

long and long, 
TbRMgfa youth and through middle and old age, how unfaltering, 

how ailcctionate and fiuthful they were, 
I am pensive — I hastily walk away fiU'd with the bitterest 

envy. 
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WE TWO BOYS TOGETHER CLINGING. 

Wb two boys together clinging. 

One the other never leaving. 

Up and down the roads going, North and South exctinions 
making, 

Power enjo3ring, elbows stretching, fingers clutching, 

Arm'd and fearless, eating, drinking, deeping, loving. 

No law less than ourselves owning, sailing, soldiering, thieving, 
threatening, 

Misers, menials, priests alarming, air breathing, water drinking, on 
the turf or the sea-beach dancing. 

Cities wrenching, ease scorning, statutes mocking, feebleness chas- 
ing, 

Fulfilling our foray. 



A PROMISE TO CALIFORNIA. 

A PRomsB to California, 

Or inland to the great pastoral Plains, and on to Puget sound and 

Oregon; 
Sojourning east a while longer, soon I travel toward you, to remain, 

to teach robust American love, 
For I know very well that I and robust love belong among you, 

inland, and along the Western sea ; 
For these States tend inland and toward the Western sea, and I 

will also. 



HERE THE FRAILEST LEAVES OF ME. 

Here the frailest leaves of roe and yet my strongest lasting, 
Here I shade and hide my thoughts, I myself do not expose them, 
And yet they expose me more than all my other poems. 



NO LABOR-SAVING MACHINE. 

No labor-saving machine. 

Nor discovery have I made, 

Nor will I be able to leave behind me any wealthy bequest to 

found a hospital or library, 
Nor reminiscence of any deed of courage for America, 
Nor literary success nor intellect, nor book for the book*sliel( 
But a few carols vibrating through the air I leave, 
For comrades and lovers. 



Calamus. 
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A GLIMPSE. 

A GUifPSB through an interstice caught, 

Of a crowd of workmen and drivers in a bar-room around the 
stove late of a winter night, and I unremarked seated in a 



Of a ]Poath who kyves roe and whom I love, silently approaching 
and seating himself near, that he may hold me by the hand, 

A kmg while amid the noises of coming and going, of drinking 
and oath and smutty jest, 

Ttoe we two, content, happy in being together, speaking little, 
perhaps not a word« 



A LEAF FOR HAND IN HAND. 

A UAF for hand in hand ; 

Yon oitiinl persons old and young ! 

Yon on the Mississippi and on all the branches and bayous of the 

Blissisnppi ! 
Yon friendly boatmen and mechanics ! you roughs ! 
YoQ twain ! and all processions moving along the streets ! 
I wirii to infuse myself among you till I see it common for you to 

walk hand in hand. 



EARTH, MY LIKENESS. 

Eaith, my likeness, 

'Hioiigh you look so impassive, ample and spheric there, 
I oov suspect that is not all ; 

I Bov suspect there is something fierce in you eligible to burst forth, 
fvia athlete is enamour*d of me, and I of him, 
te toward him there is something fierce and terrible in mc eligi- 
ble to burst forth, 
I dat not tell it in words, not even in these songs. 



I DREAMED IN A DREAM. 

I ottAic'D in a dream I saw a city invincible to the attacks of the 

whole of the rest of the earth, 
I dretm'd that was the new city of Friends, 
Nothing was greater there than the quality of robust love, it led 

the rest, 
« *ii seen every hour in the actions of the men of that city, 
^ in all their looks and words. 
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WHAT THINK VOU I TAKE HY PEN IN HAND> 

What think you I take my nen in hand to recoftl? 

The boitle-ihip. peifccimtAicrd, nuijcstic, thai I ttw pan tkcl 

ufling tu-day umlcr full mil? I 

The splcitdon of the past dny ? or the splendor of the night thai I 

envelops mc ? 
Or the vaunted glory and growth of ibe git«t city ipnad i 

rac ^ — no ; 
But merely of two simple men 1 saw to-day on the pier in tbel 

midst of the crowd, parting the paning ai i 
I'he one to remain hung on the other's neck and { 

kisx'd him. 
While the one tu depart tightly prcsi the one lo r 



TO THE EAST AND TO THE WEST. 

To the East and to the West, 

To the mui of the Seaside Stale and of Pennsylrania, 

To the Kanadian of the north, to the Southerner 1 kure. 

These with perfect trust to dc]>ict you as myself, the gam vc Is 

all men, 
I believe the main purport of these States is to fouod i atpeib 

friendship, exalii, previously unknown. 
Because I perceive it waits, and has been always wailing, buoB ta 

aUincn. 



SOMETIMES WITH ONE I LOVE. 

Sotmnns with one I love I fill myself with rage lijr few 1 dhl 

unietnm'd love. 
But BOW I think there is no unreturn'd love, the pay is certain oa 

way or another, 
( I loved a certain person ardenily and my love was not reton^ 
Vet out of that I have written these songs.) 



TO A WESTERN BOY. 

Hant things to abioffo 1 teach to help you become elcve of i 

Vet if blood tike mine circle not in your veins. 

If you be not silently selected by lovers and do not iteaily hIM 

Of what use a it thai you seek to become eleve of nine? 



Calamus- hi 

FAST ANCHOR'D ETERNAL O LOVE! 

Pur-AiiciiOR'D eternal O lore 1 O woman I love ! 

bfide ! O wife ! more resistless than I can tell, the thought of 

yoaf 
Tta soMvate, as disembodied or another bom, 
BherttC tlie last athletic reality, my consolation, 

1 iKaid, I float in the rq;ions of your love O man, 

Aner of my roving life. 

AMONG THE MULTITUDE. 

Amm the men and women the multitude, 

1 perceive one picking me out by secret and divine signs, 
AdDxnrkdging none else, not parent, wife, husband, brother, 

child/ anv nearer than I am, 
Suae sre baffled, but that one is not — that one knows me. 

Ak bver and perfect equal, 

1 aeam that you should discover me so by faint indirections, 

Aod 1 when I meet you mean to discover you by the like in you. 

YOU WHOM I OFTEN AND SILENTLY COME. 

TOD whom I often and silently come where you are that I may 

be with you, 
At 1 walk by your side or sit near, or remain in the same room 
with ]rou, 

you know the subtle electric fire that for your sake is play- 
ing within me. 

THAT SHADOW MY LIKENESS. 

^W shadow my likeness that goes to and fro seeking a liveli- 
hood, clustering, chaffering, 

Hov often I find myself standing and kx>king at it where it 
llils, 

Hov often I question and doubt whether that is really me ; 

ita among my lovers and caroling these songs, 

1 aever doubt whether that is really me. 

FULL OF LIFE NOW. 

fOLL of hfe now, compact, visible, 

i, fcfty yean okl the eighty-third year of the States, 
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To one a cmtmy hence or any number of centuriei h 
To you yet unborn these, seeking you. 



When you read these I that was visible am become 

Now it is you, compact, visible, realizing my poemt, Meking 

Fancying how happy you vere if I could be with you and ' 

your comrade ; 
De it as if I were with you. (Be not too certain but I am 

with you.) 



SALUT AU MONDEI 



OTAKE my hand Walt Whitman J 
Such gliding wonders! such sights and sounds I 
Such join'd unentkd links, each liuok'u to the next, 
F^acb answering all, each sharing tiic carih with all 

\\*hat widens within you Walt Whitman ? 

What waves and soils exuding? 

What climes? what persons and cities are here? 

Who are the infants, some jiLi^ing. some slumbering? 

Who are the girls ? who arc liie married women ? 

Who are the groiii>s of old wkw gwn^ slon ly with their am 

each other's necks? 
What rivers are these? what forests and fruiis are these? 
What arc the mountains call'd that rise so high in the inbu 
What myriads of dwellings are they fiU'd with dwcllen? 



Within me latitude widens, longitude lengthens, 

Asia, Alrica, Europe, are to the east — America is provided fcr ii 

the west. 
Banding the bulge of the earth winfis the hot equator, 
Curiously north and wiuih liim the axis-ends. 
Within me is the lon^e^i day. the sun wheels in slanting lingi, ft 

does not set for months, 
Stretch'd in due time within mc the midnight sun just rises aboft 

the horizon ami sinks again. 
Within roe zones, seas, cataracts, forests, volcanoct, groopi, 
Malaysia, Polynesia, and the great West Indian islands. 
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What do you hear Walt Whitman? 

I hear the workman singing and the fanner's wife singing, 

I hear in the distance the sounds of children and of animals early 

in the day, 
I hear emulous ^outs of Australians pursuing the wild horse, 
I hear the Spanish dance with castanets in the chestnut shade, to 

the rebeck and guitar, 
I hear continu&l echoes from the Thames, 
I hear fierce French liberty songs, 
I hear of the Italian boat-scuJler the musical recitative of old 

poems, 
I hear Uie locusts in Syria as they strike the grain and grass with 

the showers of their terrible clouds, 
I hear the Coptic refirain toward sundown, pensively falling on the 

breast of the black venerable vast mother the Nile, 
I hear the chirp of the Mexican muleteer, and the bells of the 

mule, 
I hear the Arab muezzin calling fix>m the top of the mosque, 
I hear the Christian priests at the altars of their churches, I hear 

the responsive base and soprano, 
I hear the cry of the Cossack, and the sailor's voice putting to sea 

at Okotsk, 
I bear the wheeze of the slave-coffle as the slaves march on, as 
the husky gangs pass on by twos and threes, fasten'd together 
with wrist-cluuns and ankle-chains, 
I hear the Hebrew reading his records and psalms, 
I hear the rhythmic myths of the Greeks, and the strong legends 

of the Romans, 
I hear the tale of the divine life and bloody death of the beautiful 

God the Christ, 
I hear the Hindoo teaching his favorite pupil the loves, wars, 
adages, transmitted ssUely to this day from poets who wrote 
three thousand years ago. 



What do you see Walt Whitman ? 

Who are they you salute, and that one after another salute you ? 

I see a great round wonder rolling through space, 

I see diminute farms, hamlets, ruins, graveyards, jails, factories, 

palaces, hovels, huts of barbarians, tents of nomads upon 

the sur&ce. 
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I fee the ihaded pan on one iiAt N-herc the sleepers are 

and the sunlit part on the other lide, 
I sec the curious lapid change ni the light anit shade, 
I sec disUnt lands, as real and near to uie inhabitanu of ibea 

my land is to me. 

I sec plenteous waters, 

1 sec mountain peaks, I see the sierras or Andes where ibey ra 

I sec plainly the Himalayas. Chian Shahs, Altaj-s. Chuis, 

I sec the giant pinnacles or Elbruz, Kazbek, Buaidjuii, 

I see the Styrian Alps, and the Kamac Alps, 

I lee the Pyrenees, Balks, Carpathians, and lo the itocth 

Dolralields, and ofl* at sea mount Hccla, 
I see Vesuvius and Etna, the mountains of the Moud, and 

Red mountains of Madagascar, 
I see the Lybian, Arabian, and Asiatic deserts, 
I see huge dreadful Arctic and Antarctic icebergi, 
I see the superior oceans and the ioferior ones, the Atbnik 

I^Miific, the sea of Mexico, the Bnailian tea, aad the 

of Pern. 
The waien of Hindustan, the China sea, and the gulf of 
The Japan waters, the beautiful bay of Nagasaki laod-loclt'd n 

mountains. 
The spread of the Baltic, Ca3{»an, Botlinia, the British tboita, 

the bay of Biscay, 
The clear-sann'd Mediterranean, and Irom one u> laolher c 

idands. 
The White sea, and the sea orouitd Greenland. 

I behold the marincn of the world. 

Some are in norTOt, Kime in the nighl whfa the wucfa oa Ike 1 

out. 
Some drifting helplessly, aomc with contagious diieaaf, 

I bdtold the sail and stcamshipa of the world, >ome In dvMi 

port, some on their voyages. 
Some double the cape of SKxnna, aomc cape Vecdc. otben < 

Guardafiii, Bon, or BaJadcH«, 
Others Dondra head, others pass the Aiaits of SnikU, MhaS 

LofxUka, others Bchring's struts. 
Others cape Horn, others sail the gulf of Mexico or alms \ 

or Havti, otben Hndaoa's bay or Baffin's bay. 
Othcn paa tw atraits of Uovcr, olhen enter the Waah, oihct 

mil «f Sohny. othen roood cape Clear, others the Ij 

EDd. 
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the Znyder Zee or the SchekL, 
Othcn m comeis and goen at Gibraltar or the Dardanelles, 
OllKfli tfcmly posh their way through the northern winter-packt, 
Othen detcend or ascend the Obi or the Lena, 
OdicfB die Niger or the Congo, othen the Indus, the Bununpooter 

and Cambodia, 
(Mkb wait stcam'd up ready to start in the ports of Australia, 
Wait at Liverpool, Glasgow, Dublin, Marseilles, Lisbon, Naples, 

Hamburg;, Bremen, Bordeaux, the Hague, Copenhagen, 
Wail M Valparaiso, Rio Janeiro, Ptoama. 

5 

I Me the tncks of the raifafoads of the earth, 

I Me them in Great Britain, I see them in Europe, 

I Me them in Asia and in 



I Ke the electric telegraphs of the earth, 

I wt the filaments of the news of the wars, deaths, losses, gains, 
pamionStOf my race. 

I see the long river-stripes of the earth, 

I see the AnMison and the Psuaguay, 

I Ke the fom great riven of China, the Amour, the Yellow River, 

the IHang-tse, and the Pearl, 
I see where the Seine flows, and where the Danube, the Loire, the 

Rhone, and the Guadalquiver flow, 
I see the windings of the Volga, the Dnieper, the Oder, 
I see the Tnican going down the Amo, and the Venetian along 

the Po, 
I see the Greek seaman sailing out of Egina bay. 
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• I see the site of the old empire of Assyria, and that of Persia, and 
\ that of India, 

I see the filling of the Ganges over the high rim of Saukara. 

I see the place of the idea of the Deity incarnated by avatars in 

hnman forms, 
I see the spots of the successions of priests on the earth, oracles, 

Moificers, brahmins, sabians, llamas, monks, muftis, ex- 

Ihoffters, 
I see where druids walk'd the groves of Mona, I see the mistletoe 
and vervain, 
; Isee the temples oif the deaths of the bodies of Gods, I see the 
J old sgnifien. 
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tee Christ eating the bread of hit kit wpper in the nfabt of 

Toaths and old peraons, 
lee where the strong divine yoonff man the Heiciilet toil'd frith- 

fully and long and then died, 
see the place of the innocent rich life and hapteas &te of the 

beautiful nocturnal son, the full-limb'd Bacchus, 
see Kneph, blooming, drest in Uue, with the crown of feathen 

on his head, 
see Hermes, unsuspected, dying, well-belov'd, saying to the 

people Do not weep for me^ 
This is not my true country^ I have Hved banished from w^ trme 

country y I now go back there ^ 
I return to the celestial sphere where every one goes in his turn. 



I see the batde-fields of the earth, grass grows upon them and 

blossoms and com, 
I see the tracks of ancient and modem expeditions. 

I see the nameless masonries, venerable messages of the unknown 
events, heroes, records of the earth. 

I see the places of the sagas, 

I see pine-trees and fir-trees tom by northem Masts, 

I see granite bowlders and cliffs, I see green meadows and lakes, 

I see the burial-caims of Scandinavian warriors, 

I see them raised high with stones by the marge of restless oceam, 
that the dead men's spirits when they wearied of their quiet 
graves might rise up through the mounds and gaze on the 
tossing biUows, and be refresh'd by storms, immensity, 
liberty, action. 

I see the steppes of Asia, 

I see the tumuli of Mongolia, I see the tents of Kalmucks aad 

Baskirs, 
I tee the nomadic tribes with herds of oxen and cows, 
I see the table-lands notch'd with ravines, I tee the jun^ aad 

deserts, 
I see the camel, the wild steed, the bustard, the (at-taO'd shee|i^ 

the antelope, and the burrowing wolf. 

I tee the highlands of Abyssinia^ 

I see flocks of goau feeding, and see the fig-tree, tamarind, dal^ 

And see fields of teff-wheat and places of verdure and f:old. 



SaLUT AC J^'.VJ*.' 

K Be the Brazilian vaqnero, 

I ae the B(^ivian ascending moor.c Sr jriKi . 

1 He the Wacho crossing the pixns. I see v.e TirrT::r.:a 

of hones with his lasso on his irv^ 
I Ke over the pampas the pnnoxt of w2iZ -jsr.r- t.t t.cx niu-s. 
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K fee the regions of snow and ice. 
I lee the sharp-eyed Samoiede and rve Tr.r.. 
I Ke the seal-seeker in his boa: poisnz '-i: 2rs:it. 
I Ke the Siberian on his slight-bcilt 3l(^i^'± ir 
1 Kc the porpoise-hunters, I see the -m'rjut- 

cific and the north Atlantic 
I Ke the cliffs, glaciers, torrents. viZev-. :f 5«r"j::;3^.i--: — I r..ir* 

the long winters and the i»:lsnc::. 

1 Ke the cities of the earth and make rrrsci: ir nr.rj-.r-. i - --r. ■ 

them, 
I aa a real Parisian, 

laaahabitan of Vienna, Sl Pcter^v::rr. E^..-. ^r .- - - 
I im of Adelaide, Sidney, MeFixiTin-?. 
I am of London, Manchester. Brlst-.. YAsr .-z ' -— ■ . 
I am of Madrid, Cadiz, Barcelorj.. <^'- — . T, ' •- 

Frankfort, Stuttgart. 'Y-it.t.. r . . : . - 
I 'ickmg in Moscow, Cracow. W'ar-^v. ,::.-■.- • ■■ 

or Stockholm, or in Si lierLan Iric .'-.^ - :■•..-.. 

Iceland, 
I dexcnd upon all those cities, ar.i r.^ :'r . .-. ........ 

I lee vapors exhaling from unexyjlor»:d r. \ :r.T.v=. 
I Me the savage t>-pes, the bow and arrow, tht yj':3cr. d s'^-r.:, tho 
fetich, and the obi. 

I Ke African and Asiatic towns. 

I Ke Algiers, Tripoli, Dcme. Mogadorc. Tim'-jrTx.i. Monrovia. 
I Ke the swarms of Pekin. Canton. lienarc**, I kVi. . (aU i::.!. I\'k: \ 
iKt the Kruman in his hut. and the Dahoman an<i .\shantct.':ua:i 

in their huts. 
I Ke the Turk smoking opium in .Mcpfio, 
I lee the picturesque crowd:» ai the laini of Khiva and those of 

Herat. 
I see Teheran, I see Muscat and Medina and the intcrNcning sands* 

I sec the caravans toiling onward, 



I'JCS OF CjtASS. 



I see Egj-pt and the Rgyptiaiu, I see ilie pynmult and 
I look on chiM;!IVI hintories, records of conquering Inngi, < 

cut in slabs of Kuul-sione, or on gmiite-block^ 
I see Bt Mcmpiii^ mummy-pits containing munimiet 

swaiheil in linen rluth, lying there many cenlurin, 
I look on the bll'nl'heliaii.the brf^-boll'd eyes, the nde-droofMig 

neck, the hands fulHcd across the br^st. 

1 sec all the menials of the earth, laboring, 

1 sec all the prisoners in the prisons. 

I see the defective human bodies of the earth. 

The blind, the deaf and dumb, idiots, hunchbacks, lunaiiri, 

The pirates, thieves, betrayers, miuilcrcrs, slave -tn^Otera of the ewth. 

The helpless inlknu, a»d the helpless old men and women. 

I see male and female everywhere, 

] see the serene brotherhood of jihilosopha, 

I see (he conslnictivcncss of my race, 

I see the results of the perseverance and industry of my laec, 

I see ranks, colon, barbarisms, civilizations, I go amonn Ibem, 

mix indiscriimnatcly. 
And I salute all the inhabitants of the earth. 



You whoever you are ! 

You daughter or son of England t 

You of tlic mighty Slavic tnbcs and empires ! you RoM in Ran 

You dtm-desccndcd, black, divine-ioui'd Afrkan, Urge, ft 

headed, nobly-fonn'd, superbly destin'd, on €ifmi ta 

with me! 
You Norwegian 1 Swede ! Dane I Icelander I yoa Pltunaa t 
You &»ni3nl of ^Kun I you Portuguese I 
You Frenchwoman and frenchman of Ftwtc« 1 
Yoa Beige I you lilx-rty-kn-cr of the Ncthcrlaiub ! (you tb 

whence I m>-K:lf have descended ;) 
VoD ■tnrdy Austrian ! you Lombard 1 Hun : Bohcmiaa 1 tanaa 

Vou neighbor of the Danube I 

Yon woricin^maa of the Rhine, tbc Elbe, or the Weaer I j 

wolung-woman too 1 
VoQ Sardinian t you Bavarian I Swabiui I Saxoo t WaDa^ii 

Bulgarian I 
Yoti Roman I Neapolitan t )-ou Greek ! 
Von hthe matador in the arena at Scritle ! 
Yob nKRmuiieer Imng ItwIcMly on the Taurus or Faiir iim I 
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Yon Bokh hone-herd watching your mares and stallions feeding ! 
Yon beantifiil-bodied Persian at full speed in the saddle sboodng 

anxms to the mark! 
Yon (Sunaman and Chinawoman of China ! you Tartar of Tartary ! 
Yon women of the earth subordinated at your tasks ! 
Yon Jew joomeyin^ in your old age through every risk to stand 

once on Syrian ground! 
You other Tews waiting in all lands for your Messiah ! 
You thooj^itfol Armenian pondering l^ some stream of the Eu- 

phmtes! you peering amid the ruins of Nineveh! you 

ascending mount Armt 1 
YcMi fool-woni pilgrim welcoming the &r-away sparkle of the 

minarets of Mecca! 
YcMi sbeiks akmf; the stretch from Suez to Bab-el-mandeb ruling 

your fiunilies and tribes ! 
Yon olive-grower tending your fruit on fiekls of Nazareth, Damas- 
cus, or lake Tibenas ! 
ViMi Thibet trader on the wide inland or bargaining in the shops 

of Lassal 
Yon Japanese man or woman ! you liver in Madagascar, Ceylon, 

Sumatra, Borneo! 
AB yon continentals of Asia, Africa, Europe, Australia, indifferent 

of place! 
AB jfoa on the numberless islands of the archipelagoes of the sea ! 
And yon of centuries hence when vou listen to me 1 
ADd yon each and everywhere whom I specify not, but include 

just the same! 
Heahii lo you I good win to you all, from me and America sent I 

Eadi of OS inevitable, 

Eadi of US hmitlesB — each of us with his or her right upon the 

earth. 
Each of us aUow'd the eternal purports of the earth. 
Each of us here as divinely as any is here. 

12 

Yoa Hottentot with clicking palate ! you wooDy-hair'd hordes ! 

Yoa own'd persons dropping sweat-drops or blood-drops ! 

Yoa faoman forms widi the fiithomless ever-impressive counte- 
nances of brutes! 

Y<Ni poor koboo whom the meanest of the rest look down upon 
for all your gUmmering language and spirituality ! 

Yoo <lwarf 'd Kamttchatkan, Greenlander, Lapp ! 

YoQ Aostial negro, naked, red, sooty, with protrusive lip, groveling, 
iedung your food 1 



I20 Leaves of Grass. 



You Caffipe, Berber, Soudanese ! 

You haggard, uncouth, untutor'd Bedowee ! 

You plague-swarms in Madras, Nankin, Kaubul, Cairo 1 

You benighted roamer of Amazonia ! you Pktagonian ! jou Feejee- 

man! 
I do not prefer others so very much before you either, 
I do not say one word against you, away back there where you 

stand, 
(You will come forward in due time to my side.) 

"3 

My spirit has pass'd in compassion and determination around the 

whole earth, 
I have look'd for equals and lovers and found them ready for me 

in all lands, 
I think some divine rapport has equalized me with them. 

You vapors, I think I have risen with you, moved away to distant 
continents, and fallen down there, for reasons, 

I think I have blown with you you winds ; 

You waters I have finger'd every shore with you, 

I have run through what any river or strait of the gk>be has nm 
through, 

I have taken my stand on the bases of peninsulas and on the high 
embedded rocks, to cry thence : 

Saint au monde / 

What cities the light or warmth penetrates I penetrate thore dti 

myself. 
All islands to which birds wing their way I wing my way myidL 

Toward you all, in .America's name, 

I raise high the perpendicular hand, I make the signal. 

To remain after me in sight forever. 

For all the haunts and homes of men. 
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AFOOT and light-hearted I take to the open road, 
► Health v. free, the world before me. 
The long brown p;ilh before mc leading wherever I choose. 
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HenoefHth I lA not go od-fortmi€j I myaelf am good-fortjc uMy 
HebodbrOi I whimper no more, pos^one no moie, nee3'notmng, 
Done with indoor complaints, libraries, querulous criticisms, 
Strong and content I travel the open road. 

The enth, that is sufficient, 

I do not want the constellations any nearer, 

I know they are very well where they are, 

I know they suffice for those who belong to them. 

(SdB here I carry my old delicious burdens, 

I carry them, men and women, I carry them with me wherever I go, 

I swear it is impossiUe for me to get rid of them, 

I am fiD'd with them, and I will fiU them in return.) 



Yoo road I enter upon and look around, I believe you are not all 

that is here, 
I bdieve that much unseen is also here, r- 

Here the profound lesson of reception, nor preference nor denial, 
The black with his woolly head, the felon, the diseased, the illiterate 

person, are not denied ; 
The birth, the hasting after the physician, the beggar's tramp, the 

drunkard's stagger, the laughing party of mechanics. 
The escaped youth, the rich person's carriage, the fop, the eloping 

couple, 
The eariy market-man, the hearse, the moving of furniture into the 

town, the return back from the town, 
Tliey pass, I also pass, any thing passes, none can be interdicted, 
Nooe but are accepted, none but shall be dear to me. 



Yoa air that serves me with breath to speak ! 

You objects that call from difiiision my meanings and give them 

shape ! 
You light tnat wraps me and all things in delicate equable showers ! 
Yoo paths worn in the irregular hollows by the roadsides ! 
I believe yoo are latent with unseen existences, you are so dear 

to me. 

You flagg'd walks of the cities ! you strong curbs at the edges ! 
Yoo ferries ! jrou planks and posts of wharves ! you timber-lined 
sides ! you distant shii>s ! 




Lrav 



Voa mm of hcrases 1 fon window- pi«rc'd fiKada t you roofa 1 

Voa porches and entrancct I you coping* and iron guordi I 

Vou windows whose inuuparent shells might expote to ntnch 1 

Vou doots and oacendiDg itcps ! you ajches I 

You gray stones of intennuutilepavcnicna ! you troddrocnnngsll 

From all ihat has touch'd you I believe you have imfianed Mil 

youraclvcs, and now would impan the same secretly to ■ 
From the living and the dead you have peopled your inpui 

surCtccii, and Ihc spirila thereof would bo evidenl i 

amicable wiih me. 



The eanh expanding right hand and left hand. 
The picture alive, every part in its best li^t. 
The miitii; falling in where it is wanted, and stot 

not wanted, 
Hie cheerful voice of the public road, the gay frc 

the road. 

O highway I travel, do you say to me /># oc/ Uok me t 
Do you say Venlurt nat — if yvu kav* mtt yom mrt hrtt 
Do you say / am already frtfarttl, I am wtU-ieatnt t 
denui/, aiiAere lo me f 

O public RMd. I say b*ck I am not ■ftmid to leave you, yet I 1 

you. 
You expreM me better than I can exprcn myself^ 
You shall be more lo rae thia ray poem. 



''d in the open ait, a 



I think heroic deeds were all t. 

free poems also, 
I think I cooU slop here myself and do tniraclcs, 
I think whatercr I shall meet on the toad I shall like, aod «bo> | 

ever bdwUs me shall Idee me, 
I think whoever I see nwst be haiipy. 

s 

Vnm this hour I onUin myself looa'd of bntits and 

lines, 
Going where 1 list, my own mastrr total and absolute. 
Listening to others, comiilehng well what they say, 
Puiing, searching, receivii^, cunteroplatiog, 
Gtotly, but with undemabto will, divMdng i«yself uf tlM I 

that would hold rae. 



Sojfc or THE Open Road. 



I inluik great drmughts of qnce, 

The eait aod the west are mine, and the north and the aonth are 



I am laiger, better than I thought, 

I did not know I held lo much goodness. 

.\l aecDM beautifiil to me, 

I can repeat over to men and women Vou have done nich good 

to me I would do the same to you, 
I win recruit for myself and you as I go, 
I win scatter myself among men and women as I go, 
I wiU lott a new gladness and roughness among them, 
Wlioever denies me it shall not trouble roe. 
Whoever accepts me he or she shall be blessed and shall bless me. 



Nf>w if a thousand perfect men were to appear it would not amaze 

me. 
Now if a thoosamd beautifiil forms of women appear'd it would 

not astonish roc. 

Now I ace the secret of the making of the best persons, 

It a to grow in the open air and to eat and sleep with the earth. 

Here a great personal deed has room, 

(Snch a deed seises upon the hearts of the whole race of men. 
Its efliuioo of strength and will overwhelms law and ntocks all 
anthority and all argument again^ iL) 

Here is the test of wisdom. 

Wisdom b not finally tested in schools. 

Wisdom cannot be pass'd (rom one having it to another not 

having it. 
Wisdom is of the soul, is not susceptible of proof, is its own proof. 
Applies to all stages and objects and qualities and is content. 
Is the certainty of the reality and immortality of things, and Uic 

excellence of things ; 
Something there is in the float of the sight of things that provokes 

it out of the soul. 

Now I re-examine philosophies and reUgions, 

Tlwy nu^ prove well in lecture-rooms, yet not prove at aO under 

ttK spacious clouds and along the landscape and Sowing 

currents. 
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Here U rcalizalion. 

Here is a man tallied — he realizei here what he hoa in him. 
The pa»t, tlie future, majesty, love — if they are vacant uf j-oii, 
you are vacant of them. 

Only the kernel of every object nouriihea ; 

AVherc is he who tears off the husks for you and me? 

^Vhere is he that undoes stratagems and envelopes for you aad n 

Here is adhciivcDesa, it is not previou^y faahion'd, it i« a{«o|ia« 
Do you know what it is u you pass to be loved by itrMBCcis? 
Do you know the talk of those Turning eye-balk? 



Here is the efflux of the soul. 

The efflux of the soul comes &om within through emfaowet'i 

gates, ever provoking <]ucstions, 
These yearnings why are diey? these thoughts in the 

why are they ? 
Why are there men and women that while ihcy are n^ me 

sunlight expands my blood? 
Why when they leave me do my penitantx of joy sink flat and Ikoki 
Why are there trees I never walk under but large and 

thoughts ilescend upon me ? 
(1 think ihcy hang there winter and fummcr on those trees n 

always drop fruit u I pa« ;) 
^Vhat LI it 1 interchange to middenly with ftrugns? 
^Vhat with some tlriver as 1 ride on the sent by hu side? 
^Vbat with some fishcrtDao drawing his seine by the show as 

walk by and pause ? 
What gives me to be free to a woman's and raan's good-vW 

what gives them to be free to mine? 



The efllox of the lOiil i* happi n e ia , here b happiacM, 
I think it jiervades the open air, waitiajj at all umca, 
Now it Aowi unto ut, we are rightly charged. 

Here rises the fluid moA attaching character, 

The fluid and attachiitg character is the ftcshncsa and i 

of man and woman, 
(Tbo berha of the morning spnwt no fresher and saw 

day out of the roots of thciuehres, than it apn 

and iwccl cootinually out of itsclC) 
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ADons ! yet take warning ! 
He traveling with me needs the best b«u>L :: 
None may come to the trial tiD he or abe In^ ciy^r 
Come not here if you have already >vec: tiv; ':>e^ 
Only those may come who come in awcct xzp\ *W^ 
So diseas'd person, no rum-drinker \a vexjcreju 
here. 
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( I and miDC do not convince by aiguinenta, timflei, thymeii 
Wc ccmviocc by our presence.) 



I jsten ! I win be honest with you, 

1 do not ofTer the ok] smooth prizes, but oflcr rough new prixa, 

Thrac are the days that must happen to you : 

You shall not heap up wh.ii is t^all'i! richei. 

You shall scatter witli lakish hand all that ygu earn or achieve. 

You but arrive at the city lu which you were dndn'il. yoa han 

settle yourself to satisfaction before you ore caU'd by » 

irresistible call to depart. 
You shall be treated to the ironical smiles and mocking* of t] 

who remain behind yoti, 
^VtuU beckonings of love you receive you shall only uuwvr w 

passionate kisses of parting. 
You shall not allow the hold of those who spread their reach'J 

hands toward you. 



Aliens I alter the great Companions, and to belonf to them 1 
They loo are on the road — they are the swift and mi^ettic e 

they are the greatest women, 
Enk>ycts ot calms of seaa and storms of seas, 
Sailon of many a ship, walken of many a mile of land, 
Habitots of many dtsOnt coonlhcs, hatntu^ of br>fliat>at d 
IVtiiten of men and women, obMtvera of cities, soOtaiy li 
ftuaers and contemplators of tufts, tilossoms, sbeUs of tl ~ 
Danccn at wedding-dances, kisvcrs of brides, tender I 

children, bearers of children, 
Soldien of revolts, slanders liy gaping graves, I 

Joon>cyen oner consecnttve seasons, over the yews, the t 
years each emerging from that which preceded it, 

{ouraeyers as whh companions, namely their own diverse p 
'orth-stcppen from the latent unicalixed baby-days, 
Joumeyefs ptly with their own youth, jounteycn whb 1 
bcarucQ and wcU-gnun'd matihood, 

{oofiieyen with (heir womanhood, ample, unsmpMs'd, como^ 
aamefat with tbcit own nUine old age of matdiood or « 

hood, 
Old age, eafan, exptaded, bmad with the hanghty bRaddi of d 



Old age, flowing free with the debdous near-by frecdoa of d 
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! to that which is endless as it was beginningless. 
To imdergo much, tramps of days, rests of nights, 
To meise all in the travel they tend to, and the days and nights 

wey tend to, 
Again to merge them in the start of superior journeys, 
To see nothing anywhere but what you may reach it and pass it. 
To conceive no time, however distant, but what you may reach it 

and pass it. 
To look up or down no road but it stretches and waits for you, 

however long but it stretches and waits for you. 
To see no being, not God's or any, but you also go thither, 
To see no possession but you may possess it, enjoying all without 

labor or purchase, abstracting the feast yet not abstracting 

one particle of it. 
To take the best of the fiaurmer's farm and the rich man's elegant 

viDa, and the chaste blessings of the well-married couple, 

and the fruits of orchards and flowers of gardens, 
To take to your use out of the compact cities as you pass through. 
To cany buildings and sQrets with you afterward wherever you go. 
To gather the nunds of men out of their brains as you encounter 

them, to gather the love out of their hearts. 
To take your lovers on the road with you, for all that you leave 

them behind you, 
To faiQw the universe itself as a road, as many roads, as roads for 

traveling souls. 

Al puts away for the progress of souls, 

Al religion, all solid things, arts, governments — all that was or is 
apparent upon this globe or any globe, falls into niches and 
comers before the procession of souls along the grand roads 
of the universe. 

Of tk p w)gr css of the souls of men and women along the grand 
loads of the universe, all other progress is the necde<l 
emblem and sustenance. 

^1 FoRver aHve, ftyrever forward, 

^ ^My, solemn, sad, withdrawn, baffled, mad, turbulent, feeble, 



Despente, proud, fond, sick, accepted by men, rejected by men, 
Thtf go ! they go ! I know that they go, but I know not where 

they go, 
Bttt I know that they go toward the best — toward something 



{ 



I 



Lkaiss of CXASi 



Whoever you are, come foitli ! or inau or woman rotne forth 1 

You must not slay sleeping anil dallying there in tbc I 

tliough you buill U, or though it has been boiU Ibr ynn 

Out of the dnrk ruiifinemeat 1 out fuim liebind tbc Kteen I 
It u useleat to juotext, 1 know all and ex]iose iU 

Behold through you as bad as the rest. 

Through the laughter, dancing, dining, suppins. of pea|dC( 

Imide of dmses and ornaments, inside of those wxA'd 1 

triinm'd facet. 
Behold a scoet silent loathing and despair. 

No husband, no nifc, no friend, trxisted to bear the c 
Anodicr self, a duplicate of every one, skulking and hiding it g 
Formless and wordless through the streets of the cities, poltle s 

blond in the pariors. 
In the con of railroads, :n cteamlioats, in the public a 
Home to the houses of men and women, at the table, ill I 

roum, cvcrywhcTe, 
Smartly altired, coimtcn.inrc smiling, form upright, c 

the brcrnst-bonn, hcU under the skult-bancs. 
Under the broadcloth and gloves imtler the ribbons i 

Keeping fair witli the customs, speaking not a syliaUc of I 
Speaking of any thing dse but never of itKlH 



AUoQs I thtou^i straggles and wsi« I 

The god (hat was mined caitnol be c otn i t ennanded. 

Have the past itragglcs cuccecded? 

What has succeeded ? younelf ? your natkni? Kamre? 

Now imdctsuod toe «d) — it » provided in the esMDce of 1| 
that Groin any fruitioD of success, no raaa 
come forth something to make a gieatet straggle ■ 

My can b the call of battle, t nourish active rebelBon, 
He gmng with me must go vrcU orni'd, 
Ha going with me goes often with spare diet, poveity, i 
tocmics, dcaenioDs. 



AUoail die kmk) ii bdoR us I 
ll \»mSt — I have tried it — my own feet ba>-e tried it weD- 
not detotn'd) 
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Let the IMoot remain on the desk unwritten, and the book on the 

toeif unopen'd ! 
Let the tools remain in the workshop ! let the money remain 

uneam'dl 
Let the school stand I mind not the cry of the teacher ! 
Let the preacher preach in his pulpit ! let the lawyer plead in the 

court, and the judge expound the law. 

Cametado, I give you my hand ! 

I ghfe you my love more precious than money, 

1 ghre you myself before preaching or law ; 

WQl you give me yourself ? will you come travel with me ? 

Shan we slick by each other as long as we live ? 



CROSSING BROOKLYN FERRY. 



POOD-TIDE below me I I see you face to face ! 
Clouds of the west — sun there half an hour high — I see 
you also face to face. 

Crowds of men and women attired in the usual costumes, how 
curious you are to me ! 

Od the ferry-boats the hundreds and hundreds that cross, return- 
ing home, are more curious to me than you suppose, 

And you that shall cross fix)m shore to shore years hence are 
more to me, and more in my meditations, than you might 
suppose. 

^ impalpable sustenance of me finom all things at all hours of 

the day, 
loe ample, compact, well-join'd scheme, myself disintegrated, 

every one disintegrated yet part of the scheme, 
^ simihtudes of the past and those of the future, 
^ gbrics Strang like beads on my smallest sights and hearings, 

on the waUc in the street and the passage over the river, 
Ik concnt rushing so swiftly and s¥fimming with me far away, 
The others that are to follow me, the ties between me and them. 
The certainty of others, the life, love, sight, hearing of others. 

OdKis win enter the gates of the ferry and cross from shore to 
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Otlim will W3irii the nin uf the flootl-title, 

(Jtliere wilt sec the shipping i>f ManhatUn north «ml west, I 

the heights or Brooklyn to the south and coat. 
Others will see the isUnils large nnd small ; 
Kilty years hence, others wilt sec tlicm at thry cran, the waa half j 

an hour high, 
A hundred yean hence, or ever so nuny hundred yean hrocc, I 

othen will ace them, 1 

Will enjoy the sunKt, the pnuring-in of the flood-tide, the bliag- I 

back to the tea of the ebbtide. 



It avaib not, time nor place — distance svaJls not. 

I am with you, you men and women of a genentioa, orll 

tnany },>encralions hence, 
Jutt aa you feel when you look on the river and aky, to I fek. 
Just an any of you ii one of a bvin( crowd, I wu ooe of a c r owl, I 
Just u you are refresh'd by the gladotti of the river anil ihel 

bright flow, I was refreth'd, 
Juit as you stand and lean on the rail, yet hurry with the ■ 

cuirent, I stood yet waa hurried. 
Just as you look on the numberleu masts of ships and the thick- 

stcmm'd pipes of steamboats, I look'd. 

I loo many and many a time crots'd the river of oki. 

Watched the 'I'weUUi' month tca-guUs, saw them high in the air 

floating with molianless wtngi, oicillilmg their iKxiic*. 
Saw how the glistening yellow lit up parts of their bodic* and left i 

the rest in strong shadow, J 

Sn* the slow-wheeling circle* and the gradual edging toward the 1 

south. 
Saw the reflection of the summer sky In the water. 
Had my eyes dauled by the ^mmering \xwck of bc«i 
Look'd at the fine centrifugal spokes of tl^ nMnd the shape of I 

ny head in the sunlit water, 
Look'd on the base on tlw hills southward and aoath-watwu 
Look'd on the vapor a* it Aew in fleeces tinged with violet, 
Look'd toward the lower bay to notice the vciMb arming. 
Saw their approach, »w aboaid ihove thai wen near nc. 
Saw the wtiM $aSk of achooncn and sloops, saw the ships at a 
The soilan at work in the righting or out astride the sparit 
IIm roand masli. the awngoig motion of the hulls, the i 

I, the pikNa in Ifacir |i 



CMosstifG Brooklyn Fbrry, i 3 1 

The wUle wike left by the passage, the quick tremulous whirl of 

the wheeby 
The flags of all nations, the falling of them at sunset, 
The tcaDop-edged waves in the twilight, the ladled cups, the 

fiolicsome crests and glistening, 
The stretch afiv growing dimmer and dimmer, the gray walls of 

the granite storehouses by the docks, 
Od the river the shadowy group, the big steam-tug closely flank'd 

on each side by the barges, the hay-boat, the belated 

lighter, 
Od the neighboring shore the fires from the foundry chimneys 

bnrmnff high and glaringly into the night, 

their flicker of bUck contrasted with wild red and jreDow 

light over the tops of houses, and down into the clefts of 

streets. 



and all else were to me the same as they are to you, 
I loved wen those cities, loved well the stately and rapid river. 
The men and women I saw were all near to me, 
Otheis the same — others who look back on me because I look'd 

fofward to them, 
(Tlie tinie wiU come, though I stop here to-day and to-night) 

* 

5 

What is it then between us? 

What b the count of the scores or hundreds of years between us? 

Whatever it is, it avails not — distance avails not, and place avails 

not, 
I loo lived, Brooklyn of ample hills was mine, 
I loo walk'd the streets of Manhattan island, and bathed in the 

waters around it, 
I too feh the curious abrupt questionings stir within me, 
h the day among crowds of people sometimes they came upon me, 
la my walks home late at night or as I lay in my bed they came 

upon me, 
1 too had been struck ftom the float forever held in solution, 
1 too had receiv'd identity by my body, 
IW I was 1 knew was of my body, and what I should be I knew 

I shook! be of my body. 

• 






■M npon yoo akme the daik patches &n, 
<bik threw its patches down upon me ahio. 
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Hic bett I haA done seemM to me blank and uifpidooi. 
My grc» thoujhu u I supjiosed ihcm, were tbey not in r 

meagre? 
Nor ii it you alone who know what it is to be evil, 
I iin he who knew what it was to be evil, 
I loo knitted the old knot of contntriety. 
Blabb'd, blush'd, resented, lied, stole, giudg'd, 
Had Kuile, anger. Iiui, hot wishes I dared not ■peak. 
Was wayward, vain, KTcedy, Bballow. sly, cowaroly, laal 
The wotr, the make, the hog, not wanting in me. 
The cheating look, the frivokxis word, the adutterotn wUi, i 

wanting. 
Refusals, hates, postponements, meannesi, Uane*^ dooc 

wanting, 
Was one with the rest, the days and haps of the rest. 
Was call'd by my aighest name by clear loud voices of yi 

as they saw me approaching or iiasaiag, 
Feb their arms on my neck as I stood, or the ncgUgcnt li 

their flesh against me as I sat. 
Saw many I loved in the street or ferry-boat oe pubBe | 

yet never told them a word. 
Lived the same life with the rest, the same old laughing g 

sleeping, ' 
Flay'd the part that still looks bock on the actor or actre«, 
The same old role, the role that is what we nuke it, as greU m • 

Uke, 
Or n small as wc like, or both great and smalL 



CloMr yet I approach yoa. 

What thought you hare of ine now, I had as much of yon —I h 

in ray stores in advance, 
I conaider'd king and seriously of yoa before you were bn 

Wbo was to know iriiat should come home lo me? 
Who knows bat I am enjoying this? 
Wbo knows, for all the distance, but 1 am as good as loohiif 11 
yoa now, for all you caiuiot sec me? 



Ah, what an ever be more atalely and admitvUe to me d 

hemm'd Manhattan? 
River and sunset and scallop-edg'd waves of fbod-lidc? 
The sea-gulls oscillaiing thnr bodies, the hay>boat in Ihe I 

and the belated lifter? 
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What gods can exceed these that clasp me by the hand, and with 
voices I love call me promptly and loudly by my nighest 
name as I approach ? 

What is more subtle than this which ties me to the woman or man 
that looks in my foce ? 

Which foses me into you now, and pours my meaning into you ? 

We understand then do we not? 

What I promis'd without mentioning it, have you not accepted ? 
What the study could not teach — what the preaching could not 
accomplish is accomplish'd, is it not? 

9 

Flow on, river I flow with the flood-tide, and ebb with the ebb- 
tide ! 
Frolic on, crested and scallop-edg'd waves I 
Gofgeoos doads of the sunset ! drench with your splendor me, or 

the men and women generations after me ! 
CfOM from shore to shore, countless crowds of passengers I 
Stolid ap, tall masts of Mannxdiatta ! stand up, beautiful hills of 

Brooklyn! 
Throb, baffled and curious brain ! throw out questions and answers ! 
Su^)end here and everywhere, eternal float of solution ! 
Case, loving and thirsting eyes, in the house or street or public 

assembly ! 
Sound out, voices of young men I loudly and musically call me by 

my nighest name ! 
live, old life ! play the part that looks back on the actor or actress ! 
^ the old role, the role that is great or small according as one 

makes it! 
Conader, you who peruse me, whether I may not in unknown 

ways be looking upon you ; 
Be firai, lail over the river, to support those who lean idly, yet 

haste with the hasting current ; 
% OQ, sea-birds ! fly sideways, or wheel in large circles high in 

the air; 
deceive the summer sky, you water, and faithfully hold it till all 
I downcast eyes have time to take it from you ! 

I ^^ivtfge, fine spokes of light, from the shape of my head, or any 
J one's head, in the sunlit water ! 

- '-^ CoiDe on, ships from the lower bay ! pass up or down, white-sail'd 
schooners, sloops, lighters ! 
^^ tway, flags of adl nations ! be duly lowered at sunset I 
^ high your fires, foundry chimneys ! cast black shadows at 
nightfall ! cast red and yellow light over the tops of the 
houses! 




Appearances, now or henceforth, indicate whaU von nc^ 

Vou necessary film, continue to envelop the sotu. 

About my body for me, and your liody for yat, be hmf ( 

div-inest aix^mas, 
Thrive, cities — bring your freight, bring your ■)»«■, aofia i 

sufficient rivcre. 
Expand, being than which none else is perfaapi more spirittad. 
Keep your places, objects tlian which none eUe is mOK llMil^ 

You have waited, you always wait, you dumb, beastiJal uuMB 
We receive you with free sense U last, and sre iimtulK Im 
forwMd. 



We use you, and do not cast you asdc — wr pUni you 

nendy within us, 
We fathom you not — wc love you— there isperfectlooiB' 
Vou furnish your parts toward cietnity. 
Great or small, you furnish your parts toward the kwL 



I 



SONG OF THE ANSWERER- 



Now list to my morning's roraanza, I tell the ■ 
Answerer, 
To the cities and farms I sing as they tpn»d m tl 
before me. 



A young man comes to me bearing a mctngc frncn his bratlA 
How shidi the young man know the whether ai>d when a( M 

brother? 
Tell him to send me the signs. 

And I stand before the young man Eire to face, and take Ms ni 
hand in my left hand and hb left hattd in my rigbl knC 

And I answer for his brother and for men. and I aii»«er bf hi 
that answers for all, and send these signs. 



Him all wait for, him all yield up to, his word is 
Him they accept, in him lave, in him perceive '' 

light. 
Him they immene and he 
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Bctttifal women, the haughtiest nations, laws, the landscape, 

people, animals. 
The profound earth and its attributes and the unquiet ocean, (so 

tell I my morning's romanza,) 
AB enjoyments and properties and money, and whatever money 

will buy. 
The best farms, others toiling and planting and he unavoidably 

reaps. 
The noblest and costliest cities, others grading and building and 

he domiciles there, 
NoduDg for any one but what is for him, near and far are for him, 

th« ships in the offing. 
The peipetual shows and marches on land are for him if they are 

for anybody. 

He pQts things in their attitudes, 
He puts to-day out of himself with plasticity and love, 
He places his own times, reminiscences, parents, brothers and 
sisters, associations, employment, politics, so that the rest 
never shame them afterward, nor assume to command 
them. 

He if the Answerer, 

^^ can be answer'd he answers, and what cannot be answer'd 
he shows how it cannot be answer'd. 

A mm b a summons and challenge, 

(It if rain to skulk — do you hear that mocking and laughter? do 
you hear the ironical echoes ?) 

Boob, friendships, philosophers, priests, action, pleasure, pride, 
beat up and down seeking to give satisfaction, 

Be indicates the satisfaction, and in^cates them that beat up and 
down also. 

^KVchever the sex, whatever the season or place, he may go freshly 

and gently and safely by day or by night, 
He has the pass-key of hearts, to him the response of the prying 

of iumds on the knobs. 

Hii wdcome is universal, the flow of beauty is not more welcome 

or universal than he is, 
Tke person he favors by day or sleeps with at night is blessed. 

has its idiom, every thing has an idiom and tongue, 
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He Rftohm all longues into his own and bntowi it apoci nwn.md 
oiiy man mnsktes, and any man tran&latci hinuclf abo. 

One put ducx rm counieta<.-t snotlici port, he is tltc joxaa, be 
»ee» how llicy join. 

He says indiflWcntty and alike Ifimi art jvk friendt lo the 

Pmidcnt at his Icvcc, 
And he says Gonii'day my drpAtr, lo Cudge thai hoes in the 

siigar-ficid. 
And both undcniand him sod know that his speech is rigbL 

He walks with perfect ease in the capjtol, 

He walks among lite Congrciu. and one ReprcscaUInv nys M 
another, Hert is our e^ual apptarinti amd nete. 

Ilien the meclunjrs take him far a inecJianic, 

And the soldien kuiikmc him to be a soldier, and the nam (bit 

he h» Mlow*!) (he lea. 
And the authors take him for nn author, and the artin far ■> 

antst. 
And the laborers perceiTc he could labor with them and love tboo. 
No mancr what the work b, that he is the one to follow it or bM 

IbUow'd it, 
No matter what the nation, that he might find 1 

sisters there. 

The English believe he comes of their English stock, 
A Jew lo the Jew he seems, a Run to the Rust, umal 
removed from none. 

Whoever be looks at in the tnrcler's coAee-bouse ctaims Mm. 
The Italian or Frenchman is sure, the Gcnuut b wrc, the S 

n sure, and the bland Cuban is sure. 
The CDgineeT, tbe deck-hand on the great lakes, or on the Miai 

sippi or St. Lnrcnrc or Sacnmcnto, or Hudsgo or F 

mimok soond, claims him. 

Tbe gendeman of perfect Mood acknowledges his perfect Uood. 
Tbe insuhcT, the prostitute, the anciy persoo, the bcgpi, Mr 

iberaadves in the ways of him, nc strangely tnuuoMtmifan J 
They are not vile any more, Ihcy hardly kiww tbemsdve* Ibey ■ 



Tlw tndicatioQs and tally of itDM, 

PeifDcl cmity ihowi tbe master BDm^pUiaopbt, 
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Time, always without break, indicates itself in parts, 
What ahrays indicates the poet is the crowd of the pleasant com- 
pany of singers, and their words, 
The words of the singers are the hours or minutes of the light or 
dark, but the words of the maker of poems are the general 
light and dark, 
The malwr of poems settles justice, reality, immortality. 
His insight and power encircle things and the human race. 
He b tl^ gk>ry and extract thus far of things and of the human 



The singers do not beget, only the Poet begets. 

The singers are welcom'd, understood, appear often enough, but 

rare has the day been, likewise the spot, of the birth of the 

maker of poems, the Answerer, 
(Not every century nor every five centuries has contain'd such a 

day, for adl its names.) 

Tlie singers of successive hours of centuries may have ostensible 
names, but the name of each of them is one of the singers. 

The name of each is, eye-singer, ear-singer, head-singer, sweet- 
singer, night-singer, parlor-singer, love-singer, weird-singer, 
or something else. 

AH this time and at all times wait the words of true poems, 

The words of true poems do not merely please, 
iTbe true poets are not followers of beauty but the august masters 
I of beauty; 

TIk greatness of sons is the exuding of the greatness of mothers 
and fathers, 

IV voids of true poems are the tuft and final applause of science. 

^^nrine instinct, breadth of vision, the law of reason, health, rudeness 

of body, withdrawnness, 
^ycty, sun-tan, air-sweetness, such arc some of the words of poems. 

The taik>r and traveler underiie the maker of poems, the Answerer, 
% bdlder, geometer, chemist, anatomist, phrenologist, artist, all 
theK underlie the maker of poems, the Answerer. 

i The words of the true poems give you more than poems, 

;■ They give jrou to form for yourseu poems, religions, poUtics, war, 

j peace, behavior, histories, essays, daily life, and every thing 

r else, 

! They balance ranks, colors, races, creeds, and the sexes. 
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Thcjr do not seek bcsuitjr, they mn •ougbl. 
Forever unichine ihctn or dose upon tncm folkMn beauty, k 
fun, love-sick. 

l^vef pfcpue ior de«th, yet are they oot the linUh, but ruber the 

oatKt, 
They bring none to hii or her lenoinu* or to be content tiid full, 
Whuin they take they lalte into ipace to behold the btrth of stui, 

to Iram one of the meanings. 
To bunch qIT with ab*ulnte faith, to sweep through the 

rings and never be quiet again. 



OUR OLD FEUILLAGE. 



■ Always Horida'i green pcninsuU — always the . 

delta of I^cniisiana — always the cotton-Aelds of Alabama 

and Texas, 
Ahnyi Califbmia't golden hills and hollows, and the tihrer 

uins of New Mexico — always soft-bieath'd Cuba, 
Always the vast slope drwn'd by the Sotithem sea, inar 

the slopes clnun'd by the Eastern uul Western 
The area the eighty-third year of these Sutea, the three and a half 

millions of square nules, 
The eighteen thousand mliea of an-coaat and bay-«oaat m the 

inain, the thirty tfaooand miles of river navlfatioa. 
lite seven milttons of diaJncl bmilies and the same nanbatflf 

dwellings — always these, and more, brancMog ibrth 

nufflbene* brandtei. 
Always the free ruge and dhrcrrity — always the 

Democracy; 
Always the prattiea, pw tB rea, Ibreals, vaM dtics, mvders, 

the snows; 
Always these compact lands tied U the hips with the bek 

the bife (wal lakn ; 
Mmuft the Wai with itnng nalhre penoos^ the iocreaaing 

then, the haUtana. friendly, ihteateniiig, itooical. 



All alalia, South, North, East— d deeds, piamiacaixaly d 

alltinies, 
Al dmBClen, raovemcMs, gtowtha, a few noticed, myiiada v 

ticcd, 
llKMfk Manaahatta's siiecu I walking, these duoga g 
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4 m interior rivers by night in the glare of pine knots, steamboats 

wooding up, 
Sunli^t by day on the valley of the Susquehanna, and on the 
valleys of the Potomac and Rappahannock, and the valleys 
of tl^ Roanoke and Delaware, 
In dieir northeriy wilds beasts of prey haunting the Adirondacks 

tbe hiDs, or lapping the Saginaw waters to drink, 
In a lonesome inlet a sheldrake lost from the flock, sitting on the 

water rocking silently, 
In fiumers' bams oxen in the stable, their harvest labor done, they 

rest standing, they are too tired, 
Afiv on arctic ice the she-walrus lying drowsily while her cubs play 

around, 
The hawk sailing where men have not yet sail'd, the farthest polar 

sea, rippfy, crystalline, open, beyond the floes. 
White drift spooning ahead where the ship in the tempest dashes. 
On solid land what is done in cities as the bells strike midnight 

together. 
In primitive woods the sounds there also sounding, the howl of the 
wolf^ the scream of the panther, and the hoarse bellow of 
the elk, 
Ii winter beneath the hard blue ice of Moosehead hke, in summer 

viable through the clear waters, the great trout swimming, 
h lower latitudes in warmer air in the Carolinas the large black 

buzzard floating sbwly high beyond the tree tops, 
Mow, the red cedar festoon'd with tylandria, the pines and 
cy pre sacs growing out of the white sand that spreads far 
and flat, 
Kode boats descending the big Pedee, climbing pkmts, parasites 

with color'd flowers and berries enveloping huge trees, 
^ waving dn4>ery on the live-oak trailing long and low, noise- 
lessly waved by the wind, 
^ camp of Georgia wagoners just after dark, the supper-fires 

and the coolung and eating by whites and negroes, 
^^ or forty great wagons, the mules, cattle, horses, feeding 

from troughs, 
*1k ihadowB, gleams, up under the leaves of the old sycamore- 
trees, t)^ flames with the black smoke from the pitch-pine 
curling and rising ; 
S<>iMlKm fishermen fishing, the sounds and inlets of North Caro- 
lina's coast, the shad-fishery and the herring-fishery, the 
lirge sweep-seines, the windlasses on shore work'd by 
-"t hones, the clearing, curing, and packing-houses ; 

I ^^ in the forest in piney woods turpentine dropping from the 
^ \ incisions in the trees, there are the turpentine works, 
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lliere are the negroes at work in good health, the ground in all 

directions is cover'd with pine straw ; 
In Tennessee and Kentucky slaves busy in the coalings, at the 

forge, by the furnace-blaze, or at the corn-shucking. 
In Virginia, the pkmter's son returning after a long absence, joy- 

fiiDy wekom'd and kiss'd by the aged mulatto nuise. 
On rivers boatmen safely moor'd at nighcUl in their boats under 

shelter of high banks. 
Some of the younger men dance to the sound of the banjo or 

fiddle, others sit on the gunwale smoking and talking ; 
Late in the afternoon the mocking-bird, the American mimic. 

singing in the Great Dismal Swamp, 
There are the greenish waters, the resinous odor, the plenteous 

moss, the cypress-tree, and the juniper-tree ; 
Northward, young men of ^Iannahatta, the target company from 

an excursion returning home at evening, the musket-muz- 

sles ail bear bunches of flowers presented by women ; 
Children at play, or on his father's lap a young boy iallen aslce]>. 

(how his lips move ! how he smiles in his sleep !) 
The scout riding on horseback over the plains west of the Missis- 
sippi, he ascends a knoll and sweeps his eyes around ; 
California life, the miner, beardeti, dress'd in his rude costume. 

the stanch California friendship, the sweet air, the grave? 

one in passing meets solitary just aside the horse-path ; 
Down in Texas the cotton-field, the negro-cabins, drivers 6n\m 

mules or oxen before rude carts, cotton bales piled o 

banks and wharves ; 
Encircling all, vast-darting up and wide, the American Soul, wi 

equal hemispheres, one Ix>ve, one Dilation or iVide ; 
In arriere the peace-talk with the Iroquois the aborigines, ^ 

calumet, the pipe of good-will, arbitration, and indor 

ment. 
The sachem blowing the smoke first toward the sun and f 

toward the earth. 
The drama of the scalp-dance enacted with painted faces 

guttural exclamations. 
The setting out of the war-party, the long and stealthy march 
The single file, the swinging hatchets, the surprise and slai 

of enemies ; 
An the acts, scenes, ways, persons, attitudes of these ■ 

reminiscences, institutions, 
An these Sutes compact, every square mile of these States ^ 

excepting a particle; 
Me pkas'd, rambling in lanes and country fields, Run 

6eMS| 
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Obsen-ing the spiral flight of two little yellow butterflies shuffling 
between each other, ascending high in the air, 

The darting swallow, the destroyer of insects, the fall traveler 
southward but returning northward early in the spring, 

The country boy at the close of the day driving the heni of cows 
and shouting to them as they loiter to browse by tfie road- 
side, 

Tlie city wtiarf, Boston, Philadelphia, Baltimore, Charleston, New 
(Means, San Francisco, 

The departing ships when the sailors heave at the capstan ; 

Evening — me in my room — the setting sun, 

The setting summer sun shining in my open window, showing the 
swarm of flies, suspended, lialancing in the air in the centre 
of the room, darting athwart, up and down, casting swift 
shadows in specks on the opposite wall where the shine is ; 

The athletic American matron speaking in public to crowds of 



Males, females, immigrants, combinations, the copiousness, the 
individuality c? the States, each for itself — the money- 
makers. 
Factories, machinery, the mechanical forces, the windlass, lever, 

pulley, all certainties. 
The certainty of space, increase, freedom, futurity, 
la space the sporades, the scattered islands, the stars — on the 
firm earth, the lands, my lands, 

lands I all so dear to me — what you are, (whatever it is,) I 
putting it at random in these songs, become a part of that, 
whatever it is. 

Southward there, I screaming, with wings slow flapping, with the 
myriads of gulls wintering along the coasts of Florida, 

Olherways there atwixt the banks of the Arkansaw, the Rio 
Grande, the Nueces, the Brazos, the Tombigbce, the Red 
River, the Saskatchawan or the Osage, I with the spring 
waters laughing and skipping and running, 

^'ofthward, on the sands, on some shallow bay of Paumanok, I 
with parties of snowy herons wading in the wet to seek 
worms and aquatic plants, 

•^^titatmg, triumphantly twittering, the king-bird, from piercing 
the crow with its bill, for amusement — and I triumphantly 
twittering. 

lac migrating flock of wild geese alighting in autumn to refresh 
themselves, the body of the flock feed, the sentinels out- 
side move around with erect heads watching, and arc from 
■^ time to time relicv'd by other sentinels — and I feeding 

and taking turns with the rest. 



\ 



In : 



idian fomts the i 



, Urge as an ox, cocner'd by 



hnntcn, rising desperately on his hind-rcct, and ptmgioc 
■ • ' - ■ ■ - ■ ■ ,_an<l I. 



with hb rorc-fect, the hoob at sharp as kni<m 
plunging at the hunters, comcr'd and despcrUe, 

In the Mannahatta, strecU, pien, shipping, store-houses, and the 
countless wco^men workit^ in the shops, 

And I too or the Mannahuta, singing thereof — and do lea is 
mjnelf than the whole of the Maiuuhatta in indl^ 

Singing the King of These, my ever-united lands — taj bodjr no 
more inevitably united, part to part, and made otU ol a 
thousand diverse contributions one identity, utj more t' 
my lands arc inevitably united and nuule Uks tbcnnv 

Nativities, clitnates, the grass of the great pastoral Hain^ 

Cities, labors, death, animals, products, war, good and cvi 
these me, 

These aflbrding, in all their particulars, the aid frnilla(r lo 

and to America, how can 1 do less than psn the dew at 
the union of them, to aiTord the like lo you t 

Whoever you are 1 bow can I but oflier you divine leaves, that }«■ 
also be eligible as I am ? 

How can I but as here chanting, invite you for yoonelf lo 
bouqoeta of the incomparable feuillage of tbcae StW 
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Full of music — full of manhood, n 
Full of common employments — full of grain and U 

O Car the voke* of aoimab — O lor the swiftncM and boluee < 

6sbcsl 
O for the dropping of nundrops in aaongi 
O fai the innshine and motion of waves in « socig I 



the )oy of my si^rit — it is nncaged— it daits Ukc ti 
It is not enonfj) to bam this ^obe or a certain time, 

1 win have thoounds of globei and all Umc. 

O the cnciDeer^ joys I lo go with a locomotive 1 
_Xb ^>^*' u>B !<■■ ™ steam, the meny shriek, tiie m 
lan^hiog kicomativo I 
Dporii with reaiitlen way and speed off in the il 
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O the glecsome saunter over fields and hillsides ! 

Tbe Ittves and flowers of the commonest weeds, the moist fresh 

stOfaiesi of the woods, 
Hie aaaisite smell of the earth at daybreak, and all through the 

lOfenoon. 

O the hofieman's and horsewoman's joys ! 
Hie saddle, the gallop, the pressure upon the seat, the cool gurgling 
by the ears and 



the fireman's joys 1 

1 hear the alarm at dead of night, 

I hear beOs, shouts 1 I pass the crowd, I run 1 
The slight of the flames maddens me with pleasure. 

O the joy of the strong-brawn'd fighter, towering in the arena in 
perfect condition, conscious of power, thinting to meet his 
opponent 

the joy of that vast elemental sympathy which only the human 
soul is capable of generating and emitting in steady and 
limitless floods. 

the mother's joys ! 

TW watching, the endurance, the precious love, tlie anguish, the 
patiently yielded life. 

die joy of increase, growth, recuperation, 

^ joy of soothing and pacifying, the joy of concord and harmony. 

to go back to the place where I was bom, 

"^o httr the birds sing once more. 

To amble about the house and bam and over the fields once moro, 

Aad through the orchard and along the old lanes once more. 

to have been brought up on bays, lagoons, creeks, or along the 



j||^ continue and be employed there all my life, 

^ briny and damp smeU, the shore, the salt weeds exposed at 

low water, 
•ke work of fishermen, the work of the eel-fisher and clam-fishcr ; 
'cone with my dam-iake and spade, I come with my eel-spear, 
j* the tide out? I join the group of clam-diggers on the flats, 
1 hogh and work with them, I joke at my work like a mettlesome 

young man; 
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In winter I take my eel-baxket and eel-«pcar and travel out oa Ibol 
on the tee — I have a mull axe to cut ht^ in the ice. 

Behold mc well-dothcd going gayly or retumin^t in the 
my bnxKl of tough boys occompanying me. 

My brood of grown and port-grown Iwj-s, who lore to be whh 
one ebc so well u they love to be with me. 

By day to work with mc, and by night to sle«p with me. 

Another time in warm weather out in a boat, to lift the lotMcr-pots 
where they arc sunk with heavy btonn, (I koow Uie 
buoyx,) 

the (weetneas of the Finh-roonlh morning upon the water ■• I 

row }u»t before tunrise toward the buoys, 
t poll the wicker pott up »!anltngly. the dark green lobMcn m 
deipcratc with their claws u I take them out, I 
wooden pegs in the joints of their pincers, 

1 go to all the places one after another, and then row had lo the 

There in a huge kettle of boiling water the lobsten ihall be botTil 
till their color becomes icatlei. 

Another time mackerel -taking, 

Voradoui, mad for the hook, near the snrtuie, they seem U) fill the 

water (at milei ; 
Another time fishing lur rock-lish in Chesape^K bay, I one trf 

brownfareil crew; 
Another timi: trailing fur blue-fish off Paomanolc, I Mmd i 

bracrti IxxJy. 
My left foot is on the gunwale, my rigfat arm ttutiwv br CMt 

coils of slender io{ie. 
Id sight around mc the quick veering and daninf at fifty 

my companions. 

O boating oa the riven, 

Ttix voyage tkiwn the SL Lawrence, the superb Kcneiy, I 



The ship* nfliog, the Thousand Idandi, the occasional tjnbs-fvft. 

and the ntbraen with tong-reacbing swttp-oan. 
The little hnta on the raft*, ana the slieam oT smoke itei tlHf 

cooknpperal evening. 

(O ■otetMng peraicMMi ami dread t 
SonctUng br away from a pony and pfoui life I 



Somethii^ escaped from the anchorage and driving fire.) 



A Song of Joys. 145 

(^ to work in mines, or forging iron, 

l**uundry casting, the foundry itself, the rude high roof, the ample 

and shadow'd space, 
ITie fanuice, the hot liquid pour'd out and running. 

O to resume the joys of the soldier I 

To feel the presence of a brave commanding officer — to feel his 

sympathy I 
To behold his calmness — to be warm'd in the rays of his smile I 
To go to battle — to hear the bugles play and the drums beat ! 
To hear the crash of artillery — to see the glittering of the bayonets 

and musket-barrels in the sun ! 
To see men fall and die and not complain ! 
To taste the savage taste of blood — to be so devilish ! 
To gkMU so over the wounds and deaths of the enemy. 

the whaleman's joys ! O I cruise my old cruise again I 

Ifeel the ship's motion mider me, I feel the Atlantic breezes fan- 
ning me, 

1 bear the cry again sent down from the mast-head. There — she 

bhws t 
Again I spring up the rigging to look with the rest — we descend, 

wild with excitement, 
I Wap in the lower'd boat, we row toward our prey where he lies, 
^'e approach stealthy and silent, I see the mountainous moss, 

lethargic, basking, 
I see the harpooneer standing up, I see the weapon dart from his 

vigorous arm ; 
swift again far out in the ocean the wounded whale, settling, 

running to windward, tows me, 
•^gauQ I see him rise to breathe, we row close again, 
^ i«e a hnce driven through his side, press'd deep, tum'd in 

the wound, 
'^S>in we back off, I see him settle again, the life is leaving him 

&sl, 
•^ he rises he spouts blood, I see him s^-im in circles narrower 

an<l narrower, swiftly cutting the water — I see him die, 
"e gives one convulsive leap in the centre of the circle, and then 

falb flat and still in the bloody foam. 

^^ oW manhood of me, my noblest joy of all ! 

qT children and grand-children, my white hair and beard, 

^7 hrgeness, calmness, majesty, out of the long stretch of my life. 



^ ripen'd joy of womanhood ! O happiness at last ! 



I 
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I am inoTt: than eighty ye«n of age, I ■!□ Uk rkhI vcnc»Ue J 

mother, 
How clear b my minci — how all people dnw oi^ to d 
What attractiom are these beyond any before? what V 

than the bloom of youth? 
What beauty is thia that descenda upon me and riaca o 

O the orator's joy» t 

To inflate the chest, to roll the thunder of the vmce oat frn 

rit» and throat. 
To nuke the people rage, weqi, hate, desire, with fomtSi, 
To lead America — to quell America with a great tottgofc 

O the joy of my soul leaning pois'd on itself, r 

thronsh maiertals and loving them, obaervinf < 

and abaorbing them, ^^ 

My soul vibcated bade to me tram them, from lifthl, heortaftVI 
reason, articulation, comijahMin, memory, and the Hw, 

The real life of my scrscs and flesh transcending my senses aitd flesh. 

My body done with nutcriab, my sight tlone with my material eyes. 

Proved to me this day beyond cavil that it is not my cnalenal eyei 
which finally sec, 

Nor my material body which finally loves, wbQd 
embraces, procreates. 

the farmer's jo^-s I 
Obioon's, llltni>uian's, Wisconsinese', Kanadiaa's, lowan'i, Kaa- 

sian's, Miaourian's, Oregoncse' )o3rs ! 
To rise at peep of day and |»is forth nimbly to work. 
To plough land in the fiJI for wintcr>cown cropt, 

1 o plou^ land in the spring for maixe. 

To train orchaida, to graft the trees, to gather apples in the Gd. 

O to bathe in the swimming -both, or in a good pincc ■loQg ihan 
To qibah the water ! to wdk anUc>deep, or race naked uDOf t 

diore. 



Oto realize space! 

The plenteousncss of all, thai there are no boarKb, 
To emerge and be of the sky, of the sun and mooi 
ckxtds, as one with them. 

- O the joy of a manly aetf-hood t 

ESb be aovilc to none, to defer to nooe. not lo any t] 

V or unknont, 
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To walk with erect carriage, a step springy and elastic, 
To look with calm gaze or with a flashing eye. 
To qieak with a full and sonorous voice out of a broad chest. 
To confront with your personality all the other personalities of the 
earth. 

Know'st thou the excellent joys of youth ? 

joyi of the dear companions and of the merry word and laughing 

&ce? 
Joy of the glad light-beamins day, joy of the wide-breath'd games ? 
Joy of sweet music, joy of the lighted ball-room and the dijicers ? 
Joy of the plenteous dinner, strong carouse and drinking? 

Yet O my soul supreme ! 

Know'st thou the joys of pensive thought? 

Joys of the free and lonesome heart, the tender, gloomy heart? 

Joys of the solitary walk, the spirit bow'd yet proud, the suflering 

and the struggle? 
Tk agonistic throes, the ecstasies, joys of the solemn musings day 

ornight? 
]oys of the thought of Death, the great spheres Time and Space ? 
Piophetic joys of better, loftier love's ideals, the divine wife, the 

sweet, eternal, perfect comrade ? 
]o]fi aD thine own undying one, joys worthy thee O souL 

while I live to be the ruler of life, not a slave, 

To meet life as a powerful conqueror, 

^0 fiimes, no ennui, no more complaints or scornful criticisms, 

To these proud laws of the air, the water and the ground, provin 

my interior soul impregnable, 
And Qoduns exterior shall ever take command of me. 






^« 






^<» not life's joys alone I sing, repeating — the joy of death ! 
^ beautiful touch of Death, soothing and benumbing a few 

moments, for reasons, 
Myself discharging my excrementitious body to be bum'd, or 

render'd to powder, or buried, 
IJt ftal body doubtless left to me for other spheres, 
''y voided body nothing more to me, returning to the purifications, 

further offices, eternal uses of the earth. 

2^ ittract by more than attraction ! 

^ it is I Imow not — yet behold ! the something which obeys 

none of the rest, 
« ^ offensive, never defensive — yet how magnetic it draws. 
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O to stnigt^ ngunst great odds, to meet enemki andamitnl ! 
To be entirely alone with them, to fimi how much one can ttaad '. 
To look strife, toiture, prison, popular odium, &ce to face ! 
To mount the scaiToId, to advance to the muzslcs of guns with 

perfect nonchalance ! 
To be indeed a God ! 

O to sail to sea in a ship I 

To leave this steady unendurable land. 

To leave the tiresome sameness of the streets, the sidewalks and 

the houses. 
To leave you O you solid motionless land, and entering a ship, 
To sail and sail and sail ! 

O to have life henceforth a poem of new joys I 

To dance, clap hands, exult, shout, skip, loap. roll on, float on ! 

To be a sailor of the world bound for all jiom, 

A ship itself, (see indeed these sails 1 spreail to the sun and air,) 

A swift and swelling ship full of rich words, full of joys. 
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WEAPON shapely, naked, wan. 
Head from the mother's bowels drawn. 
Wooded Aesh and metal tione. limb only one and lip ooly one, 
(>ny-bluc leaf by red-heat grown, helve producetl from a littk 

seed sown. 
Resting the grass amid and upon, 
To be lean'd and to lean on. 

StiDOg shapes an<l atirilnites of strong shapes, masculine tndcs, 

sights and sounds. 
I^ng varied train of an cmMem, <lal« of musir. 
Fingers of the organist skipping staccato over the keys of the 

great organ. 

Welcome are all earth's lands, each for its kind, 
Wekoone are lands of ))inc ami oak. 
Welcome are lan<Is of the lemon and fig, 
Welcome arc bntis of gold. 
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Wdoome are hnds of wheat and maize, welcome those of the 

gnpe, 
Wekome are lands of susar and rice, 
Welcome the cotton-lands, welcome those of the white potato 

and sweet potato, 
Welcome are mountains, flats, sands, forests, prairies, 
Welcome the rich borders of rivers, table-lands, openings. 
Welcome the measureless grazing-lands, welcome the teeming soil 

of orchards, flax, honey, hemp ; 
Welcome just as much the other more hard-faced lands. 
Lands rich as lands of gold or wheat and fruit lands. 
Lands of mines, lands of the manly and rugged ores, 
Lands of coal, copper, lead, tin, zinc. 
Lands of iron — lands of the make of the axe. 



Tbe log at the wood-pile, the axe supported by it, 

The sylvan hut, the vine over the doorway, the space clear'd for a 

garden, 
The inrq;ular tapping of rain down on the leaves after the storm 

islull'd. 
The wailing and moaning at intervals, the thought of the sea, 
The thought of ships struck in the storm and put on their beam 

ends, and the cutting away of masts, 
The sentiment of the huge timbers of old-fashion*d houses and 

bams. 
The remember'd print or narrative, the voyage at a venture of 

men, families, goods, 
The disembarkation, the founding of a new city, 
The voyage of those who sought a New England and found it, the 

outset anywhere. 
The settlements of the Arkansas, Colorado, Ottawa, Willamette, 
The slow progress, the scant fare, the axe, rifle, saddle-bags ; 
The beauty of all adventurous and daring persons. 
The beaoty of wood-boys and wood-men with their clear un 

trimm'd faces, 
beaoty of independence, departure, actions that rely on 

themselves, 
American contempt for statutes and ceremonies, the bound- 
less impatience of restraint, 
loose drift of character, the inkling through random types, 

the soUdiflcation ; 
The batcher in the slaughter-house, the hands aboard schooners 

and sloops, the raftsman, the pioneer, 



I50 



Imavks op Gkass. 



Lumbermen in their winter camp, daytxcak ia tbe woodi, i 

or snow on the timbs of trees, the occasioiui napiriaL. 
The gUd clear »ouqc] of ooe'i own voice, the meny lonc, the 

natural life of the woods, the strong day's woil^ 
The Mazing fire at night, i)ic swecl taste of supper, the talk, the 

t)ed of hemlock -boughs and the bcar-tkin ; 
The house- huilder at work in cities or uijrwbere. 
The preparatory jointing, squahiig, sawing, morttiing, 
The hoist-up of l>can», tlie push or them in thcif pfa 

them rcKutar, 
Setting the studs by their tenons in the mortises acootding a* ibey 

were prepared, 
Tbc blows of mallets and hammcra, the ottittMlci (rf the i 

their curv'd limbs. 
Bending, standing, astride the beams, driving in pins, boMlag o« 

by posts and braces, 
The hooit'd arm over the ptale, the other arm wiekUog the axe. 
The Aoor-men forcing the planks dose to be nail'il. 
Their postures bringing their weapons downward on t 
The echoes resounding through the vacant building ; 
The huge storehouse carried up in the city well UMcr way. 
The six framing-ncn, two in the middle and two at each vtA, 

carefiilly bearing on their shoulders a heavy stkk far tf 



The crowded Unc of masotts with trowels in their right I 

rapidly laying the long side-wall, two hundred fe^ 

front to rear. 
The flexible rise and fall of backs, the coolinnal dick of the 

trowels striking the bncks, 
Tbc bricks one after another each laid so wotkmuilAe in in 

place, and set with a knock of tbe trowd-haruUc, 
The piles of tnatrriali, the mortar on the moriar-bosida, aad Uw 

sicaily rrplenishing by the hod-men ; 
Spar-makcn in the spar-yard, the swarmii^ row of wcO< 

apprentices. 
The swing of their axes on the square-hew'd log 

the shape of a mast. 
The brisk shon ctacUe of tbe steel driven dantingly i; 
The buttcr-cokir'd clujis Rying off in great tUkea and 
The limber motion of^ brawny young ams and hipa n CMjr 



The cosisUuctor of wfaarvci, 
stanagaiwt tbc sea; 

Tlie cky nrenua, the ftre that 
pack'd square. 



bridges, pien^ bolt-liBad^ i 
bvisia fanh ia ihc t 
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Tktt iRMiig cDginei, the house shouts, the nimble stei^ng and 

daring, 
The Strang command through the fire-trampets, the falling in linc^ 

the me and fiUl of the amis Torcing the water. 
The dender, qtasmic, blue-white jets, the bringing to bear of the 

hooka and ladders and their execution, 
Tbe craih and cut away of conncctiDg wood-work, or through 

floon if the fire imouldeis under them. 
The crowd with their lit &ces watching, the glare and denae 

shadows; 
The fcner at his fbrge-fiiniace and the user of iron after him. 
The maker of tbe axe large and small, and the welder and tem- 

Tbe cboowr bceaihing His Iweath on the cold steel and trying the 

edge with his thumb, 
The one iriio dean-shapes the handle and sets it firmly in tbe 

wcket; 
Hie shadowy proceasiom of the portraits of the past users also, 
Hk primal patient mechanics, the architects and engineers, 
The Br-<^ Assyrian edifice and Mizra edifice. 
The Roman tictors inreceding the consuls, 
The antiqae European warrior with his axe in combat. 
The oplifted arm, the clatter of blows on the helmeted head. 
Hie death-hoiri, the limpsy tumbling body, the rush of friend and 

fee thither. 
The siege of revolted lieges determin'd for liberty, 
Tke nmmons to surrender, tbe battering at castle gates, tbe truce 

and parley, 
Hte nek of an old city in its time. 
The banting in of mercenaries and bigots tumultuously and 



Roar, ftames, blood, drunkenness, madness. 

Goods freely rifled from houses and temples, screams of women in 

the gripe of brigands, 
CiaA and thievery of camp-followers, men running, old persons 



The hell of war, the cruelties of creeds. 

The lilt of aD executive deeds and words just or unjust. 

The power of penooality just or unjust. 



and piock fareverl 



I inviaorates Ufe invigorates death, 
Ibe dead adn 



Aad Ibe dead advance as much as the living advance, 
Aad the future b do more uncertain than the present. 
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For the nMchaea of the eaith and of in*ii enclMci as moch i 

the delioitMsc of (he eanh mrA of man, 
And Dothlng endures but penonal qiulitks. 

What do you think endures ? 

[Jo jfou irink a great city rodurea? 

O a tixming ntanuliictunng Hale ? or a prep are d 

ihc lM;«t built >(i;iuiuhips? 
Ur holcUof gnnilc and iron? OTonychef-d'ouviciof 

foru. 



Awaj t tbew are not to be cheri&h'd for thenudvei. 
They fin their hour, the diinccn dance, the 

then). 

The shoor |iaases, all does well enough of coone, 
AH does very well till one Hash of defiance. 



If it be a few ragged huU it is 
workt 



ptajrl 



the greatest city in the wholt 



The place wben a great city stands is not the place of Mnt 

wharves, doclis, nuuiufactores, depostis of pto dtt cB ma 
Nor the t^e of ceaseless salutes of new<cotnen or the aac 

lifters of the departing. 
Nor the pbce of the tallest ud costliest buildinga or sbofs m 

goocb lioin the rest of the eaith, 
Nor the place of the best libraries and ichooli^ dot the pbce w 

money b plentiest. 
Nor the place of the roost nnmofoiu ptquUtkn. 

VVhcre ihe city staada with the brawniest bn«d of ontoa 

bsrdi. 
Where the city stands that is bclov'd by these, and bras tba 

Tctnm and understands them, 
Ulicre no monutnents exist to heroes but in the f orroM * 

and deeds. 
Where thriA is in its place, ai»d ptudence is in its pUce, 
Where the men and women thiiik lightly of the laws. 
Where the slave ceases, and the mas ter of slaves ceases, 
UTiere the popnlace rile at once againtf the iwvef'-eadti^ 

of elected persons. 
Where fietre men and women pour forth as the sea to Ihe 

of death poors its sweeping and uiuipt waves, 
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Where outride authority enters always after the precedence of 

inside authority. 
Where the citizen is always the head and ideal, and President, 

Mayor, Governor and what not, are agents for pay, 
Where chiUren are taught to be laws to thenuelves, and to depend 

on themselves, 
Where equanimity is illustrated in afiairs, 
Where speculations on the soul are encouraged. 
Where women walk in public processions in the streets the same 

as the men, 
MlMre they enter the public assembly and take pbces the same as 

the men; 
Where the city of the faithfiilest friends stands. 
Where the city of the cleanliness of the sexes stands, 
Where the city of the healthiest fathers stands. 
Where the city of the best-bodied mothers stands. 
There the great city stands. 

6 

How beggarly appear arguments before a defiant deed ! 
Howtbefloridnessof the materials of cities shrivels before a man's 
or woman's look 1 

AD waits or goes by default till a strong beins i^pears ; 

A strong being is the proof of the race and of the ability of the 

universe, 
When he or she appears roateriab are overcw'd. 
The dispute on the soul stops, 
The old customs and phrases are confronted, tum*d back, or laid 

away. 

What b your money-making now? what can it do now? 

What is your respectability now? 

What are your theology, tuition, society, traditions, statute-books, 

now? 
Hliere are your jibes of being now ? 
Where are your cavils about the soul now? 



A sterile landscape covers the ore, there is as good as the best for 
all the forbidding appearance, 

ThcK is the mine, there are the miners, 

The farge-fumace is there, the melt is accomplish'd, the hammers- 
men are at hand with their tongs and hammers, 

Whflt ahrqrs served and always serves is at hand. 
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Than this nothing has better sen-eil, ft has lenml all. 

Served the fliicm-umguetl and subOc-senitcd Cre^ and kng ( 

the Greek, 
Served io building the buildings that last longer than aajr, 
Served the Hebrew, the Persian, the most ancieni HiDdostaaec, 
Served the mnund-raiser on the Miasiasippi, served tboac « 

relics remain in Central America, 
Servetl Albic temples in woods or on plains, with u 

and the druids, 
Served the artificial clefts, vast, high, silent, or 

hills of Scandinavia, 
Served those who time out of mind made on the % 

rough sketches of the sun, moon, stars, ships, o 
Served the paths of the irruptions of the Goths, served ( 

(oral tribes and nomads. 
Served the long distant Kelt, served the hardy piratn of the I 
Served before any of those the venerable and harmtcii i 

Ethiopia, 
Served (he making of helnu for the galleys of plcasan *mi I 

making of those fur war, 
Served all great works on land and all great works on the an. 
For the medieval ages and before the medixval ages. 
Served not the living only then as now, but served the dcaiL 



I sec the European headsman, 

lie stands mask'd, clothed in red. with huge legs and H 



And leans on a ponderous axe. 

fWbotn have you slanghlcr'd lately Eutopean headaaan? 
whoae ia that Uood upon "jixx so wet ana sticky ?) 

t we the dear MMets of the martyrs, 

I see from the icaBbfcis the ilescendlng ghosts, 

GhoMs of dead lords, uncrown'd totlw*, inpeachM 1 

le^cd kings, 
Rlvah, trmiion, poisoaets, diignced chieftains aad the tol 

I ace thoae who in any land have died for the good came. 
The seed is spare, newrthelea the a«> dull nenr ran oat, 
(Mind yon O foreign kings, O pricMivlne crop shall neTerren« 



The seed is spare, newrthelea the a«> i 
-- . .. - "aiajilie 

I aee Ike blood waah'd entirely away from the axe, 
Both Uade and hdve arc clean. 
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They q)tit no more the blood of European nobles, they diqp no 
more the necks of queens. 



I see the hrarisman withdraw and become useless, 

I see the scmflbld untrodden and moukiy, I see no longer any axe 

upon it, 
I see the mi^^ity and friendly emblem of the power of my own 

nee, the newest, largest race. 



(America 1 I do not vaunt my love for yoo, 
I have what I have.) 

Hie axe leaps ! 

The solid forest gives fluid utterances, 
They tumble forth, they rise and form, 
Hot, tent, landing, survey, 
Flail, plough, pick, crowbar, spade, 
ShiQ^, rafl, prop, wainscot, jamb, lath, panel, gable, 
C3ta3ri, ceflmg, saloon, academy, organ, exhibition-house, li- 
brary, 
Cornice, trellis, pilaster, balcony, window, turret, porch, 
Hoe, rake, pitchfork, pencil, wagon, staff, saw, jack-plane, mallet, 

wedge, rounce. 
Chair, tnb, hoop, table, wicket, vane, sash, floor, 
Woffk-box, chest, string'd instrument, boat, frame, and what not, 
Capitob of States, and capitol of the nation of States, 
Long stately rows in avenues, hospitals for orphans or for the poor 

or sick, 
Manhattan steamboats and clippers taking the measure of all seas. 

The shapes arise! 

Shapes of the using of axes anyhow, and the users and all that 
neighbors them, 

Cutteis down of wood and haulers of it to the Penobscot or Ken- 
nebec, 

Dwellers in cabins among the Califomian mountains or by the little 
lakes, or on the Columbia, 

Dwdlers south on the banks of the Gila or Rio Orande, friendly 
gatherings, the characters and fun, 

Dwelen along the St Lawrence, or north in Kanada, or down by 
the Yellowstone, dwellers on coasts and off coasts, 

Seal-fisherB, whalers, arctic seamen breaking passages through the 
ice. 
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The riiapet arise t 

Shapes of factories, anenaJs, (bundries, mariceH, 

Shapes of the two- threaded tracks of nulroads. 

Shapes of the sleepets of bridges, vast fnuacworiEB, girdeii, ■ 

Shapes of the fleets of barges, tows, lake and csnaJ aaSi, river 

Ship-)'Brds and dry-docks along the Eatteni and WcMcni Kaa, a 

in many a bay and b>--pbce. 
The live-oak kcl«un:i, the pine planks, the spats, Ihe I 

roots for knew, 
The ships thcms<;lvc« on their way«, the tiers of ■ 

workmen busy outride and inside, 
The tools lying around, the great auger and little auger, tfac I 

bolt, line, square, gouge, and bcad-pUoc. 



The shapes arise ! 

The >hape measur'd, saw'd, Jack'd, }oin'd, stain'd. 

The coran-ihape lor the d<»d to lie within in hi* d 

The shape got out in potts, in the ticdslead posts, in the | 

the bride's bed. 
The «h«>e of the Utttc trough, the shape of the rocken 1 

the shiqic of the babe's cradle, 
The shape of the floor-planks, the floor-planks fiir dancers' fKt, 
The sh^x of the planks of the bmily home, the bone of tT 

firieitdly parcnis and childtrn. 
The shape of the roof of tlie home of the happy f 

woman, the roof over the wcU-morried young man 1 

woman, 
The roof over the nipper joyously cook'd by the < 

joyously eaten by the chaste huslnnd, coDlCBt J 

day's work. 

The shapes arise t 

The shajw of the p iso a ei's place in the coint-roon, iikd of 

or her setted in the place. 
The shape of the iiqnor<bw lean'd agaiut by the ]««a( f 

drinker and the old rum-drinker. 
The shape of the shamed and aagr)' staui trod by ineakiag i 

rtep*. 
The shape of the aly aettee, and the aduheroia t 

cnqile, 
llic ahuK of the ganUiiM-boaid with iia deriUth 1 



lie shape of the step-ladder for the convicteil and 1 

nntrdcrtr, ihc murdcm «hh boggonl face and pinioa'd a 
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The sheriff at hand with his deputies, the silent and white-Upp'd 
crowd, the dangling of the rope. 

The thiq>es arise 1 

Shiq)es of doors giving numy exits and entrances, 
The door passing the dissever'd friend fiush'd and in haste. 
The door that admits good news and bad news, 
The door whence the son left home confident and pufT'd up, 
The door he enter'd again from a long and scandalous absence, 
diseased, broken down, without innocence, without means. 

II 
Her shape arises. 

She less guarded than ever, yet more guarded than ever. 
The gross and soil'd she moves among do not make her gross and 

soil'd. 
She knows the thoughts as she passes, nothing is concealed from her, 
She IS none the less considerate or friendly therefor. 
She is the best belov'd, it is without exception, she has no reason 

to fear and she does not fear, 
Osths, quarrels, hiccupp'd songs, smutty expressions, are idle to 

her as she passes. 
She is silent, she is possess'd of herself, they do not offend her. 
She receives them as the laws of Nature receive them, she is strong, 
She too is a law of Nature — there is no law stronger than she is. 

12 
The main shapes arise ! 

Shapes of Democracy total, result of centuries, 
Shapes ever projecting other shapes, 
Shapes of turbulent manly cities, 

Shapes of the friends and home-givers of the whole earth. 
Shapes bracing the earth and braced with the whole earth. 
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(AH little recks the laborer, 
t\ How near his work is holding him to God. 
i The kmog Laborer through space and time.) 

After an not to create only, or found only. 



f 
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But to bring pertups (mm abr what is alread)- Cotroded, 

To give it our oirn identity, ivcragc, limitless, free. 

To fill the geom the torpid bulk with vitiU tcbgioua Tire, 

Not to repel or destroy so much as iccepi, fuic. rehdUtitue, 

To obey as well as command, lo follow more than to lead, 

These also are the lessons of our New Work! ; 

While how Utile ihc New alter all, how much the OU, Old Worid ij 

Long and long has the grass been growing, 
I^ng ani) long has the rain been falling. 
Long has the globe been roUing round. 



Come Muse migrate from Greece and Ionia, 

Cross out please those immensely overpaid accounts, 

lliai matter of Troy and Achilles' wrath, and MoKat', C 

wanderings, 
Placard " Removed " and " To Let " on die lodcs of yoor ■ 

Panussua, 
Repeal ai Jeruaakm, place the notice high on Jafti's gate 1 

Mount Moriah. 
The same on the walls of your Uemian, French and '. 

castles, and Italian collections. 
For know a better, fresher, busier sphere, a wide, ontried i 

awaits, demands you. 



Responsive to our summons, 

raihct to bcr long-uurs'd inclination, 
Join'd with an irresistible, natural giavitatton. 
She comes I I bear the rustUng of her gown, 

1 Kent the odor of her breath's dehdous fragnoce, 
I mark her step di\'tne, her curious eyes a-tuining, lolMn^ .1 
Upon this WTf scene. 

Ute dame of duMt I can I bdieve Aea, 

Hkmc aacku twnplei^ scu^Nures elaaric, eooU 1 

retain hat 
Nor shades of VirgQ and Dante, nor nmiad 1 

old aawoaiiocw, magDCtiie and houl on to her? 
But that ihe^ left them an— and here? 

Yes. if jiou win attow rae to say to, 

I, my friends. If jroa do not, can plainly see her, 
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The lame nndjiiig soul of earth's, activity's, beauty's, hercMsm's 



Out from her evolaticms hither come, ended the strata of her 

HMiuef themes. 
Hidden and cover'd by to-day's, foundation of to-day's. 
Ended, deceas'd through time, her voice by Castal/s fountain, 
Silent the bfoken-lipp'd %>hynx in Egypt, ulent all those century- 
baffling tombs, 
Ended for aye the epics of Asia's, Europe's helmeted warriors, 

ended the primitive call of the muses, 
CaDiope's call forever closed, Clio, Melpomene, Thalia dead, 
Endea the stately rhythmus of Una and Oriana, ended the quest 

of the holy Graal, 
lymskiu a handful of ashes blown by the wind, extinct. 
The Crusaders' streams of shadowy midnight troops sped with the 



lii» Tancred, utterly gone, Charlemagne, Roland, Oliver gone, 
Fdmerin, ogre, departed, vanish'd the turrets that Usk frcmi its 

waters reflected, 
Aitfaor vanish'd with all his knights, Meriin and Lancelot and 

Galahad, all gone, dissolv'd utterly like an exhalation ; 
Fui'd 1 pass'd ! for us, forever pass'd, that once so mi^ty worid, 

now void, inanimate, phantom world, 
EmbnMder'd, daxzling, foreign world, with all its gorgeous legends, 

myths. 
Its kings and casdes proud, its priests and wariike lords and 

courtly dames, 
Fui'd to its chamel vault, coflin'd with crown and armor on, 
f Blason'd with Shakspere's purple page, 
i« And dirged by Tennyson's sweet sad ihyme. 

1 say I see, my friends, if you do not, the illustrious emigr6, 
(having it is true in her day, although the same, changed, 
joumey'd considerable,) 
Making directly for this rendezvous, vigorously clearing a path for 

herself, striding through the confusion, 
Ik timd of machinery and shrill steam-whistle undismay'd, 
nalTd not a bit by drain-pipe, gasometers, artificial fertilizers, 
Wmg and pleas'd with palpable intent to stay, 
Stt't hoe, install'd amid the kitchen ware 1 

4 
JJ*Wd — don't I forget my manners? 

To ioiioduce the stranger, (what else indeed do I live to chant 
far?) to thee Columbia ; 
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In ttbeny's oame welcome Lmmona] I claq> handi, 
'Vnd ever henceforth ustera dear be both. 

Fear not O Miue I truly new ways and dajn receiw. niroand fOt^fl 
I candidly conCns a (]uecr, queer race, ot novel Eutuoo, 
And yet the same ol<l hunun race, the ume within, witboat. 
Focei and hearts the umc, feelings the same, y 
I'hc umc old love, beauty and use the same. 



We do not blame ihee elder World, nor really aeinnte o 

from thee, 
(Would the son separate himself from tlic father?) 
looking back on thee, seeing thee to ihy dnliei, | 

through [ost ages bending, building. 
We build to ours to-day. 

Mightier than Kgypt's tomtM, 
Fairer than Cirecia's, Kuina's temples, 
Prouder llian Milan's statued. spired cathedral. 
More picluresijue ihan Rheni^ castle-keepa, 
We plan even now to raise, bevond them all. 
Thy grrat iraihetlral sacred inanstry, do tomb^ 
A keep for life for practical inveotion. 

As in a waking vision. 

E'en whik I chant 1 see it rise, I scan and peo pho y j 

and in. 
Its manifold ensemble. 

Around a palace, loftier, direr, ampler than any yet, 
f-jirth's modem wonder, history's seven oatstrtpping. 
High rising tier on tier with gloss and iron lacades, 
tiladdcning the sun and sky, cnhucd in cheerfulnl bars, 
llronic, lilac, robin's-cgg, marine and crimson. 
Over whose golden roof shall flaimi, beneath thy baaao F 
The baancnof the Stateiaiid flags of evety laad^ 
A brood of lofty, fair, bot lener palaces shall duoer. 

Somewhere irtlhin their waDi shall all that forwaittt perfect 1 

hfc be started. 
Tried, Uught, advanced, visibly exhibited. 

Nut only all the world of wuiks, trade, products. 
But oil the workmen of tlic world ben: lo be rej 
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Here ihall you tnu:e in flowing operation. 

In every state of practical, busy movement, the riDs of ctvilizatkHiy 

Materials here under your eye shall change their shape as if by 

magic, 
The cotton shall be pick'd almost in the very field, 
Shall be dried, clean'd, ginn'd, baled, spun into thread and cloth 

before vou. 
You shall see hands at work at all the old processes and all the 

new ones, 
You shall see the various grains and how flour is made and then 

bread baked bv the bakers. 
You shall see the crude ores of California and Nevada passing on 

and on till they become bullion. 
You shall watch how the printer sets t]^, and learn what a com- 
posing-stick is. 
You shall nutfk in amazement the Hoe press whirling its cylinders, 

sheddinff the printed leaves steady and fast. 
The photograph, model, watch, pin, nail, shall be created before 

you. 

In large calm halls, a stately museum shall teach you the infinite 

lessons of minerals, 
In another, woods, plants, vegetation shall be illustrated — in 

another animals, animal life and development 

One stately house shall be the music house, 
Others for other arts — learning, the sciences, shall all be here. 
None shall be sUghted, none but shall here be honor'd, help'd« 
exampled. 



(This, this and these, America, shall be your pyramids 

obelisks. 
Your Alexandrian Pharos, gardens of Babylon, 
Your temple at Otympia.) 

The male and female many laboring not, 
Shafl ever here confront the laboring many. 
With precious benefits to both, glory to all. 
To thee America, and thee eternal Muse. 

And here shall ye inhabit powerful Matrons I 

In your vast state vaster than all the old. 

Echoed through kmg, long centuries to come. 

To sound of diflerent, (nouder songs, with stronger themes, 
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ihenisdvci, I 

pc«cc. J 



Praclical. peoccrul life, the people'* life, the People 
UAed, Ulumin'd, bathed in pegu:e — ekue. secure in peace. 



Away with theme* of war I amy with war itsdf 1 

Hence from my shuddering sight to never mure return that ibow 

of blacken'd, miiiilaicd corpses 1 
That hell unjwni and raid of blood, (it for wild tigen ur far top* 

tongucd wolve^ not rcuoaing men, 
And in its uead speed indusuy's campaigns, 
With thy undaunted annies, ensineering, 
'Iliy pennants labor, loosen'd to the breeze. 
Thy bugles wunding loud and dear. 

Away with old romance I 

Away with novels, plots and pUyi of foreign courts. 

Away with Iovc-ver«ci sugar'd in rhyme, the iotrignct, amatm of 

idlcn, 
Mlled for only ban[[iiets of the EU^t where dancers to Ute 

slide. 
'Hie unhealthy pleasures, cxlnvagaot dissipations of ihe (ew, 
Willi perfumes, heat and wine, betwUh the ■1"''i''g 

To you ye reverent sane sisters, 

I raise a voice for iti luperbcr themes for poets and for vt. 

To eaalt die present and the real. 

To leach the average man the glory of hii daily walk and trader 

To Bng in toogs bow exercise and chemical life are never io b 

to maoaal worii for etch and all, to [dough, boe, dig. 

To (ten and tend the tree, the berry, vegeiaUei, Sowcn, 

For every mwi to sec lo it that he really do sorocthmg, far ever 

woman too; 
To nae tb« hammer and the saw, (rip. or cTo»<tit.) 
To culOTaie a turn for carpcnierinc, pbutering, painting. 
To work at tailor, taiforcM, oimc, noMler, porter, 
To Invent a little, nmething ingeaioua, to aid the waabiog, cook- 
ing, deaniog, 
And bokl it no disgrace to take a hand at them thcnuchcs. 

I »j I bring thee Muse (o-day and here, 
AH occupatkma, duties tnmd and cloac. 
Toil, hralthv toil and m'cat. cadkai, wiihoul ccMatioa, 
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The fiunily, parentage, childhood, husband and wife. 

The houae-comlbrts, the house itself and all its belongings, 

Food and its preservation, chemistry applied to it. 

Whatever forms the average, strong, complete, sweet-blooded man 

or woman, the pedfect longeve personality. 
And helps its present life to health and happiness, and sha|)es its soul, 
For the eternal real life to come. 

With latest connections, works, the inter-transportation of the worid. 

Steam-power, the great express lines, gas, petroleum. 

These triumphs of our time, the Atlantic's delicate cable, 

The PiMnfic railroad, the Suez canal, the Mont Cenis and Gothard 

and Hoosac tunnels, the Brooklyn bridge, 
This earth all spann'd with iron rails, with Unes of steamships 

threading every sea. 
Oar own rondure, the current globe I king. 

8 
And thou America, 
Thy oflE^xin^ towering e'er so high, yet higher Thee above all 

towermg. 
With A^ictory on thy left, and at thy right hand Law ; 
Thou Union holding all, fusing, absorbing, tolerating aD» 
Thee, ever thee, I sing. 

Thou, also thou, a Worid, 

WiUi all thy wide geographies, manifold, different, distant, 
Rounded by thee in one — one common orbic language. 
One common indivisible destiny for AIL 

And by the spells which ye vouchsafe to thoae your ministers in 

earnest, 
I here personify and call my themes, to make them pass before ye. 

Bdiold, America ! (and thou, inef&ble guest and sister !) 
For thee come trooping up thy waters and thy lands ; 
Behold ! thy fields and farms, thy Ui-oS woods and mountains. 
As in procession coming. 

Behold, the sea itself. 

And on its limitless, heaving breast, the ships ; 

See, where their white sails, beDying in the wind, speckle the green 

and bhie. 
See, the steamers coming and going, steaming in or out of port. 
See, dusky and undulating, the long pennants of smoke. 




Ifi4 
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Behold, in Oregon, Tu in the north juid west. 

Or in Maine, far in the north and east, thf cbeerftll 

Wielding all day their axes. 

Behold, on the takei, Ihy piloU at their wheels, ihf 
How the ash writhes under Ibow muscular anas I 



There by the furnace. aiKl there l>y the anvil. 
Behold thy aturtly bbclumiths swinging their sledges, 
Overhand so steady, overhand they turn and Ul with joyooa c! 
Like a tumtjlt of laughter. 

Mark the spirit of invention eveiywbere, thy rapid patenti. 
Thy continual workshops, foundries, risen or rising 
See, from their chimneys how the tall flame-fires sUtam. 

Mark, thy interminable farms. North, South, 

Thy wealthy daughter- states. Eastern and Western, 

The varied products of Ohio, Pennsylvania, MlMouri, 

Texas, and the rest. 
Thy limitless crops, grass, wheat, sugar, oil, com, rice, bca 
Thy bams oil fill'd, the endless freight-trmin and the 

storehouse, 
The grapes that ripen on thy vines, the apples in thy 
Thy in<3lcubhle lumber, beef, pork, potatoes, thy coal, thy 

and sDvcr, 
The inethaustiljle iron in thy tnioes. 

All thine O sacred Union I 

Ships, bims, shops, bams, factories, iniiies. 

City and Sutc, North, South, iten and oggr^ate, 

Wc dedicate, dread Mother, all to thee I 

Protectreia abtohite, ihou I bolwuk of all I 
For weD we know that while Ifaoa givett each and all, ( 
OS God.) 

Without thee neither all nor each, nor bnd, home. 
Nor ship, not mine, nor any here this day secure, 
Nor aught, nor any day secure. 



taasKo, J 



And thou, the Emblem waving over all I 
Delicoic beauty, a wotil to thee, (it may be talutaty.) 
Remember thou hannotalwvys been as hete lo-dqraeo 
ensovemgn u. 
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In other scenes than these have I observ'd thee flag, 
Not quite so trim and whole and freshly blooming in folds of stain- 
less silk, 
Bitt I have seen thee bunting, to tatters torn upon thy splinter'd staff", 
Or dtttch'd to some young color-bearer's breast with desperate hands. 
Savagely struggled for, for life or death, fought over long, 
*Mid cannons' thunder-crash and many a curse and groan and yell, 

and rifle-volleys cracking sharp, 
And moving masses as wild demons surging, and lives as nothing 

risk'd. 
For thy mere remnant grimed with dirt and smoke and sopp'd in 

blood. 
For sake of that, my beauty, and that thou might'st dally as now 

sectue up there, 
Many a good man have I seen go under. 

Now here and these and hence in peace, all thine O Flag ! 
And here and hence for thee, O universal Muse ! and thou for them ! 
And here and hence O Union, all the work and workmen thine ! 
None separate from thee — henceforth One only, we and thou, 
(For the blood of the children, what is it, only the blood 

maternal? 
And lives and works, what are they all at last, except the roads to 

fiuth and death ?) 

While we rehearse our measureless wealth, it is for thee, dear 

Mother, 
We own it all and several to-day indissoluble in thee ; 
Think not our chant, our show, merely for products gross or lucre 

— it is for thee, the soul in thee, electric, spiritual ! 
Our fiurms, inventions, crops, we own in thee ! cities and States in 

thee! 
Our freedom all in thee ! our very lives in thee ! 



SONG OF THE REDWOOD-TREE. 

A CALIFORNIA son^, 
A prophecy and mdirection, a thought impalpable to 
breathe as air, 
A chorus of dryads, Ruling, departing, or hamadryads departing, 
A mui muri ng, froeful, giant voice, out of the earth and sky. 
Voice of a mighty dying tree in the redwood forest dense. 
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FarnteU my inlhren, 

FartwfU O earA atui $ky,/amHB yt mti^i^ri»g • 

My tim* hat endt4l, my term hat e^mt. 

Alone the northeni cout. 

Just back from the lock-bound shore and the cxms. 

In the i^ine air iroro tJie lea in ihe Mendocino country, 

Wilh the iHirge for base and accomiunitnirnl low and I) 

With crackling blowa of axes suuntling musically driven bjr li 

arms, 
Riven deep by the sharp tongues of the axes, there in the rcd«ocid| 

forest dense, 
I heard the mighty tree its death-chant cLuiiing. 

The choppers heard not, the camp shanties echoed noc. 
The quick-ear'd teamsters and chain and jack-screw 

not. 
As the orood-spiriu came from their haunts of a 

join the refrain, 
But in my tout I plainly hean). 

Murmuring out of its myriad leaves. 
Down from iu lofty top rising two hundred feet high. 
Out of its stalwart trunk and limbs, out of its foot-tfakk tmk. 
That chant of the seasons and lime, chant not of the pot VB 
but the future. 

Yim umtoU life ef me. 

Atd Ail you vemtraHe amd iiu»a<enlj«y>, 

l^rtmmM kardy H/e pf mi tviA j^t 'mid rain and ai««y 

tummer aim. 
And tkt wJHie snmn and nigMt a»d Af wid vrimdt ; 

O A* great fatiettl nigged J«yt, mj tauti itrong Jayt mnKnlfd 

{F«r knffW I bear Ae teui tefitling me, I /M Aav* tamttwrnimm 

idemtty. 
AndaMAeroelu amd mammlaimt have, and ail Ae earA;) 
y^t »/ At S/e Refilling me amd irvAert mime, 
Omr time, aur term kat tome. 

^ar yitU wt m^urnfmiiy maieslie ^rvAerx, 
We laMg have grartdh fiffJcur time; 
ffffM Natart'i ealm xomteat, mvA tteil kmge deKgkt. 
> «n{r#aM KmU/ m mr0u^i for Ar*mgk tkt fati, 
J bam HujfeUfar Aem, 
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F*r ikfm prtdUttd Ung, 

F»r a tmperier rate, Aey toe to grandfyfiU Aeir time, 

F»r Aem wt aMitate, in them CMrtthes ye foretl kii^i I 

Ih Aem Aese tJUet and airs, Aeie meunlain peaks, Stasta, 

Ntvadas, 
These it^ prtHpitous eHffs, this amfUlude, tkeu va&ys, far 

Yesemite, 
T» be in tkem abserb'd, assimUated. 

Then to a loftier strain, 
StOl pnnider, more ecstatic rose the chant, 
As if the heirs, the deities of the West, 
Joining with master- tongue bore pait. 

Nat isanfrvm Asia*s ftHekes, 

N»r red fivm Europe's olddynasHe slau^ter-keuse, 

(Area 0/ murder-piots 0/ Arones, wiA scent left yet of vars and 

$ea0»Us everywhere^ 
But tome from Nature's long and harmless throes, peaeefuUy 

huilded Aenee, 
These virgin lands, lands of Ae Weskm shore. 
To Ae new fulminating man, to you, the empire new. 
You promis'd long, we pledge, we dedicate. 

Yom oeeull deep volitions. 

You average spiritual manhood, purpose 0/ aS, pois'd on yourse^, 

giving not taking law. 
You womanhood divine, mistress and source of all, whence &fe 

andlove and aught that comes from life and love, 
Yom unseen moral essence of ali the vast materials of America, 

{a^ upon age working in deaA Ae same at hfe,) 
Yom that, sometimes hnou'tt, oftener unknown, really shape and 

tmould the New World, adjusting it to Time and Sfiace, 
Yom hidden national will lying in your abysms, conceal'd but ever 

aUrt, 
Yom post and present purposes tenaciously pursued, may-be uncon- 
scious of yourselves, 
Umwertfd by alt Ae passing errors, perturbations of Ae surface: 
Yom vital, universal, deaAUss germs, beneaA all creeds, arts, 

statutes, Hteralures, 
lUwt bmldyour homes for good, establish here, Aese areas entirt, 

latids of Ae IVestem shore, 
Wefi*^, ov ^iHiate to you. 

Pbr mam of y^u, your charatttristic race. 
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Here may he hardy ^ sweety gigantic graw^ here tower proportion' 

ate t(f Nature t 
Here climb the vast pure spaces unccnpned^ unchecked ky woM or 

roof. 
Here laugh with storm or sun^ here joy ^ here paHenHy inure ^ 
Here heed himself^ unfold himself^ {not othirs^ formulas keed^) 

here fill his time^ 
To duly fail, to aid, unreck^d at last. 
To disappear, to serve. 

Thus on the northern coast. 

In the echo of teamsters' calls and the clinking chaim, and the 

music of choppers' axes, 
The falling trunk and limbs, the crash, the muiHed shriek, the 

groan. 
Such words combined from the redwood-tree, as of voices ecstatk, 

ancient and rustling, 
The century-lasting, unseen dryads, singing, withdrawing. 
An their recesses of forests and mountains leaving. 
From the Cascade range to the W ahsatrh, or Idaho fisur, or Utah, 
To the deities of the modem henceforth yielding. 
The chorus and indications, the vistas of coming hamanity, Ihe 

settlements, features all, 
In the Mendocino woods I caughL 



The flashing and golden pageant of California, 
The sudden and gorgeous <urama, the sunny and ample lands. 
The long and varied stretch from Puget sound to Colorado south. 
Lands bathed in sweeter, rarer, healthier air, valleys and mouDtain 

cliffs, 
llie fields of Nature long prepared and iallowy the sileiit» cyclic 

chemistry, 
The slow and steady ages plodding, the unoccupied suiftoe ripen* 

ing, the rich ores forming beneath ; 
At last the New arriving, assuming, taking posseMxm, 
A swarming and busy race settling and organizing evefywhere* 
Ships coming in horn the whole round world, and gotQg out lo 

the whole world. 
To India and China and Australia and the thousand iduid 

discs of the Pacific, 
Populous cities, the latest inventions, the steamers od die 

the railroads, with many a thrifty farm, with machiociry. 
And wool and wheat and the grape, anid diggings of yeBov gold. 
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Rot more in yon thin these, lands of the Wertem dton, 

(These bat the niexm, the implanents, the ttuiding-gnand,) 

I tee in you, certain to come, the promiie or thoiuuidi of ]rcn% 

tOl now defeir'd, 
ftomia'd to be fiiUiU'd, our common kind, the nee. 

The new society «t last, proportionate to Nature, 

In man of you, more than your mountain peaks or stahnrt trees 

imperial. 
In wotnao more, Us mote, than all your gt4d or vines, or even 

vital air. 

Fresh con>e, to a new world indeed, yet long prepared, 
I see the genius of the modem, child of the real and ideal, 
Oearing the ground for broad humanity, the true America, heir 

of the past so grand, 
To bttild a gruider future. 



A SONG FOR OCCUPATIONS. 

A SONG for occupatioDS I 
In the labor of engines and trades and the labor of fields 
I find the developments. 
And find the eternal meanings. 

Workmen and Workwomen I 

Were all educations practical and ornamental wdl disiday'd out 

of me, what would it amount to? 
Were I aa the head teacher, charitable proprietor, wise statesman, 

what would it amount to ? 
Were I to you aa the boss eroployiog and paying you, would thai 

utisly you? 

The learo'd, virtuous, benevolent, and the usual tons, 
A nan like me and never the usual terms. 

Neither a servant nor a master I. 

1 take ito sooner a large price than a small price, I will have my 

own whoever enjoys me, 
I win be even with you and you shall be even with me. 



I70 
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t ^op I atatwl » ni^ u, the nifhoi ii 



If ytm ttanil at work i 

the same shop, 
If yoa bestow gifts on your brother or dearest friend I deiBiDd as i 

good as your brother or dearest friend, 
If yottr lover, hiisbanil. wife, is welcome by day oc night, I i 

be personalty as welcome. 
If you become degraded, criminal, ill, then I become • 

sake, 
If you leiDcmber your foolish and outlaw'd deeds, do ] 

I cannot rcroemt>cr my own foolish and outkw'd d 
If you carouse at the table 1 carouse at the oppoiiie tide of dw I 

table. 
If you meet some stranger in the streeu and love him or bcr, why I 

I often meet strangers in the street and love them. 

\Vhy what have you thought of yourself? 

Is it you then that thought younelf leu? 

Is it you that thought the I^csideni greater than rou? 

Or the rich better off than you? or the educated wiser tbn ytw? 1 

(Because you are greasy or pimpled, or were once d 

thief. 
Or that yoQ are discas'd, or rheumatic, or a prtMttute, 
Or from frivolity or impotence, or that you are no « 

never saw your name in print. 
Do yon give in that you arc any Iras immortal ?) 



Soak of men and women I it b OM yoa 1 call unaem, v 

uniouchaUe and unloudiJng, 
It is not you I go arjfue pro and con about, and to settle 

yoa ate alive or no, 
I own publicly who you are,if nobody else owns. 

Grown, half-f;rDwii and b«bc, of this country and every coantarv, m- I 

doon and oot-doots, ooc just as much a* the other, 1 we. 
And all else behind or through thnn. 

The wife, and Ac is not one Jot teas lliaa the huabuid. 
The flaudttcr, and she is juM as good as the ton. 
The raouer, and the is cvcty bit as tooch as the father. 

of Ig pot in t and poor, boy* ■pftrentlcetl lo ttadei^ 
wockhig on Gums and old fHlows wmUig OK-j 



Youne 
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All these I lee, bat ttig^ aoA &rtber the nme I lee. 
None ihill escape me and none shall wish to escape me. 

I bring what you much need yet ahrays have. 
Not money, ainoun, dress, eating, erudition, bat as good, 
1 send no agent or medium, ofcr no rei»esentative of vahie, bat 
ofler Uie value itself. 

Theie is something that conies to one now and perpetoally. 

It is not irital is printed, preach'd, discussed, it etudes discussion 

and print. 
It is not to be put in a book, it is not in this book, 
It is far you whoever you are, it is no farther from you than your 

b^ng and sight are from you. 
It is hinted ^ nearest, commonest, readiest, it is ever provoked 

by them. 

Yoa may read in many languages, yet read nothing about it. 

You may read the President's message and read nothing about It 

there. 
Nothing in the reports from the State department or Treasury 

department, or in the daily papere or weekly papers. 
Or in the census or revenue returns, prices current, or any 

accounts of stock. 



The son and stan that float in the open air. 

The apple-shaped earth and we upon it, surely the drift of them 

is something grand, 
I do not know what it is except that it is grand, and that it n 

happiness. 
And that the enclosing purport of us here is not a speculation or 

bon-mot or reconnoissance. 
And that it is not something which by luck may turn out well for 

us, and without luck must be a failure for us, 
And not something which may yet be retracted in a certain 

contingency. 

The light and shade, the curious sense of body and identity, the 
greed that with perfect complaisance devoun all things. 

The etidless pride and outstretching of man, unspeakable J0)-s 
and sorrows. 

The wonder every one sees in every one else he sees, and the 
woodets tMt fill each minute of time fiKever, 

Vffaat have you reckon'd them for, camendo ? 
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Hm jrou reckoti'd them for yoat tndie ot Iwm-woric ? or Tor the 

profit* of your ttorc? 
Oi to achieve yourself a position } or to fill a geadcnuii' 

or a lady's Icburc t 

Have jou reckon'd that the landscape took auhiuuKe tad (onn 

that it might be painted in a picture? 
Or men and women that they might Ix written oC >nd Mogs fungf 
Or the attnction of gravity, and the great Uwi and haiuwniOM 

combiiutioni and the lliiid« oi the air, at tabjecti lor the 

uvani? 
Or the brown land and the blue sea for maps and chans? 
Or the atari to be put in constellations and named Eucjr ■ 
Or that the growth of seeds i* for agricultural tobica, or agncul- 

ture itself? 

Old iiulllution*, these arts, Ifbrories, legend*, coDections, and llie 

practice handed along in manu^ctures, wiB we nUe tfaan 

tohi^? 

Will we rate our cash and buaincsi high ? I have no ol)jectii», 

I rate them as high as the highest — then a child bofs vft ft 

woman and man I rate befoad all lUc 



We thought out Union grand, and our 

I do not say Ihcy are not grand and good, for tbey are, 

I am this day just as much in love with then as you. 

Then I am in love with You, and with all my fellows ttpon ibe 



We Gonaidcr biUca and icligioo* divine — I do not lay tlwy an 

po( dtvioe, 
I aqr Aejr hare aB grown out of you, and may grow nnl of 

ftin. 
It b not they who give the life, it ii you who give the lilie. 
Leaves are not mure shed fti>m the trees, or trees frum the eaitb^ 

than tbey are shed out of yvu. 



The aom cf«n known revoeoee I add np in vou whoever jrn m. 
The PmkWM b there in tiw White Howe nr you. it is not yoa 

whoatcboe far hfan, 
Tlic SecreUrin act la their bamus for yon, not yoa here farther 
TIm CongTHi c nm i eaM every IVetfUi-raontli for yoo. 
Item, cooRi, the fanninf of States, the chaners of cWo; tbt 

gotng and coining of commerce and nwQi, are all teyov. 
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List clofe my scholars dear. 

Doctrines, politics and civitization exuige from ^ou. 

Sculpture and monuments and any thing inscnbed anywhere are 

tallied in you» 
The gist of histories and statistics as fax back as the records reach 

is in you this hour, and myths and tales the same. 
If you were not breathing and walking here, where would they 

aUbe? 
The most renown'd poems would be ashes, orations and plays 

would be vacuums. 

All architecture b what you do to it when you look upon it, 
(Did you think it was in the white or gray stone? or the lines of 
the arches and cornices?) 

All music is what awakes from you when you are reminded by the 

instruments, 
It is not the violins and the comets, it is not the oboe nor the 

beating drums, nor the score of the baritone singer singing 

his sweet romanza, nor that of the men's chorus, nor that 

of the women's chorus. 
It IS nearer and farther than they. 

5 
Win the whole come back then ? 
Can each see signs of the best by a look in the looking-glass? is 

there nothing greater or more ? 
Does all sit there with you, with the mystic unseen soul? 

Strange and hard that paradox true I give. 
Objects gross and the unseen soul are one. 

House-building, measuring, sawing the boards, 

Blacksmithing, glass-blowing, nail-making, coopering, tin-roofing, 

shingle-dressing. 
Ship-joining, dock-buUding, fish-curing, flagging of sidewalks by 

flaggers, 
The pump, the pile-driver, the great derrick, the coal-kiln and 

brick-kiln. 
Coal-mines and all that is down there, the lamps in the darkness, 

echoes, songs, what meditations, what vast native thoughts 

looking through smutch'd faces. 
Iron-works, forge-fires in the mountains or by river-banks, men 

around feeling the melt with huge crowbars, lumps of ore, 

the due combining of ore, limestone, coal. 
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The bUstrumocc and the pudiJIing-funiace, the loan-linnp ai ihc 
bottom of the meh al but, the roltiRg-fDill. the atmnpf 
hats of pig-iron, the strong dean-thapcil T-rail for nil- 

Oil-worlu, silk-vrorks, while-lead -woriu. the sagBr-hoiae, tteam- 

saws, the greAl mills and bctoncs, 
Stonc-cuiting, shapely Irimmings Tor fa^cs or window or door- 

liateU, the mallet, llic looth-chbcl, the jib to protect the 

thumb. 
The calking-iron, the kciUc of boiling viult-ccmcol, snd tbe firr 

nndet the keidc, 
Tbe cotton-bale, the stevedore's hook, the saw and buck of the 

uwycr, the mould of the moulder, the worki&f-kaife of 

the butcher, the icc-uw, and all the work with ice. 
The work and tools of the rigger, gnippler, uil-mokcr, faiock- 

makcr. 
Goods of gutu-perchA, papier-macM, colors, bnuhei, bntab- 

nuking, glazier's implements, 
The veneer and glue-pot, the confectioner's onmMtnB, Hm 

decanter and glares, tbe shears and Aat-iron, 
The airi and knee-strf^ the pint measure and quail meuGn, Ike 

counter and stool, the writing-pen of quill or meial, ihe 

making of all sorts of edged tools. 
The brewery, brewing, the malt, the vats, every thing that is dooe 

by Iwewers, wine-maken, vinegar-maken. 
Leather-dressing, coach making, boiler- maldng, n^-twiitifi 

tilling, xign-jiainting, lime-buming, cotton- picking, c 

plating, cleclroiyping. stereotyping, 
Stave- mac hi DCS, pUning- machines, reaping-madnnca, pknftuBg^ 

machines, thrashing-machines, steam wagOfia, 
The can of the carman, the omnibus, the pondouos ihwf, 
I^rtotcchny, letting off color'd fireworks at night, &Dcy Gfu 

Beef on the butcher's stall, the slaughter-house of the ti 

butcher in hii killing -cbibes, 
The peas of live pork, the killing -hammer, the hog-hooll, die, 

scalder't tab, gutting, the cutter's cleaver, the )iacker's w ' 

and tbe plenteous wintrrwork of giork- packing, 
FVmr-works, grinding of wheat, rye, maixe, rice, the bamh 

tbe half and quarter burds, the loaded barges, the high 

pties OQ wharves and levees. 
The men and the work of tbe tncn on ferhea, nilrowh, o 

Gsh-boats. canals; 
Tbe hourly routine of your own or any nan's Ufe, the ihaii^ jni^ 

store, or fkctoty. 
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These ihows all near you by day and night — workman ! whoever 
yoo are, your daily life ! 

In tfiat and them the heft of the heaviest — in that and them (ar 
more than you estimated, (and Oar less also,) 

In them reidities for you and me, in them poems for you and me. 

In them, not yourself — you and your soul enclose all things, re- 
gaidless of estimation. 

In them the development good — in them all themes, hints, possi- 
bilities. 

I do not aflSrm that what you see beyond is futile, I do not 

yoo to stop, 
I do not say leadings jrou thought great are not great. 
But I say that none 1^ to greater than these lead to. 



Wil yon seek afiv off? you surely come back at last. 

In tlunigi best known to you finding the best, or as good as the 

In Iblks nearest to you finding the sweetest, strongest, lovingest. 
Happiness, knowledge, not in another place but this place, not for 

another hour but this hour, 
Man in the first you see or touch, always in friend, brother, 

nighest neighbor — woman in mother, sister, wife. 
The popular tastes and employments taking precedence in poems 

or anywhere. 
Yon workwomen and workmen of these States having your own 

divine and strong life. 
And an else giving {dace to men and women like you. 

When the psafan sings instead of the singer, 

When the script preaches instead of the preacher. 

When the pulpit descends and goes instead of the carver that 

carved the supporting desk, 
When I can touch the body of books by night or by day, and 

when they touch my body back again, 
When a university course convinces like a slumbering woman and 

diHd convince. 
When the minted gold in the vault smiles like the night-watchman*s 

daof^ter, 
When wanantee deeds loafe in chairs opposite and are my friendly 

companions, 
I mtKod to reach them my hand, and make as much of them as 

I do of men and women like you. 
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A SONG OF THE ROLLING EARTH. 



A SONG of the rolling earth, and of words according. 
Were you thinking that those were the words, those upright 
lines ? those curves, angles, dots ? 
No, those are not the words, the substantial words aie in the 

ground and sea. 
They are in the air, they are in you. 

Were you thinking that those were the words, those deUcioat tomidf 

out of your fiiends* mouths ? 
No, the real words are more delicious than they. 

Human bodies are words, m>Tiads of words, 

(In the best poems re-appears the body, man's or woman's, well- 
shaped, natural, gay. 

Every part able, active, receptive, without shame or the need of 
shame.) 

Air, soil, water, fire — those are words, 

I myself am a word with them — my qualities interpenetrate with 

theirs — my name is nothing to them. 
Though it were told in the three thousand languages, what would 

air, soil, water, fire, know of my name ? 

A healthy presence, a friendly or commanding gesture, are woids, 

sayings, meanings, 
The charms that go with the mere looks of some men and women, 

are sayings and meanings also. 

The workmanship of souls is by those inaudible words of the earth. 
The masters know the earth's words and use them more than 
audible words. 

Amelioration is one of the earth's words. 
The earth neither lags nor hastens. 

It has all attributes, groi^ths, cfTcrts, latent in itself from the jump. 
It is not half beautiful only, defects and excrescences show just m 
much as periections show. 

The earth does not withhold, it is generous enough. 
The truths of the earth continually wait, they are Dol ao 
either, 
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They ire calm, subtle, nntnuumuiible by print, 
Tbeyareimboed through allthtnpconveyingthetnaelvetwiUiiigljr, 
CoBvejing a leotiiDeot and inviution, I utter and utter, 
I qiMk not, jret if you hear roe not of what avail ant I to yon 7 
To bear, to better, lacking thew of what avail am I? 

'Accouche 1 accoaches ! 

Will yon rot your own fmit in younelf tbete? 

WiU yon Hioat and itifle there?) 

The earth doei not argue, 

la not pathetic, has no arrangement!, 

Doei not icream, haste, persuade, threaten, promise, 

llakei no ditcriminations, has no conceivable Eailures, 

Clow* nothing, refiues nothing, shuts none out. 

Of all the powers, objects, states, it notifies, shuts none out. 

The canh does not exhibit itself nor refuse to exhibit itself, pos- 
sesses stiQ underneath, 

Uadesneath the ostensiUe sounds, the august chorus of heroes, the 
wail of slaves, 

Penuas)(n» c( lovers, cunes, gasps of the dying, lau^ter of young 
people, accents of bai^incrs, 

Underneath these possessing words that never fail 

To ber children the words of the eloquent dumb great mother 

never (ail. 
The true words do not fiiil, for motion does not £ul and reflectioo 

does not fail, 
Abo the day and night do not Gul, and the voyage we pursue docs 

not biL 

Of the inttnaiaable sisten. 

Of the ceaseless cotillons of sisters, 

Uf the centripet a l and centrifugal sisters, the elder and younger 

sisten. 
The beantihil sister we know dances on with the rest. 

With her ample back towards every beholder, 

With the fascinations of youth and the equal fascinations of ajje, 

Siti she whom 1 too love like the rest, sits undisturb'd, 

Holdinc op in her hand what has the character of a mirror, whilr 

her eyes glance back from it, 
Glapce as she sits, inviting none, denying none, 
HaUiii( a minor day and night tirclnsly before her own Esce. 
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Seen at hand or seen tU it dittano:, 
Duly the twmtjr-lbur appear in public every dajr, 
Doty approach and poM with iheir companioni or a o 
Looking from no counienonco of titeii own, but from IJ 

nxncn of Ihose who are with ihem. 
From die countenance* of children or women or the i 

tenoncc, 
From the open comitenances of animals or from a 
From the landscape or waters or from the exquisite >(i|nritiaD c 

the sky, 
k>Froffi our countenances, mine and yours, &ithfully reiuraiag tl 

■ Every day in public appearing without fail, but never twice 1 
the same companions. 

Embracing man, embracing all, proceed the three hundred i 

sixty-five resistlesaly round the sun ; 
Embracing all. soothing, supporting, foUow close three bam 

and nxty-Jive ofBen of the tirst, sure and n 

I'lteobling on steadily, nothing dreading, 

■ SDnihine, storm, cold, heat, forever wtlhstanduu. p>a>i>>C 
IHk soul's realization and determination still inheiitint, 
l'\nic fiuid vaojum around and ahead stiU entering ana fl 
FNo balk retarding, no anchor anchoring, on no rock ai 
' Swift, glad, content, unbcrcav'd, nothing losing. 

Of alt obtc and nady ai any time to give itrkt account. 
Hie divine ship aoib the divine »ea. 



Whoever you att [ raotkn and icHcctiOD ore eyectaPy fiir )«■, 
The divine ibip laik the divine sea for you. 

Whoever you arc t you are he or she fix whom the cvifa Ji ■ 

and liquid. 
You are be or she for wbcmi the sun and moon hang in the ^, I 
for none mote than you ore the present and the past, 
" ~ e mote than you is immoitaHly. 

r lUch man (o himself and each woman 10 henwU. is the won! fl 
the past and pment. and the true word of immortalily ; ' 
No one con acquire (or another — itoi one. 
Not ooe can grow ior another — not ooe. 

I Tbe soQg ia to the singer, and comes bock iwHt to hhn. 

I The leaatiiv b (o the teacher, and comes back mott in Um, 
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The marder is to the murderer, and comes bock most to him. 

The theft is to the thief, and comes back most to him. 

The love is to the lover, and comes back most to him, 

The gift is to the giver, and comes back most to him — it cannot 

iail. 
The oration is to the orator, the acting is to the actor and actress 

not to the audience, 
.\fid DO man understands any greatness or goodness but his own, 

or the indication of his own. 

3 

I swear the earth shall surely be complete to him or her who shall 

be complete. 
The earth remains jagged and broken only to him or her who 

remains jagged and broken. 

I swear there is no greatness or power that does not emulate 

tboae of the e^th, 
There can be no theory of any account unless it corroborate the 

dieory of the earth. 
No politics, song, religion, behavior, or what not, is of account, 

unless it compare with the amplitude of the earth, 
UnkM it hct the exactness, vitality, impartiality, rectitude of the 

earth. 

I swear I b^n to see love with sweeter spasms than that which 

responds love, 
It is that which contains itself, which never invites and never 

renises. 

I swear I begin to see little or nothing in audible words, 

AD merges toward the presentation of the unspoken meanings 
of the earth. 

Toward him who sings the songs of the body and of the truths 
of the earth, 

Toward him who makes the dictionaries of words that print can- 
not touch. 



I swear I see what is better than to tell the best, 
b is ahrays to leave the best untold. 

When I undrrtakr to tell the best I find I cannot. 
My tongue is ineffectual on its pivots, 
My bre^ will not be obedient to its organs, 
I become a dumb man. 



L 



iSo 
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The best of the eanh cannot be lold anyhow, aO or any b beat, 

[t is not what you anticipated, it ii cheiqier, euicf, nearer, 

I'hinp are not dUntisa'd from the places they held before, 

'Ilie earth is juit as jKMitive and direct as it was before, 

Kaitts, Tctigiuns, improvements, politics, trades, are as real as before, j 

But the soul n also real, it too is [tositivc and direct. 

No reasoning, do proof has cstablish'd it. 

Undeniable growth has establish'd it. 



These to echo the tones of souls and the phrases of soak, 

(If they did not echo the phrases of souU wliat were they then? 

If they had nut reference to you in especiil what were they then?) 

I swear 1 will never henceforth have to do with Ihc laith that Idla 

tiic best, 
I ivill have to do only with that bith tluU leaves the best 

Say on, saycrt 1 sing on. singers ! 
lieWt I monkl ! pile the wcnrds of the earth I 
Work on, age after age, nothing is to be lost. 
It may have to wait ^ng, but it will ccnainly come fat osi 
AVben the materials are all prepared and ready, the 
appear. 

I swear to yon the architects shall appear without tail, 
I swear lo yon they will iindcretond yoa and justify you. 
The greatest among ihcni shall be he who best kmws yoo, 

endoaea all and is faithful to all. 
He and the rest shall not forget you, they shall pe reeh t (hat jraa 

are not an ioU Ic&t than they, 
Vou shall be fiilly glorified in Ihcin. 



YOUTH, DAY, OLD ACE AND NIGHT. 

Yotrnt, huBc, haty, loving — ^youth fuQ of grace, fbre«. tecin« 
Do you kiiow that Old AJge may come alter yon with equal (lafi^ 
farce, lasciDoban? 

Day fuD-Uown and splendid — day ct the immense sun. ac 

ambition, Uughter, 
Hm Ni^ follows dow viifa nilUoas of mum, and deep Hit 

nMofipg datknea. 
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BIRDS OF PASSAGE. 



SONG OF THE UNIVERSAL. 

I 

COME said the Muse, 
Sing me a song no poet yet has chanted, 
Smg me the universad. 

In this broad earth of ours, 
Amid the measureless grossness and the slag, 
Endosed and safe within its central heart. 
Nestles the seed perfection. 

By every life a share or more or less, 

None bom but it is bom, conceal*d or unconceal*d the seed id 
waiting. 



Lo ! keen-eyed towering science, 

As from tan peaks the modem overlooking. 

Successive absolute fiats issuing. 

Yet again, lo ! the soul, above all science, 

For it has history gathcr'd like husks around the globe. 

For it the entire star-myriads roll through the sky. 

In q>iral routes by long detours, 
(As a much-tacking ship upon the sea,) 
For it the partial to the pennanent flowing, 
For it the real to the ideal tends. 

For it the mystic evolution. 

Not the right only justified, what wc call evil albo justified. 

Forth from their masks, no matter what. 

From the huge festering trunk, from crafl and guile and tears. 

Health to emerge and joy, joy universal. 

Out of the bulk, the morbid and the shallow. 

Out of the bad majority, the varied countless frauds of men and 

states. 
Electric, antiseptic yet, cleaving, suffusing all. 
Only the good is universal. 
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Ovtr the mounUin-grovttM disease and mtiow, 
An UQcaiighl Unl is ever hovering, hovering, 
High in the ptirer, happier air. 

From imperfection's murkiest cload. 
Darts always fonh one ray of perfect tighlt 
Odc flash of heaven's glory. 

To fashion '&, custom's discord, 
To the mad Babel-din, the deaJenins orgiet, 
Soothing each lull a strain is heard. Just neaid. 
From tome far shore the final chorus sounding. 

O the blcsl eyes. Ihc happy hearts. 

That see. that know the guiding thread to (iiic, 

Along the mighty labyrinth. 



And thou America, 

For the scheme's culmination, its thought and its n 

For these (not for thyself) thou baat aiTived. 

Thou too suTTOundest all. 

Embractn)! carrying welcoming all, thou too by 

and new, 
To the ideal icndcst. 

The mcasiir'd faiths of other lands, the gnndeun at tl 
Are not for thee, but graodcun of thiiw own, 
Deific IJuihs and amplitudes, absofbing, coniw 
An eUgibU to alL 

An, aU for immortality. 

Love like the light silently wrapping aU, 

Nature's amellocaiion blming all. 

The blosMms, fruits of ages, orchards divine and c 

Foms, objects, growths, nunMuitics, to iptritoa] Image* d 

Che roc U God to smg that thought, 
dvc lac, give him or Set I love this tiuenchleaa faith. 
In Thy enteraUe, whatever else withheld withhold not A 
Bebef in plan of lltee cncloMd in Time and Space, 
Health, peace, salratiao oaaveTHt. 



Bntu Of Passage. 



I( it ft dream? 

Nay but the lack of it the drtain. 

And biling it life'* lore and wealth a dream, 

And an the worid a dream. 



X PIONEERS I O PIONEERS I 

Com IDT tan-laced children, 

n order, get yoat wc^xins ready, 
■|? have you i 
D pioneen I 



Hare yon your piitoli } have you your tharp-edged axei? 
Pioneen I O p' 

For we cannot tarry here, 
Wc noM nureh my darling*, we must bear the bmnt of danger. 
We the youthful lioewy rues, all the rest on ua depend, 

Pioneen t O pioneen I 

you youths. Western youths. 
So inmatien^ full of action, full of manly pride and friendship. 
Plain I see yon Western youths, see you tramping with the fore- 
moat, 

Pioneen I O pioneen 1 

Have the elder races halted ? 
Do they droop and end their lesson, wearied over there beyond 

the seas? 
Wc tdte ttp the task etetiuJ, and the burden and the lesaon, 

Pioneen 1 O pioneers I 

AS the past we leave behind, 
We debooch apoo a newer mightier worM, varied world. 
Freab and strong the workl we seize, worid of labor and the march, 

FioDeenI Op' 



We detachments steady throwing, 
Down the edges, tbroug^i the passes, up the mountains steep, 
CooqiKiing, bidding, daring, venturing u wc go the unknown wayi, 

nooeen I pioneen 1 

We primeval forests felling. 
We the rivers stemming, vexing we and piercing deep the mines 

within, 
W« die snr&ce broad surveying, we the virgin soil upheaving, 

Pioneen I pioneen ! 
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Colorado men are we. 
From the peaks gigantic, from the great tiemi and the Ugk 

plateaus, 
From the mine and from the gully, Trom the htintiog tfail we come, 

Pioneen I O pioneers I 

From Nebraska, from Arkanas, 
Central inland race are we, from Missouri, with the cootinental 

blood intervein'd, 
All the hands of comrades clasping, all the Southern, all the 
Northern, 
Pioneers! O pioneers 1 

resistlHs restless race I 
O beloved race in all! O my breastacheswith tender lore for all! 
O I mourn and yet exult, I am rapt with love for all. 

Pioneers! Opioacers! 

Raiie the mighty mother mistress, 
Waviftg high the dchcate mistress, over all the starry imar c aa . 

(bend your heads all,) 
Raise the fang'd and warlike mistress, stem, impassive, wcapon'd 



Pioneers! O pioneers t 

See my children, resolute children. 
By those swarms upon our rear we must never yield or falter. 
Ages back in ghostly millions frowning there behind us nrgiBg, 

Pioneers ! O pioneeri I 

On and on the compact ranks, 
AVith accessions ever waiting, with the places of the deat 

fill'd. 
llirough the battle, through defeat, moving ffX and never 
Pioneers ! O pioneers ! 

to die adraiKing on \ 
Are there some of ns to droop aiHt die? has the hoar come F 
Then upon the march we fittest die, soon and sate the m> b fiO'ti 

Pioneers ! O pioneers I 

An the puhes of the worM, 
Falling in thvy Ik.-3( for us, with the Western movemeM beat. 
Holding single or together, steady moving to the front, dfor ^ 

Pioneers ! U pioneers t 
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Al tfw tomm and ihowB, all the wonmen at their woik, 
An the Kamen and the landsmen, all the maMeim with their ilave^ 
Piooeen 1 O pioneen I 

AD the hapless silent lovers. 
An the prisoners in the prisons, all the righteous and the wided, 
AB the jojrottt, all the ■otrowin^ all the living, all the djrin^ 

Ffooeen t O iHoneeis I 

I too with my soul and body. 
We, a curious trio, pidung, wandering on our way, 
Throu^ these shores ainid the shadows, with the a p pf ili ooi 
pressing, 

Fioneeisl O pioneen I 

Lo, the darting bowling orb I 
Lo, the brother orbs around, all (he clustering sans and phnets. 
All the daizKng days, all the mystic nights wKh dreams, 

P ioDcers i O pioneen I 

These ate or us, they are with ui, 
AD for primal needed wpck, while the foUowen there in embryo 

wait behind. 
We to-day's procession heading, we the route for travel clearing, 

Piooeen 1 O pioneen I 

O yon daughtets of the West I 
O joa yonng and elder daughters I O you tnothen ami you wives 1 
Never must you be divided, in our ranks you move unibM^ 

Pioneers I O pioneets I 

Hinstiets latent on the prairies I 
(Shreoded bards of other lands, you may rest, you have done 

your woric,) 
Soon I hear yon coming warbling, soon you rise and tramp amid a%, 

Picmeeri ! O pioneers 1 

Not for delectations sweet. 
Not the cushion and the slipper, not the peacefid and the ttndioin 
Not the rkbes safe and palling, not for us the tame enjoyment, 

r Sone en ! O pioneen ! 

Do the feasten gluttonous feast ? 
Do the cotpnlent sleepen sleep ? have they lock'd and bofted dnor« ? 
H b« (Mrs the diet nard, and the blanket on the gronnd. 

Picoccfs I O piooeen I 
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Hss the night descended ? 
W«tbeRMdoriaU!*oioiho(iie? did wc oop dbcoanged noddni 

on out way ? 
Vet « paasiiig hour I yieiit >-ou in your tnck> to pauM obliviout, 
Pwnecn I O [iionecn ! 

"nil with sound of tnimpct. 
Far. iat off the daybreak cidl — hark 1 how lood and clear I hm 

it wind. 
Swift ) to UK head of the anay 1 — swift I tpnng to your placet, 

pMOccn I O jMonccn I 



TO YOU. 

WiMtvm you are, I fear you are walVinit the walki of <j 

I ieat these tuppoacd rcaliuei are tu melt from under your i 

and hamU, 
Even now your features, joyi. speech, hovse, trade. msM 

Uoutuet, foUics, roMiime, rrimec, dit^poic away froa jpfl 
Vour true aoul and body appear before me. 
They atand forth out of afbita, out of commerce, diopa, wu 

bnna, dotbcs, the hocue, bajing, wUing, eating, driiiUi 

tnflcring, dying. 

H'hoever yon are, iww I place my hand upon you, thai you be i 

poem, 
1 whisper with my lipa ckne to your ear. 
I have bved many women and men, but I k>vc none better 

yoo. 

U I have been dilatory and dorab, 
1 sboutd have made my way atratght lo you long ago, 
I ihoald have blabb'd nothing but you. I should have c^ 
nothing but you. 

1 win leave an and come and make the hymna at jtn, 

Nooe has nndentootl you, but I uodcntand you, 

Nooc has dooe justice to you, you have doi dooe )uatioe to ; 

idT. 
None but ha> found you imperfect, I only find do im| 

you. 
None Imt wuuld subordinate you, t only am he adto w9l Btv* 

conient lo subordinate you, 
I tmkj am he who places over yoa no master, owner, btom, Coi, 

beyond what wails inlrinikaly m yoursdf. 
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Fktetat bftfc painted their ^wanning groups md the ceiitie*6gare 

of all, 
Fkan the head of the centre-figare spteading a nitnbai of gold- 

oolor'd light, 
But I paint nayriadi of heads, but paint no head wilhoot hs nim- 

bua of gold-color'd light, 
FVom vtf buKT&tnD the brain of every roan and woman it ilieani^ 

dfiilgently flowing forever. 

I coald nng sach gnndenis and glories about jrou t 

Yoo have not known what you aie, you have shuober'd opon 

yooiself an your life. 
Your efdids have been the same as closed most of the time. 
What you have done retunu alieaih' in moclierics, 
(Your thrift, knowledge, prayets, if^ they do not letam in mock- 

eries, what is their return?) 

The mo^eries are not you, 

UadeiDeath them and within them I see you hufc, 

Ipunae yoo vrtwre none else has pursued you, 

Suence, the desk, the flippant expression, the night, the accnatoa'd 
routine, if these conceal you bom othets or &oai yoiinel^ 
they do not conceal )-ou from me, 

Tbe shaved face, the unsteady eye, the impure complexion, if these 
balk others they do not balk mc. 

The pert apparel, the defbrm'd altitude, diunkcnneas, greed, pre- 
mature death, all these I part aside. 

There is no eixlowment in man 01 woman that is not tallied in 

you, 
Hxie is no virtue, no beauty in man or woman, but as good is in 

you. 
No plock, no endurance in others, but as good is in you. 
No pleasnie waiting for others, but an equal ploa&ute waits for yoo. 

As far me, I give nothing to any one except I give the like care- 
faUy toyou, 

1 iug the songs of the glory of none, not God, sooner than 1 

sng the songs of the gfoiy of you. 

Whoever you are t cUun your own at any hazard I 
These shows of the East and West are lanK compared to you, 
TbeK immense meadows, these inierminabie rivers, yoa are 
immense and interminable as they. 
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Theae hrin, elrmcnls, ■torms. motions o( Notare, tbioet of ap|»r* 
ent ditsoluiion, ymi are he or ^c who it master or mistms 
over them, 

MMter or mistren in your own right over Naus«. dementi, paia. 
paanon, diwdntJon. 

Tbe hopple* fall from yonr ankles, yon find an nnftHing a u jicka c y . 
(Md or young, male or female, rude, low, rejected Uf the real. 

whatever you are promulges itself, 
Through birth, life, death, burial, the meant are prorided, noUitot 

is scanted. 
Through angers, losses, ambition, ignorance, ennat, what you are 

picks its way. 

FRANCE. 

rSf ilM Ynrr if Out SUtrt. 

A aacAT year and place, 
A hatah discordant natal scream out- 
mother's heart closer than any yet. 

1 walk'd the shores of my Eastern ku, 
Hcsrd over the waves the little voice, 
Siw the divine infant where she woke mournfully wailing, amtd tl)C 

roar of cannon, curves, shouts, crash of blltng baildii 
Waa not so sick from the blood in the gutient running nof 

the single corpses, nor those in heaps, nor inow 

away in the tumbrita. 
Was not 10 dcipenUe at the battues of death — waa not so 

ai the repeated fusillades of the gum. 

Pale, silent, stem, what could I say to that longacoaBtfa 

lion? 
Could 1 wish humanity different? 
OMild I wish the people made of wood and stone? 
Or that there be no Justice in destiny ot tiuK ? 

O Liberty 1 O ntate (or me I 

Here loo the bbxc. the grape-shot and the ric \ 

fetch them out in case of need. 
Here too, thou^ kmg rrprcit, can never be desttojr'd, 
Hcfc too coaldriw at last mardering and ecatatk, 
Hcfc too denaadiag Ibll attcaa of wnge anea. 

Heoca I ijgB this saluc over the sea. 

And I do not deny that terrible rod fainh and bwptisa, 
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Bui leaember the little voice that I heard waiUngi and wait with 

perfect trust, no matter how long, 
And ftom to-day sad and cogent I maintain the bequeath'd cause, 

as for all lands. 
And I tend these words to Paris with my love. 
And I guess some chansonniers there will understand them. 
For I guess there is latent music yet in France, floods of i^ 
O I hear already the bustle of instruments, they will soon be 

drowning aQ that would interrupt them, 

I think the east wind brings a triumphal and free march. 
It reaches hither, it swells me to joyful madness, 

1 wQl run transpose it in words, to justify it, 
I win yet sing a song for you ma femme. 



MYSELF AND MINE. 

Mtsklf and mine gymnastic ever, 

To stand the cold or heat, to take good aim with a gun, to sail a 

boat, to manage horses, to beget superb children. 
To speak readily and deariy, to feel at home among common 

people. 
And to hold our own in terrible positions on land and sea. 

Not for an embroiderer, 

(There will always be plenty of embroiderers, I welcome them also,) 

But for the fibre of things and for inherent men and women. 

Not to chisel ornaments. 

But to chisel with free stroke the heads and limbs of plenteous 

supreme Gods, that the States may realize them walking 

and talking. 

Let me have my own way, 

I^et others promulge the laws, I will make no account of the laws, 

Let others praise eminent men and hold up peace, I hold up 

agitation and conflict, 
I praise no eminent man, I rebuke to his face the one that was 

thought most worthy. 

(Who are you? and what are you secredy guilty of all your life? 
Will you turn aside all your Ufc? will you grub and chatter all 

vour life? 
And wtio are you, Uabbing by rote, years, pages, languages, 

reminiscences, 
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Uomtting to-djiy that you do not know how to fpnL properiy i 
single word ?> 

Let others (inuh specimeiu, I ne\-cr finiih spedmois, 
1 start thetn by exbausUess laws as Nature aoes, Crah and 
oontinually. 

I give aothing as duties, 

\Vhat others give as duties I give as living inqMikei^ 

(Shall I give the heart's actioD as a duty?) 

Let othcre dispose of questions, I dispose of oothiog, I 

unanswerable questions, 
n'ho arc they I kc and touch, and what about them? 
What about these likes of myiiclf that draw mc so cIok by leader 

directions and indirections P 

I call to the world to distrust the accounts of my friendi^ bat 

listen to my enemies, as I myKlf do. 
I charge you forever reject those who would expound me, fcr I 

cannot expound myself, 
1 charge that there be no thetny or Khool founded out of n^ 
I charge yon to leave aU free, as I have left all free. 

After mc, vista I 

I sec life is not short, but immeasurably long, 

1 henncfbnh tread the worhl chaste, tcmpcnte, an taAj iIh 

steady grower, 
Every hour the semen of centuries, and still of ccninrica. 

I must follow up these continual lesoru uf the air, water, catli 
1 perceive 1 have no time to loac. 



YEAR OF METEORS. 

Year of metcon t brooding year I 

I would bind in words retroq>cctive some of your deedi • 
1 would sing your contcM for the 19th frcsidcottad. 
I would tiiw bow an old man, tail, with while hair, 

Boibld in Virginia, 
(I wai at band, silent I stood with teeth sbot dam, I wMdild, 
I Rtood ven ncv )-uu oUl man when cool and i *" ' * 

tretnbling with age and your unbe " 
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I «oald ting in in^ copious song yoor census returm of die Slita, 
The tablM erf populadoa and products, I would sing of yoor ship* 

and their caigoes, 
The proud bUck ship* of Manhattan arriving, watat fiU'd wifli 

immigianti, some from the tsthmns with cargoes of gold. 
Soup tbereof would I ling, to all that hithenrard comes woold I 

wdcome give, 
Aod you would I sng, (air stripling 1 welcome to you from n^ 

young prince of EDglano I 
(Remember you surging M anha tt a n 's crowds as you pasi'd widi 

your coTtege of nobles? 
Thae io tlie crowoi stood I, and singled you out with attachment ;) 
Nor fcigct I to sing of the wonder, the ship as slie swam up my 

bty, 
Wdl-sh^>ed and stately the Great Eastern swam np my bqr, she 

was 600 feet long. 
Her moring swiiUy surrounded by myriads of smaU craft I foiget 

not to ting; 
Nor tlie comet that came unannounced out of the north flaring in 

Nor tlie strange huge meteor-procession dazzling and clear shoot- 
ing over our heads, 

(A moment, a moment long it sail'd its balls of unearthly ligltt 
over our heads, 

Hien departed, dropt in the night, and was gone ;) 

Of such, and fitful as they, I sing — with gkams from them would 
I ^eam and patch these chants, 

Your chants, O year all mottled with evil aod good — year of 
iorebodingsl 

Year of comets and meteors transient and strange ^ Io I even bete 
cue equally tranuent and strange I 

As I flit throu^ you hastily, soon to lUl and be gone, iriiat b this 
diant. 

What am I myself but one of your mcteon } 

WITH ANTECEDENTS. 
■ 
Win antecedents. 
With my fathen and mothers and the accumulations of past 

Widi aS which, bad it not been, I would not now be ber^ aa I 

am, 
Wth Egypt, htdia, Pbenicia, Greece and Rome, 
Wifa the Kelt, the Scandinavian, the Alb and the Saxoo, 
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With atuiqac msntime vcntares. U«s, aitisuttliip, wm mad )uwr< 

ncys, 
With the poci. the skuld, the saga, the myth, and the onde, 
With the talc of slaves, with enihusiastt, with the troaUKloar, the 

cnisadcr, and the monk. 
With thoK old continents whence we hare cotae to iht* new 

continent, 
Widi the fading kingdoms and kingi over then, 
U'ith the fading religions and prints. 
With the (mall thures wc look back to from our own laije and 

jircsenl shores. 
With countlen yean tlrawiiig thctnsclvci onwanl and niived H 

these yean, 
You and me arrived — America arrived and making this yofi 
Hiui year I sending ittcU' ahead countless yean to cook. 



but it is not the yean — it is I, it is Vou, 
We touch all law« and tally all antecedents, 

We are the ikald, the orarle, the monk and the knight, we caiily 

include them and more. 
We stand amid time bcginningless and cndleas, we stind amid eril 

and good, 
All swings arouod ui, there is as much daikitcas as light. 
The very sun swings itself and its system of planets araaod as, 
Its sun, and its again, all swing aroimd us. 

As fisr me, (tora, stormy, amid the«c vehement dat's,) 

1 have the idea of oil. and am all and bcbcve in aU, 

I bcUeve materialism is true and spuitiuUHD is true, I reieei m 
part. 



give yoa icooipit- 



(Have I forgotten any part? any thing in the past? 
Come to me whoever and whatever, till 
tion.) 

I mpect Assyria, China. Teutoiua, and the Hebrews, 

I mSopt each theory, myth, god, and dcmi-god, 

I SM that the old accounts, bibles, gencalogiea, an tni*. 

exception, 

I assert that aD past days were what iher must have been. 
And thai they could oo-how have been belter than they war. 
And that to^y is what it muu be, and that America it. 
And that to-day and America couk) tw-how Ix better than thqr 
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la the name of theae Statei and in jour and n^ name, the 

Put, 
And in the name of these States and in jronr and ray name, the 

Pteaenttime. 

I know that the past was great and the fhture will be great, 
And I know that both curiously conjoint m the present time, 
(For the sake of him I typify, for the common average man's 

sake, your sake if you are he,) 
And that where I am or you are this present day, there is the 

centre of all days, all races. 
And there is the meaning to us of all that lus ever come of lacci 

and days, or ever will come. 
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OVER the Western sea hither from Niphon come. 
Courteous, the swatt-cheek'd two-sworded envoys, 
Leaning back in their open barouches, bare-headed, impaaive. 
Ride tcKlay through Manhattan. 

libertad t I do not know whether others behold what I behoM, 

In the procession along with the nobles of Niphon, the errand- 
bearers, 

Bringing up the rear, hovering above, around, or in the ranks 
marching. 

But I will sing you a song of what I behold Libertad. 

When milUoD-fboted Manhattan unpent descends to her pavetnentt. 
When the thuixler-cracking guns arouse me with the proud rosr 

Iknre, 
When the round-mouth'd guns out of the smoke and smelt I love 

sfijt their salntes, 
When the fire-Bashing guns have fiilly alerted me, and heaven- 

clouds canopy my city with a delicate thin haze. 
When gorgeous the countless straight stems, the Ibretta at tbt 

iriuvres, thicken with colors. 
When evtry ship richly drest carries her fiag at the peak. 
When peimants trail and street- festoons hanig from the windows, 
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When Broadway U enlirel)' given up to foot-poMcngcn sod bat- ^ 

■tmdcn, when the nua b dcmcst, 
When the Ikctules of the houict we alive with people, « 

guc riveted tens of thouunds u a time. 
When the guests from the itUndi advance, when the ] 

moves forward visibtc, 
Wlicn the mmrooDS b made, when the amwcr thu waited thoo- | 

sands of years answers, 
I loo arising, answering, descend to the pavemenu, merge w^lh I 

the crowd, and gate with them. 



Superb-faced Manhattan ! 

COmnde Americanos 1 to ns, then at but the Orient conwL _ 

To us, my city. 

Where our tall-iopt marble and iron beauties range oa i 

sides, 10 walk in tlie apace between, 
To-day our Antipodes comes. 

Ti\c Originatrcsi comes, 

The nest of languages, the bequeathcr of poems, the n 
l-lorid with blood, pensive, rapt with musings, hot with 
Sultry with perfume, with ample and Bowing gmDcna, 
With sunburnt vjjugc, with intense soul and ^ttciiiig eyes, 
The race of Itrahma comes. 

See my canUbilc ! these and more are flashbg to as 6om llw 

procession, 
Ai h movei changing, a kaleidoKopc divine it moves 

before us. 

For not the envoys nor the tatm'd Japance Groca Ua Island oaljTi 
lithe and lilem the HiiMloo appears, the Asiatic contlDeM tadf 

aopears, the past, the dead, 
Tim nmkf niKbl-monung of wonder and &fak inscruuble, 
TWt envclop'd mysteries, the (rid and unknown hive-bees. 
The MRh, the aw^ering sooth, ctttetn Assyria, the H^rwi, dke 

wtooiM of ■ndtnte, 
Vm dcKtlaud cities, the gHdfaig praacnt, alt of tlKM ud More » 

in the pageanl-procwriow. 

Geography, the world, b in it. 

The Gnsu Sea, the bruo<l of islands. Potyaala, the cqmI bcyoad. 

Tha coast you henceforth arc teeing — yon Ubertadl Aom jmt 

Weatem pMea shores, 
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are curiouily here, 
Ihe ■w imii ig rauKct-pluei, the temples with idol* ranged aloag 

the noes or at the end, bonie, brahmin, and Uanta, 
Mandarin, Cumer, merchant, mechanic, and fishennan, 
Tbe tinging-giri and the dancing-gtri, the ectfatk penona, ttw 



CoafbciM Umadi; the great poets and heroea, the warrion, the 

castes, an, 
TtDOfnng up, oowiling from all d ir e c tion s , from the Ahajr moan* 

tains, 
Fkoo Thibet, from the four winding and br-Oowing imtt of 

China, 
nom the southern peninsulas aitd the demi-continental ialandi, 

from Malaysia, 
ThcM and whatever belongs (o them palpable show fatdi to me, 

and ate seiz'd by me. 
And I am seiz'd by them, and friendlily held bjr them, 
Tm as here them all I chant, Libeiud I far themaebes and fiar 

you. 

For I too nising my voice join the ranks of this pageant, 

I am the chanter, I chant aloud over the pageant, 

I chant the world on my Western sea, 

1 chant copioui the islands beyond, thick as stars in the sky, 

I chant the new empire grander than any before, as in a visioa it 

comes to me, 
I chant America the mistress, I chant a greater supremacy, 
I chant projected a thousand blooming cities yet in time oo tbow 

poaps of sea-islands, 
My saitaips and steam-ships threading the archipelagoet, 
My Stan and stripes fluttering in the wud, 
Commerce opening, the sleep of ages having done its wocfc, nces 

reborn, refresh d, 
Lhca, works resumed — the object I know not — but the old, the 

Anatic renew'd as it roust be, 
Comnencing from this day nuiounded by the world. 

3 
AhI yoa Libeitad of the world 1 
You shaD sit in the middle weU-pois'd thousands and **>«— ^ of 

yean, 
Aa to-oy from one side the nobles of Asia come to you. 
As to-morrow from the other side the queen of F-ng'"nd tends her 

eldest son to you. 



H 
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^H The ring is circlcil, the journey is done, ^^^H 
^H poun copiously out of the whole box. 


H Voung Libcnad 1 with the venerable Asia, the aU-mother, 

Be considerate with her now uid ever hot Libcrtul, fayoaanaO. 
Bend your proud neck lo the long-ofT mother dow KPtiing me«- 
agca over the arch]|>cl3goes to you, 

^- Bend your proud neck low (or once, young LibcRid. 


H Were the children straying westward so long? to wide tbe tnunplnc? 
^1 Were the precedent dim ages debouching westward Ihxni Psndiae 


^M Were the centuries steadily footing it that way, all Ae wMle 
^1 unknown, for you, for reaioni? 


^M They arc justified, they arc accompliih'H. they shall now be tom'fl 
^M the other way aho, to bavel toward yon tbencr. 
^^ They ihAll now alio march obediently eastward lor jm ake 
K LibeitKL 


^^K ^H 


^1 OUT OF THE CRADLE ENDLESSLY ROCKING ' 


H r^yrr ot the cradle endlessly rocking. 

■ ^ Oat of the mocking-bird's throat. Uw mmical abimle, 
^H Out of Ihc Ninth-month midnight, 

H Over the sterile iindi and the fields beyond, where die ddd 
H leaving his bed winder-d akinc, bcrcbeaded. IsRbai, 
^1 Down 6oai the ahow«r>d halo, 

^M up from the mystic play of shadows twining and tmtiag m V 
^H they were alive, 

■ Out from tbe patches of bdcfs and bbckberriet, 
^M Vtom the nmnrici oT the bM IhM chanted to me. 


H Plan your memories tad brother, from tbe fliful risfa^ aid hl- 

L ^ 
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Firom those beginning notes of yearning and love tfieie in die mist, 

From the thousand responses of my heart never to ceaae» 

From the myriad thence-arous'd words. 

From the word stronger and more delicious than any. 

From such as now they start the scene revisiting, 

At a flock, twittering, rising, or overhead passing. 

Borne hither, ere aU ehides me, hurriedly, 

A man, yet by these tears a little boy again. 

Throwing myself on the sand, confronting the waves, 

I, chanter of pains and joys, uniter of here and hereafter, 

Taking all hints to use them, but swiftly leaping beyond them, 

Aiemmiscence sing. 

Once Paumanok, 

When the lilac-scent was in the air and Fifth-month gran was 

growing. 
Up this seashore in some briers, 
Two feather'd guests from Alabama, two together. 
And their nest, and four light-green eggs spotted with brown. 
And every day the he-bird to and fro near at hand. 
And every day the she-bird oouch'd on her nest, sikflt, with 

bright eyes, 
And every day I, a curious boy, never too close, never distniUng 

them, 
CantioQaly peering, absorbing, translating. 



/ skim! skhu/ 
Ikmr damn your warmth^ greot sun / 
While we dask, we two together. 

Two together! 

Winds ^iow souths or winds blew norths 
Day come white^ or night come blacky 
Home, or rivers and mountains from home^ 
Snging ali time^ minding no time, 
While we two keep together. 

Tin of a sudden, 

May-be kill'd, unknown to her mate, 

One forenoon the she-bird crouched not on the nest, 

Hoe relum'd that afternoon, nor the next. 

Nor ever appeared again. 

And thenceforward all summer in the sound of the sea. 
And at night under the full of the moon in calmer weather, 
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Over the hoane uiTging or the sen. 

Or flitting from brier to brief by day, 

I sitr, I heud at intervals the remaining odc, the he-btr^ 

The sobtary guest from AUbaina. 

Bl^w ! Mmv ,' New ! 

Bhv! up iea-win4s alftg Piiumaiuk'i tk^rt ; 

I ttmii and t wait Hit you ^IffW my matt Af md. 

Ye«, when the stare glisten'd. 

An night long on the prong of ■ nKMS'Srallop'd ittke, 

Down Almocl amid the slapping waves. 

Sat the lone singer wondemi causing tears. 

He call'd on his mate. 

He pour'd forth ihe meanings which I of all men know. 

Yes my brother I know. 

The rest might not. bat I have treasnr'd every note. 

For more than once dimly down to the beach gliding. 

Silent, avoiding the moonbeams, blending myself with the 

RecaUinj now the obscure shapes, the echoes, the toondi 

sights after their sorts. 
'lite iriiitc arms out in ihe breakers tirelesaly tossmg, 
I. with bare feet, a child, the wind wafting my hnr, 
Liiten'd long and long. 

Lbten'd to keep, to sing, now iranibtlng ihe nolei, 
FoBowing yoa my brother. 

SaaAe .' t««At .' tpolkt .' 
Cifit ^n iti ofovt tttatkrs the wav* ieMtuf, 
' AmJ again an^t/ur ^ehimj rmtratiitg aaJ iafpitg, rvfij a mtlj 
Smt my lavt s«atktt m^t mr, m«t me. ^~ 

Zmp kai^ At maoH, if ivu lair, 

Hitkaiiii— OlthiKkitii Aeary mOt Uot.witk km. < 

O ■Mritfk' At tta fmtka mfan tkt tanJ, 
mm Utr, with int. 

Omigktt d» / n»t itt my In* /iMtteriof aut amaag At 
What is dial httU blatk thing I ut tkert in tkt mMtt I 

if ItiaJ) had! 
itcattltytu, my lavtt 
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High mmd clear I shoct my voice ever ike wavet, 
Smrtfyjou must kmrw who is here^ is here^ 
You must know who I am^ my love. 

Lom-^nging moon / 

Whmi is Aai dusky spot in your brown yeUow f 
O it is the shape ^ Ae shape of my mate / 
O wtoon do not keep ker/rom me any longer, 

Umdt land! O land I 

WUehever way I turn, O I think you could give me my mate 

back again tf you only would ^ 
For I am almost sure 1 see her dimly whichever way I look. 

O rising stars / 

Btrhaps the one I want so much will rise, wilt rise with some 
0/ you. 

O throat I O trembling throat / 

Sound clearer through the atmosphere / 

PSereo Ae woods, the earth. 

Somewhere listening to catch you must be the one I mwnt. 

Shake out carols / 

SoBiary kere, the nighfs carols i 

Carols of lonesome love ! death* s carols ! 

Carols under that lagging, yellow, waning moon / 

O under that moon where ske droops almost down into the sem I 

O reckless despairing carols. 

Bui soft I sink low! 
Soft! kt wu just murmur. 
And do you wait a moment you kusky-nois^d sea. 
For someufhere I believe I heard my mate responding to me. 
So faint, I must be still, be still to listen. 

But not altogether still, for then she might not come immediately 
to me. 

Hither my love ! 

Here I am ! here ! 

With this Just-sustained note i announce myself to you. 

This gentle caUisforyou my love, for you. 

Do not be decofd elsewhere, 

Thsi is the whistle of the wind, it is not my voice. 
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Thaf h AffiMtUrittg. the fiuOtfins if At tfr^, 
TTi^tt art Ae tAm/tnet 0/ leaves. 

O darkntst / O in vein f 

O I am vtry litk and fffrrewful. 

O irfwit iaU in At tfy near At moon, drooping v/mt At urn/ 

O frcuiUd rtfUelion im At sea .' 

OAroatf O AreHing heart > 

And I singing ustletsfy, useUtity aU Ae tdgkt 

Opastr Oka^yi^et O tongs 0/ jay t 
In tlu air, im Ae wods, ooerJSe/ds, 
tAtvedt iovtdt laved t laved t lm>td/ 
But my mate no more, no mere wiA me I 
Wt two togeAer no more. 

The aria tinkEng, 

Alt else coRtftiuing, the lUin thining, 

'W\c winch blowing, the noten or the biid contmaotif 

U'ith sngry moiins the fierce ol'l mother tncessuitljr 

On the tonds of I'aunuuiok'i shore gray utA mstUny, 

The yvOow half-moon enlarged, sagging down, droopinc the ' 

of the lea almost touching, 
The boy ecstatic, with his bare feet the wmci. with his hsir 

atmosphere dallying, 
The bve in the hcan kmg pent, now loote, now at laat 

otuly burning. 
The aria's meaning, the ears, ihe lonl, swilUy depositing 
The strange tean down the cheeks coursing, 
Titc coUoiiuy there, the trio, each uttering. 
The undertone, the savage old mother ioccaumly 
To tlic boy's soul's questions stdletily timiag, ■ouu 

hiving. 
To the outsctting bud. 

Demon or bird I (said the boy's (onl,) 

Is a indeed toward your mate you sing ? oi is it rraDy to mtf 

For I, that was a child, my tongue's use deeptDg, now 1 I 

heard you. 
Now in a nunaent t know what I am for, I nwake, 
Aad already a t ho u s a n d sinfen. a thousand songs, dearer, kwdcrl 

and more sonowfbl than yotm, 
A tbotuaDd wartibng echoes hare suited to life within ne, a 

iodic. 



O TOO ringer lolituy, lingiiig bjr jronneU, ptpjectiag roe, 

O Kilitary roe listening, never more iludl I ceue peipetoiting 

JfOlI, 

Never more (lull I ctcmpe, never more the reverberations. 
Never roore the cries of unsatisfied love be absent from me, 
Never igain leave roe to be the peaceful chiht I was before «lut 

mre in the night, 
%r the sea under the yellow and sagging rooon, 
lite nessengcr there arous'd, the fire, the sweet hetl within, 
Tlie unknown want, the destiny of me. 

O give me the dew I (it hirks in the nii^t here so ute w hei e,) 
O if I am to have so much, let roe have more I 

A word then, (for I will conquer it,) 
The word final, superior to aU, 
Subtle, lent up — what is it? — I listen; 

Are you whispering it, and have been all the time, jaa sea- 
waves? 
Is that it &ora your liquid ritns and wet sands? 

Whereto answering, the sea. 

Delaying not, hurrying not, 

Mr'biiper'd me through the ni^t, and very plainly before day- 
break, 

Lisp'd to me the low and deUcious word death. 

And again death, death, death, death, 

Hianng melodious, neither Uke the bird nor like my aroiis'd child^ 
bean. 

Bat edging near as privately for me rustling at my leet. 

Creeping thence steadily up to my ears and Uviog me toflljr aB 
over. 

Death, deaUi, death, death, death. 

Which I do not forget. 

But Aise the song of my dusky demon and brother. 

That he sang to mc in the moonlight on Paumanok's gnjr beach, 

With the thousand responsive songs at random. 

My own songs awaked from that hour, 

And with them the key, the word up from the waves, 

Tbe word of the sweetest song and all songs, 

That strong and delicious word which, creeping to my feet, 

(Or tike some old crone rocking the cradle, swathed in sweet 

garments, bending aside,) 
The sea whiqwr'd roe. 
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AS I EBB-D WITH THE OCEAN OF UFE. 



As I cbb'd with ihe ocean oT life, 
As 1 wcncicd ihc shorn I know, 
Ai 1 walk'd where the ripples conlinuaJIy warfi yoa 
Where ihey rustle up hoarse and sibiUnl, 
Where the fierce old mother endlessly cnea br her csilnny*, 
I mining Ute in the autumn day, gaijng off southward, 
Held by this electric *el( out of ihc pride of which I mier poem, 
Was seiz'd by the spirit that traiU in tlic lines underfoot, 
The rim, the sediment that stands for all the water and all Uw 
land of the globe. 

Fascinated, my eyec reverting from Ihe touth, dropt, to AOqw 

those slendCT windrows. 
Chaff, maw. splmten of wood, weeds, and the wa-^aten, 
SciuD, Kales from shining rocks, leaves of talt-tcuuce, left bjr Ac 

tide. 
Miles walking, the sound of breaUng wat-ea the other tide of 
Paumanok there and then aa I thought the old thought of "* 
Thac you presented to me you lUn-shapcd aland, 
Ai I wended the ihorcs I know, 
Ai I walk'd with that electric self tceklng tjpes. 



Ai I wtttd to the thorn I know not, 

As I list to the dirge, the voices of men and women wrcck'd. 

As I inhale the impalpable bneies that let in upon me. 

As Ihe ocean to mysterious rolli lowaul me closer and doacTi 

I loo bat signify al the utmost a little woah'd-up diifl, 

A few SBoda and de«l leaves Id gather, 

Gufaer, ntd mergv myself as pan of the taads aad drift. 

O balRed, balk'd, beM to the very earth, 

OppRst'd with myself that t h>ve dared to open my mootb. 

Aware iww that amid alt that Ual) whose echoes t«aiU upoa me I 

have Dot once had the IcmK idea who or what I am, 
But that before all my anogant poem* the real He atiMk ]k* 

untoQch'd, untotd, altogether unreach'd, 
Wtbtfaawn br, mocking me whli mock-coognlnlalafy rigM and 

bows. 
With peab of distant irooica] laogbter M every word I bawc wriooi, 
Mttiai in tileiKC to these songs, and iben to the sukd ltnc<h. 
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I perceive I have not really understood any thing, not a m^ 

object, and that no man ever can, 
Nature here in sight of the sea taking advantage of me to dart 

upon me and sting roe. 
Because I have dared to open my mouth to sing at all. 

3 

You oceans both, I close with you, 

We murmur alike reproachfuDy rolling sands and drift, knowing 

not why. 
These little shreds indeed standing for you and me and aH 

You friaUe shore with trails of debris, 

You fish-shaped island, I take what is underfoot. 

What is yours is mine my lather. 

I too IHramanokf 

I too have bubbled up, floated the measureless float, and been 

waah'd on your shores, 
I loo am but a trail of drift and debris, 
I too leave little wrecks upon you, you fish-shaped island. 

I throw myself upon your breast my father, 
I ding to you so that you cannot unloose me, 
I hold you so firm tiU you answer me something. 

Kiss roe roy fiuher. 

Touch roe with your lips as I touch those I love. 
Breathe to me while I nold you close the secret of the murmuring 
I envy. 

4 

Ebb, ocean of life, (the flow will return,) 
Cease not your moaning you fierce old mother, 
Eadleasly cry for your castaways, but fear not, deny not me. 
Rustle not up so hoarse and angry against my feet as I touch you 
orgiuher finom you. 

I mean tenderly by you and all, 

I gather for myself and for this phantom looking down where we 
lead, and following me and mine. 

life and mine, loose windrows, little corpses, 

FhMh, snowy white, and bubbles, 

(See, from my dead lips the ooze exuding at last. 
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See, the prismatic colon glistening ukI rdling,) 
TuJb of Uraw, tutnds, fngmenti, 

Buoy'd hither from many moodi, one contradicting another, 
From the slonn, the long calm, liic darkncu. the swell, 
Muting, pondering, a breath, a bnoy tear, a dab of liiuid orV 
Up iuM a> much out of fathomlcu workings fermented and t' 
A Itmp blossom or two, torn, just as much over wavo ftnwinft 
drifted at random, 

iust H much for us that sobbing dirge of Nature, 
ost as much whence we come that blare of the clood-tmnipets, 
We, capricious, brought hither we know not whence, qvead otd 

before you. 
You up there walking or sitting. 
Whoever you ore, wc loo lie in drifis at yoor feet. 



TEARS. 
Tuns I tears I lean I 
In the night, in solitude, tean. 

On the white shore dripping, drifting, uiclc'd In by the i 
Tean, not « Mar shining, all dark ana desolate. 
Moist tean from the eyes of a muffled head ; 
O who b that ghost? dut fomi in the dark, with tean? 
What shapeless lump is that, bent, crouch'd there on the nad? 
SUreaming tean, sobbing tean, throes, choked with wild cria ; 
O storm, embodied, rising, careering with swift stc|a along tiM 

beach) 
O wild and dismal night storm, with wind — O belching aBd i 

perate I 
O shade so sedate and decorous by day, with cafan c obbUm i 

and regulated pace. 
Bat away at night as you fiy, ttone looking — O then the ubIoom 

ocean. 
Of tean I tean I tean I 



P 



TO THE MAN-OC-WAR-BIRD. 

Thw who hast slept all nif^l upon the ttonn, 

Waking resew'd on thy prodigtoos pinions, 

(Bvftt the wild siorai? above ji thou ascendedX 

And rested on the sky, thy slave that cradled thee,) 

Now a blue point, Eir, far in heaven floaUng, 

As to the li^I emerging here on deck 1 watch thee, 

(MjTKlf a speck, a point on the workl's floating rat) 
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Far, lar at sea, 

Afier the night's Berce drifts have itrewn the ihore with wrecks 

With re-appearing day u now so happy aitd lerene, 

The rosy and ebuAk dawn, the flaihing tun. 

The timpid spread of air cerulean, 

Thoa alio re-appearesL 

ThoQ bom to match the gale, (thou art all wings,) 

To cope with heaven and earth and lea and hurricane. 

Thou ship of air that never furl'st thy sails. 

Days, even weeks untired and onward, through spaces, tealnu 

gyrating. 
At dn^ that look'st on Senegal, at mom America, 
That spon'st amid the lightning-flash and ihunder-ckmd. 
In them, in thy experiences, had'st thou my soul, 
^V'hat )oys I what joys were thine I 

ABOARD AT A SHIP'S HEUf. 

AaoyutD at a ship's helm, 

A young steersman steering with care. 

Through fog on a sea-coast dolefully ringing, 

An ocean-bcU — O a warning bell, rock'd by the waves. 

O you give good notice indeed, you bell by the sea-reeft ringing, 
Ringing, ringing, to warn the ship from its wreck-place. 

For as on the alert O steersman, you mini) the loud admonition. 
The bows turn, the freighted ship tacking speeds away under her 

gray sails, 
The beautifiil and noble ship with all her precious wealth speeds 

away gayly and safe. 

But O the ship, the immortal ship ! O ship aboard the ship ! 
Ship of the body, ship of the soul, voyaging, voyaging, voyaging. 

ON THE BEACH AT NIGHT. 

Of the beach at night. 
Stands a child with her lather. 
Watching the east, the autumn sky. 

Up through the darknesa, 
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While ravening clouds, tlic burial clouds, in black nutKS spreading, 

Lower luUen and lut aihwait and down Uic sky. 

Amid a Inmsparent clear belt of ether yet left in the east, 

AKcnds large and calm the lord-star Jupiter, 

And nigh at hand, only a very little above, 

Smm the delicate ioxen the Pleiades. 

From the beach the child holding the hand of her father. 
Those burial-clouds that lower victorious soon lo devoor bU, 
Watching, silently weeps. 

Weep not, child. 

Weep not, my darling. 

With these kmcs let me remove your tears, 

"Wm ravening clouds shall not long be victorious, ' 

They shall not king possess the sky, they devour the stan ooly in 

apparition, 
Jupiter shall emerge, be patient, watch again another night, tbe 

Pleiades shall emerge. 
They arc immortal, aU those stars both sihrery aad gokin) siwll 

shine out again. 
The great stars and the little ones shall shine out again, thqr 

endure. 
The vast immortal suns and tbe long-enduring pcnsire oiooas 

shall again shine. 

l^ieo dearest chikl moumest thou ortly for Jupitei? 
ConaideresI thou akme the burial of the stanf 

Sometiung there n, 

fWith my lips soodiing thee, adding I whisper, 
give thee the first suggestion, the prolilem and indirectkm,) 
Something ibere is more im mor ta l even than the stars, 
(Many dK burials, maay the days and nights, passing aw^,) 
Something that shall caaiire loagcr even uun lustnras jupitei, 
Longer than son or any t«vohFing sMdGtc, 



Something that shall endure loogcr 
Longer than son or any t«vohFing si 
Or the tadiant listciB the ndadca. 



THE WORU> BELOW THE BRINE. 

Tta world below the brine, 

Foresls at the bottom of the sea, the btoncbes aikd leaver 

Sea-lettuce, vaA bchcns, strange flowers and seeds, the tUdk M 

openings, and pink turf. 



Different colors, pale gray and green, purple, white, and gold, the 

play of light through the water, 
Dumb swimmers there among the rocks, coral, gluten, grass, rashes, 

and the aliment of the swimmers, 
Shiggish existences grazing there suspended, or slowly cnnrling 

close to the bottom. 
The q;>erm-whale at the surface blowing air and spray, or disporting 

with his flukes. 
The leaden-eyed shark, the walrus, the turtle, the hairy sea-kopard, 

and the sting-ray, 
FMsioos there, wars, pursuits, tribes, sight in those ocean-deplhs, 

bceathing that thick-breathing air, as so many do. 
The change thence to the sight here, and to the subtle air breathed 

by beings like us who walk this sphere. 
The change onward from ours to that of beings who walk other 

^heres. 



ON THE BEACH AT NIGHT ALONE. 

On the beach at night alone. 

As the old mother sways her to and fro singing her husky song, 
As I watch the bright stars shining, I think a thought of the clef 
of the universes and of the future. 

A TasI similitude interlocks all, 

AH nheres, grown, ungrown, smaD, large, suns, moons, planets, 

AH dbtances of place however wide, 

AH distances of time, all inanimate forms, 

AH souls, all living bodies though they be ever so different, or in 

different worlds, 
AD gueons, watery, vegetable, mineral processes, the fishes, the 

brutes, 
AD nations, colors, barbarisms, civilizations, languages, 
AD identities that have existed or may exist on this globe, or any 

^be, 
AD fives and deaths, aD of the past, present, future, 
This vast similitude spans them, and always has spaim'd. 
And shaD finever span them and compactly hold and endoae them. 



SONG FOR ALL SEAS, ALL SHIPS. 

I 
To>OAY a rode brief recitative, 
Of shtpa sailing the seas, each with its special flag or ship-signal, 
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Of aniuuDed heiocB in the ships — of waves spreading and 4 

log tax as thr eye can reach. 
Of dashing spray, and the winds piping and blowing, 
And out of these a chant for the s.iJlors uf all naliona, 
FitM, like a. auTgc. 

Of lez-caplaini young or old, and the males, and of all i 

Of the few, very choice, tacilum, whom fate can never i 

not dciUh dismay, 
Pick'd sparingly withottt noise by thee old ocean, choien by ihee, 
lliou tea. that pickest and cuUesi the nee in time, and onilcst 

nations, 
Suckled by ihee, old husky nurse, embodying thee. 
Indomitable, untamed as thee. 

(Ever the heroes on water or on land, by ones or twos appeariu, I 
Ever the stock prcserv'd and never lost, tliuugh rare, cnosglt jor | 
seed prcserv'd.) 



I 



Flaunt out O sea your separate Sagi of nations 1 
FUunt out visible as ever the various slup-signals t 
But do you reserve cspcciAlly for yourself and for the s 

one Rag above all the rest, 
A spiritual woven aigna] for alt nations, emblem of man elate sbore 

death. 
Token of all brave captains and oil intre)»d ssilon and nutd^ 
And all that went down doing thctr duty, 

Reminiscent uf them, twii;ed from all intrepid captains ymng or old, 
A pennant universal, subcly wtning all lime, o'er all batn aJlac^ 
ABsca^aU shipa. 



PATROLING DARNECAT. 
Woo, wild the storm, and the sea high 
SUady the roar of the gale, with incasi 
Shouts of demoniac laughter fitfuDy piercing and pealing. 
Waves, air, midnig^ their savagest trinity uahing, 
Ou in the shadows tbere mOk-wliite coodit careenag. 
On beachy stash and sand spirts of snow fierce slaaUng, 
Where through the mark the easterly death-wind l»riilina 
Thjou^h cutting switi and spray watchful and firm Sidnindn^ 
(That tn the dinaace ! is that a wreck? b Uic red signal flaxk^}) 
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Slosh and sand of the beach tireless till daylight wen< 
Steadily, slowlv, through hoarae roar never remitting, 
Along the midnight eq^e by those milk-white com^ careering, 
A group of dim, weird forms, strug^ing, the night confionting, 
'riwt savage trinity warily watching. 



AFTER THE SEA-SHIP. 

Arm the sea-ship, after the whistling winds, 
After the white-gray sails taut to their spais and ropes. 
Below, a myriad myriad waves hastening, lifting up their neckiy 
Tending in ceaseless flow toward the tn^ of the ship, 
Waves of the ocean bubbling and gurgling, blithely prying, 
Wanresy wndnlating waves, liquid, uneven, emulous waves. 
Toward that whirling current, laughing and buoyant, with curves, 
Where the great vessel sailing and tacking displaced the surfiice, 
Laiger and smaller waves in the spread of the ocean yeamftdly 

flowing. 
The wake of the sea-ship after she passes, flashing and fioBctoaie 

under the sun, 
A modey proces si on with many a fleck of foam and many fragments, 
FoUowing the stately and rapid ship, in the wake following. 
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A BOSTON BALLAD. 

(tS54.) 

^et betimes in Boston town I rose this morning earlv, 
ere's a good place at the comer, I must stand ana see 
the show. 



Clear the way there Jonathan ! 

Way kx the President's marshal — way for the government cannon ! 
Way kx the Federal foot and dragoons, (and the apparition:> 
copiously tumbling.) 

I k»ve to kx>k on the Stan and Stripes, I hope the fifes will piqr 
Yankee Doodle. 
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How brighl &hinc the cuilassn of the forcDiou troopi I 

Evciy nuo hokk his revolver, marching nilT throogb BocUm tova. 

A &)g foltoin, antiques of the tame come limping, 
Soote appear wooden -legged, md some appear bModued and 
bioodle«. 

V/hjr tha ii indeed a show — it haa caQed the dead om of the 

earth I 
The old graveyards of the hilb have hurried to «ee 1 
niontonu 1 phantonut countlcn liy flank and rear t 
Cock'd hats of mothy mould — t-nitchcs made of miM 1 
Arms in dings — old men leaning on young men's ihouiden. 

What troubles you Yankee phantoms? what is aU this chMlBiag 

of hare gums 7 
Does the ague convulse your timti« ? du you mistake yoor cnUcltci 

for firelocks and level them ? 

If you bUad your eyes with tears you will not »cc Ibe Prendcm't 

tnanhal. 
If JDU groan such groans you might balk the govcnimcm caaoon. 

For ibamc old maniacs — bring down those loM'd arms, and let 

your white hair be, 
Here g^x your great grandaont, their wives guc U them 6on 

the windows, 
Sec how wcU ditn'd, sec how ordedy they condtict (beoMetvci. 

Wane and worse — can'l you stand It? are you nttreatliig? 
Ii diii boor with the Uviitg too dead for you ? 

Retreat then — pcU-mcll ! 

To your graves — back — back to the hills old lirapcrs ! 

I do not think you bctong here anyhow. 

But there is one thing that belongs here — shall I IcB y<M wta k 
is, gendemen of Boston? 

I win whisper it to the Mayor, he shall aend a connloac ta 

England, 
They shall get a grant from the ParVameni, go with a cart ta the 

ruyu vault. 
Dig oat King George's coAn, umnap him quick from the fnsv 

ckithcs, box up his booes for a )oumey, 
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Find a twift Yankee clipper — here is freight for you, biack-bdiied 

dipper, 
Up with ycnirandior^- shake out jroursails — steer straight tonrard 

Boston bay. 

Nov can for the President's nuurshal again, bring out the govem- 

roent cannon, 
Fetch home the roarers from Congress, make another pro ccsri on, 

guard it with foot and dragoons. 

Hiis centre-piece for them ; 

Look, an oraerly dtizens — kx>k from the windows, women 1 

The comndttee open the box, set up the regal ribs, glue those that 

win not stay. 
Clap the skun on top of the ribs, and dap a crown on top of the 

skun. 

You have got jo\xr revenge, old buster — the crown is come to its 
own, and more than its own. 

Stick jour hands in your pockets, Jonathan — you are a made 

man frxnn this day, 
Yoo are mighty cute — and here is one of your bargains. 



EUROPE, 

Tkt f^ mnd jyi YMtr$ 9f TktM Simtts, 

Sdddinlt out of its Stale and drowsy lair, the lair of slaves. 
Like Hi^tning it le'pt forth half starUed at itseli; 
Its feet upon the ashes and the rags, its hands tight to the throats 
of kings. 

O hope and fiuth ! 

O aching close of exiled patriots' lives ! 

O many a sicken'd heart ! 

Tom back onto this day and make younelves afresh. 

And TOO, paid to defile the People — you liars, mark 1 

Not for numberless agonies, murders, lusts, 

For court thieving in its manifold mean forms, worming from his 

simplidty the poor man's wages, 
For many a promise sworn by royal lips and broken and laugh'd 

at in the breaking, 
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albcfcr, 



ir power 
or the neods of the nobles (all ; 
The People tconi'd the ferocity of kinsi. 

But the sweetncu of mercy brew"<l bluer 

frighten'd monarchi come back, 
Each comes in state with his train, hangmaji, priest, tax>gBlbefcr, 
Sohlicr, lawyer, lord, jailer, and sycophanL 

Vet behind all lowering stealing, lo, a shape. 

Vague as the night, draped inUnntoably, head, fronl aod Ibtiii, I 

scarlet folds. 
Whose fiu:e aiti] c^ci none may see. 
Out of its robes only this, the red tobca lifted bv the aiin, 
One finger crook'd pointed high over the top, Kke the bead mf 

make appcon. 

Meanwhile corpses be in new-made graves, bloody corpMi o 

young men, 
The rope of the gibbet hangs heavily, the buUetB of princei ■ 

flying, the creatures of power laugh aloud. 
And all these things bear iiuils, and they arc good. 

Tliosc corpses of young men. 

Those martyn that hang from the gibbets, tfaoK heara picre^ b 

the gray lead. 
Cold and motionlcs a* tbejr mcu Itw ebewbcte with vaiima^ 

tcr'd vitaLty. 

Titey live in other young men O kfnga t 

They lire in brothcn anin ready to defy you, 

Tbey were purified by oeaA, they wen taoghl and eulud. 

Not a nave of the munler'd for freedom bat gnm teed far ftc 

dom, in its turn tu l>car need. 
Which the winds carry afar and re-tow, and the reina vd ( 

■Dows nourish. 

Not a diaembodicd spirit can the weapons of lyranla ktll 
But it Kallu invisibly over the earth, 



liberty, let others despair of yoa — I never dcqwir of jno. 

Is the house shut? is the maatcr away? 
Neverthelea, he ready, be not weary of waicUiv, 
He will soon retHin, h-t mMsmgrr* come anon. 
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Hold it up sternly — ^ thu it sends back, (who is it? b it 

yoo?) 
Oataide fiur coitunae, within ashes and Alth, 
No mote a flashing eye, no more a ■onorous voice or wpnagj 

step. 
Now some slave's eye, voice, hands, step, 

A diunkard's breath, unwholesome eater's face, venerealee's flesh 
Idiogi lotting away piecemeal, stomach sour and canketous. 
Joints rtteumatic, bowels clogged with abomination, 
Blood circulating dark and poisonous streams, 
Words babble, hearing and touch callous. 
No bnin, no heart left, no magnetism of sex ; 
Soch from one look in this looking-glass ere you go hence. 
Such a result so soon — and from such a beginning 1 



Lons divine and perfect Comnde, 
Waiting content, invisible yet, but certain, 
fie thou my God. 



Thou, thou, the Ideal Man, 
Fair, able, beautiful, content, and loving, 
Complete in body and dilate in spirit. 
Be thou my God. 

O Death, (for Life has served its turn,) 
Opener and usher to the heavenly mansion, 
Be thou my God. 



An^t, inght of mightiest, bc^ I see, conceive, or kr>ow, 
(To break the stagnant lie — thee, thee to free, O soul,) 
Be thou my God. 

All great ideas, the races' aspinttions. 
An heroisms, deeds of rapt enthusiasts. 
Be ye my Gods. 

Or Hbk and ^lace, 
Or shape of Euth divine and wondrous, 
Or some lair shape I viewing, worship, 
Or lustrous orb of sun or star by night. 
Be ye my Gods. 




GERMS. 

Forms, qoalittes, lives, hunumity, Ungua|[e, thooghts, 
Tbt onea known, xod the ones unkoown. the ones on the 
lite lUn thenuetvcs, some shaped, othcn unahspcd, 
W<md«ni ai of ihooc countries, the soil, trees, cities, 

whatever ihey may be. 
Splendid suns, the moom and rings, the countless com) 

uid effects, 
Such-like, and su good as such-like, vtiible here or 

stand provided Tor in a handful of space, which I ei 

my arm anil half enclose with my hand. 
That containing the start of each and all, the virtac, the 

oTall. 

THOUGHTS. 

Or ownenhip — as if one fit to own things could not at p 

enter upon all, and incorporate ihcm into himself or I 
Of vista — suppose some sight in arricrc through the foi 

chaos, presuming the growth, fuhicss, life, now anain'd nfl 

the journey, 

(But I see the road conlinued. and the journey ever conttnned ;) 
Of what was once lacking on earth, and in due time las 

supplied — and of what will yet be supplied, 
Because ^ I see and know I believe to tuve iu main p <B[w it 

iriiat win yet be supplied. 



WHEN I HEARD THE LEARN'I) ASTRONOMER. 

Wmot t heard the leam'd astronoimer, 

MHien the proob, the figures, were ranged in columiu beCore me. 

When I was shown the charts and diagrams, to add, divide, am 
measure them, 

When I sitttng heard the astronomer where he lectuicd villi nod 
i^iplause in the lectatr-room, 
. How Boon unaccountable I became tired and sick, 
' Tm rising and gliding out I wandcr'd off by myselC 

la the mystical moist night-air, and from time to tine, 

LocA'd up in perfect silence at the ttan. 



PEJtFECTIONS. 

Omu ttioBMlvci tmdenuad ibemiehFca wtd d»e Uk* oT d 
As kouk ontjr mdcntaad loub. 
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O MB I O fife I of the qneitioiu of these recarring, 

Of the endlcM tnuni of the fiuthlen, of dtics fiU'd with the 
ftmliih. 

Of mytelf Ibtever reproaching myself, (for who more foolish than 
I, end who more futhlesi?) 

Of eyes that vainly cnve the li^t, of the objects mean, of the 
struggle ever renew'd, 

Of the poor results of all, of the plodding and sordid crowds I 
see around me. 

Of the empty and useless yean of the rest, with the rest me inter- 
twined, 

The question, O me I so sad, recurring — What good amid tbeae, 
O me, O life? 

That you are here — that life exists and identity. 

That the powerAil play goes on, and you may contribute a verse. 



TO A PRESIDENT. 

All too ate doing and saying is to America dugled mirages, 
Yon have not leam'd of Nature — of the politics of Nature >-ou 

have not leara'd the great amplitude, rectitude, impartiality. 
You have not seen that only such as they are for these Slates, 
And that what is less than they must sooner or later lift off from 

these Slates. 



I SIT AND LOOK OUT. 

I OT and look out upon all the sorrows of the worid, and upon all 

oppression and shame, 
I bear secret convulsive sotn from young men at anguish with 

themselves, remoneful after deeds done, 
I see in low life the mother misused by her children, dying, 

n^lected, gaunt, desperate, 
I tee the wife misused by her husband, I see the treacherous 

seducer of young women, 
I mark the ranklings of jealousy and unrequited love attempted to 

be hid, I see these sighu on the earth, 
I see the wotkings of battle, pestilence, tyranny, I sec nurtyn and 



at sea, I observe the saOors casting kMs who 
■hall be kiU'd to preserve the lives of the rcs^ 
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I observe the slights and degndAtioiw cux by aironnt i: 

iip<jn UU»^, the poor, and upon negroes, ana the like ; 

AH these — all the meanness and agony without end I Biting loafcl 
out ii[>an. 

Sec, bear, and am sileoL 



TO RICH GIVERS. 

What you give me I cheerfully accept, 

A liule sustenance, a hut and garden, a little vaaaej, nil 

vous with my poems, 
A Uttvcler'x lodging and breakfast as I juumcy tlmuffh ibe SWi 

— whytnould I t>c oshameil tu own such gifts? why 

advrttiiM: for ihcm? 
For I myself am not one who Itcstows nothing upon nun and wooia 
For I bestow upon any nun or woman the entrance to nil the gil 

of tliG univcne. 

THE DALLIANCE OF THE EAGLES. 
SxiimMn the river road, (my Torenoon walk, my re«,) 
Skj'wan) in air a sudden muffled sound, the dalliance of the 
The nishing amorous contact high in space together, 
1'he clinching intcrtocking claws, a living, fierce, gyniiaf wited 
Four beating wings, two beaks, a swirling mass light giappBof, 
In tumbling turning clustering loops, straight downwvd udHn^ 
Till o'er the river pois'd. the twain yet one, a moment's loll, 
A motionless slill balance in the air, then parting, laloos toorinj. 

Upward again on slow-firm pinions slanting, their scpanle -*'■ 

flight, 
9k ben, he his, pursuing. 

KOAMING IS THOUGHT. 

ijt/tir r^dittf llMUt.) 

Romfeg in thooghl over the Umvcnc, I saw the little thai 
Good ■teadily hastening lowird* immoruUiy, 

Aad ihe vaM ■!! thai it adl'd EvS 1 1 
■ndbecooK lottutd dead. 



A FARM PICTURE. 
Trmx.<gh the ample open door of tlte pcacc6tl cotnHir htm, 
A sunlit pMtuce fickl with cattle and bones (eediiqt, 
Aitd haic and vista, and the far horiion bdiag away. 



Br THE SodDSto*. 



A CHILD'S AMAZE. 



Aun iDd amued even when m. little hof, 

I icmenber I beard the preacha cverjr Snndajr pot God la Ui 



1 contending againt lome being or influence. 



THE RUNNER. 

Oh a flat mad miM die weH-train'd ninner, 
He b lean and mttwf with mmcoiar legi^ 
He ia tbinfy dodted, he leana facward as he nms. 
With li^idjr ckiaed fiita and armi partiallj laii'd. 



BEAUTIFUL WOMEN. 

WoMBf «t cr move to and fro, aome old, some young, 
Hie jrotug arc beantifiil — but the old are mote beautiAil than the 
jrooog. 

MOTHER AND BABE. 

I sn the sleeping babe nestling the breast of its mother, 
The skeping mother and babe — huah'd, I study them kmg and 
k»g. 

THOUGHT. 

Or obedience, fiuth. adhesiveness ; 

As I stand aloof and look there is to me something ptofoondly 

alfecting in large masses of men following the lead of tbow 

who do not bdicve in men. 



A MASK, a peipetnal natural disguiser of herself. 
Concealing her &ce, concealing her fonn, 
Changes and traosfonnatioas every hour, every moment, 
FalUDg upon her even when she sleeps. 



IS if Justice could be any thing but the same ample 
ounded by natural judges and savioTa, 
e tbta thing or that thing, according to ikciiions 



L*AVMS OP CJtASS. 



GLIDING (XER ALL 



GUDINC o'er aQ, throngh all. 
Through Nature, Time, and Space, 
As a ship on the watere advancing, 
Tlie voyage of the soul — not life alone, 
Death, many deaths i'U sing. 

HAST NEVER COME TO THEE AN HOUR. 

Hast never come to thee an hour, 

A sudden gleam divine, precipitating, bunting all theac 

fashions, wealth? 
ThcK eager bu&incaa alms — books, potitica, ait. 
To utter nolhingncas? 



THOUGHT. 

Or Equality — as if it hann'd me, giving oihen the ta 

and ri^ts u my^rlf — iu if it were not todiipensaUc 
my own rights that othen possess the same. 



TO OLD AGE. 

I sn b yoa the estnajy thai enlaiges and spreads hxIT | 
It poun in the great sea. 

LOCATIONS AND TIMES. 

tixxnoK* and limes — what is it in me that meets them a 
ever and wherever, and makes me at home? 

Fonas, colors, densities, odors — wbat is it in nic thaS c 
with them? 

OFFERINGS. 

A THOtsutD perfect men and women appear, 
Aroaod each gathen a ch iat e r of Mends, and gaq* c 
jootbsi with offerings. 



TO THE STATES, 

Wttv rcdiitiiit, (Dtenofitiiig? why myself and all dro wi fa g? 
IVltAt decpcimv twilifu — Ktun dotting atop of Ibar"— 
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Who «n tbey u bats and night-dogi aikant in the c^iitol? 
What a fihhy Prendentiad I (0 South, your toirid mm t O NoRh, 

your arctic freednga I) 
An thcne really Congressmen ? are those the great Judges? is that 

the President? 
Then I win steep awhile yet, for I see that these States sleep, far 



(With gathering murk, with muttering thunder and lambent shoots 

we all duly awake. 
Sooth, N(»th, ^st. West, inland and seaboard, we wiU study 

nmke.) 



DRUM-TAPS. 



FIRST O SONGS FOR A PRELUDE. 

FIRST O songs for a prelude, 
U^htly strike on the stretch'd tympanum pride and joy 

in mv city. 
How she led the rest to arms, how she gave the cue. 
How at once with lithe limbs unwaiting a moinent she qwang, 
(O superb t O Manhattan, ray own, my peerless ! 
O straogeM you in the hour of danger, in crisis ! O truer than steel I) 
How you s|]cang— how you threw off the costumes of peace with 

indi^rent hand. 
How your soft opera-music changed, and the drum and fifc were 

beard in their stead, 
How you led 10 the war, (that shall serve for our ptehide, sonp 

of soldien,) 
How M""*"***" drum-taps led. 

Faity yean had I in my city seen soldieis parading. 

Forty years as a pageant, till unawares the lady of this teeming 

and turbulent city, 
Sleepless amid her ships, her bouses, her incalculable wealth. 
With her milUon children around her, suddenly. 
At dead of night, at itews from the south, 
Incata'd stntii with dinch'd hand the pavement. 

A shock electric the night suslain'd it, 

TBI with ominous bum our hive at daybreak pour'd out its myriads. 
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Flora the boasei then and the wotfcshopi, and throo^ aU the I 

doorways. 
Leapt Utey tumi^tuous, and lo I Manhattan arming. 

To the dnim-laps prompt, 

The yoaaa men laUing in and arming. 

The mechanics araung, (the truwel, the jack-ptene, tbe Uk):- 

smith's hammer, tosi aside with precipitatMa.) 
The bwycr leaving his oAice and arming, tbe )udge lanriag ihe 

court, 
The driver deserting hit wagon in the street, JtH^iii| down, 

throwing the reins abruptly down on the horses' backa. 
The salesman leaving the aorc, the boss, tiook-keepcr, poRct, 

leaving ; 
Squads gather everywhere by common consent and arm. 
The new recruits, even boys, the otd men show them how ' 

their accoutrements, they buckle the straps carcAil^, 
Outdoors arming, indoors arming, the dash of the muikct-ti 
The white tents duster in camps, the arm'd lenOries aruand, the 

sunrise cannon and again at sunset, 
Arm'd regiments onive every day, pan through the dcy, and 

embark ftom Ihe vdtarvet, 
(How good they kx)k as they tnmp down to the river, fwcaly. 

with their guna on thdr sboalden I 
How I tovc them I how I contd hag ihem, with tbejr brown latm 

and tbcir dotbct and knapncks oowr'd with dim I) 
Tite blood of the dty op — arm'd I ana'd I tbe ay ntjy heiw. 
The flags flung otit fifom the stevt^es of chnrchci and Irani al ibt 

publk DuiMings and sU>m, 
*ni8 tearinl patting, Uic mother Unea her Mm, the son ktnc* hia 

mother, 
(Loth ii the mother to port, yet rwl a word doci she apeak M 

detain him.) 
Tbe tumultuous escort, Ihe ranks of polkcmen procxdia^ dsMtai 

the way. 
The tmpeni enthuBaatn, the wQd dwcn of ihe crowd te Aik 

uvorites, 
Tbe artillrry. the tilenl caimons bright at gold, drawn akn^ 

ramble lightly over tbe stooes, 
(Silent cannons, soon lo cease your sOcdcc, 
Soon unhmber'd to begin the rrd baitoe» ;) 
All the mutter of preparation, bH tbe deternun'd arming 
lite ho^tal service, the bnt, bandages and mcdJcinea, 
The women vohtnleerii^ for nuraea, tbe worh bqpu te in CBBHi < 

DO mere panule now; 



War t Ml ami'd race is advancing t the welccmie for battle, no 



Wu I be it weeki, monttu, or yean, an ann'd nee is advanctng 
to welcome iL 

Mannihatta a-march— and tt'i O to ling it well I 
It's O for a manly life in the camp. 

And the stuidr artiDery, 

The guns bright as gold, the work for giants, to serve well the guns, 

Unhmber them ! (no more as the past forty years for salutes for 

courtesies merely, 
Vvt In something now besides powder and wadding.) 

And yon lady of ships, you Mannahatta, 

Old matron of this proud, friendly, turbulent city. 

Often in peace and wealth you were pensive or covertly frown'd 

amid ell your children. 
But now you snule with joy exulting old Mannahatta. 



EIGHTEEN SIXTY-ONE. 
Aioi*D year — year of the stni^Ie, 

No dainty riiymcs or icntimeotal love verses for you terrible year. 
Not you ■■ some pale poctling seated at a desk lisping cadeniai 

piano. 
But as a strong roan erect, clothed in blue clothes, advancing, 

carrying a rifle on your shoulder. 
With well-gristlcd body and sunburnt face and hands, with a knife 

in the bell at your side. 
As I heard you shouting loud, your sonorous voice ringing across 

the continent. 
Your masculine voice O year, as rising amid the great cities. 
Amid the men of Manhattan I saw you as one of the workmen, 

the dwellers in Manhattan, 
Or with large steps crossing ti>e prairies out of Illinois and 

Indiana, 
Rapidly cromiDg the West with springy gait and descending the 

AUeghanies, 
Or down from the great lakes or in Pennsylvania, or on deck 

along the Ohio river. 
Or loathwsrd along the Tennessee or Cumberland rivers, or at 

Chattanooga on the mountain top, 
Saw I your gait and saw I your sinewy Umbe clothed in blue, 

beating weapons, robust year, 
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Heard your dctcmnn ;i.'i Agxin ani] agMi, 

Year that luddcnly vin i :hc ruund-lipp'd cani 

I Rpeit you, huiryin^. < „ . :r,ict«J year. 



BEAT I BEAT' DRUMS I 

Beat ! beat 1 drams ! — Wow I tniglci I blow ! 

Through the windows — through doont — bunt like a nadikM 

force, 
loto the solemn church, and sratter the congregation, 
Into (he school where the scholar is studying ; 
Leave not the bridegroom quiet — no tuppinen miut he havr 

now with his bride. 
Nor the pcacerul bnoex any peace, plou^ing his field or gMhaioc 

ha grain. 
So fierce yon whirr and pound you drum — to ilmll jpoa ba|hi 

blow. 

Beat I beat I drunu I — blow I bugles I blow I 

Ofcr the traffic of cities — over the rumble of wheek ia the 

Btrects; 
Arc beds prepared for sleepers at night in the houses ? no slecpen 

must sleep in those beds. 
No bargainers' bargains by day — no broken or qxctilatticB — 

would they continue? 
Would the bUkcn be Lillung? would the singer attempt to ting? 
Would the lawyer h»c in the court to state his esse Ixfun the 

Judge? 
Then rattle <]uicker, heavier drums— you bu^oa wilder bhw. 

Ben ! beat I drums I — blow I bugles I blow 1 

Hake do parley — nop for no espostuIatioB, 

Mind itot the timid — mind not the weeper or poycTt 

Mind not the old man beseeching the young mart. 

Let not the child's voice be heard, nor the mother's e 

Make even the trestles to shake the dead where they lie i 

the hearses, 
SowoDgyoa thump terrible dtwM — to kml ytm bagle* blow 



FROM PAUUANOK STARTING I FLY LIKE A BIRD 

Pbom Panmanok stuting I Ay Uke a bird. 

Around and asoaiid to aoarlo sing the idea of all. 

To the north *''«»^"'g myself to sing ifaere wctk mttgt. 
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To Kanada tUl I absorb Kanada in myself, to Michigan then. 
To Wisconsin, Iowa, Minnesota, to sing their songs, (tbqr are 

inimitable ;) 
Then to Ohio and Indiana to sing theirs, to Missouri and Kansas 

and Arkansas to sing theirs. 
To Tennessee and Kentud^, to the Carolinas and Geoigia to sing 

theirs, 
To Texas and so along up toward California, to roam accepted 

everywhere; 
To sing first, (to the tap of the war-drum if need be,) 
The idea of all, of the Western world one and inseparable, 
And then the song of each member of these States. 

'^SONG OF THE BANNER AT DAYBREAkX 

O A new song, a free song, 

Fliqpping, flapping, flapping, flapping, by sounds, by voices dearer. 

By the wind's voice and that of the drum, 

^ the banner's voice and child's voice and sea's voice and fiUber*s 

voice. 
Low on the ground and high in the air. 
On the ground where father and child stand. 
In the upward air where their eyes turn. 
Where the banner at daybreak b flapping. 

Wofds ! book- words ! what are vou ? 

Woids no more, for hearken and see, 

yij song is there in the open air, and I must sing, 

With the banner and pennant a-flapping. 

I*n weave the chord and twine in, 

Man's desire and babe's desire, I'll twine them in, 111 put in life, 
I'D put the ba^net's flashing point, I'll let bullets and slugs whixi, 
(As one carrymg a symbol and menace far into the future. 
Crying with trumpet voice. Arouse and beware ! Beware amd 

arouse I^ 
I'D pour the verse with streams of blood, full of volition, fuU of joy, 
Then kxMen, launch forth, to go and compete. 
With the banner and pennant a-flapping. 






Come iq> here, bard, bard, 
Cone ap here, soul, soul. 
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Come op here, dear little child, 

To fly in the clouds ami winds with me, and pUy with the n 
lewlighL 

cuu. 

Father what is that tn the skjr beckoning to mc with tong fl 
And <rrt>at does it uy to me all the whik? 



Nothing my babe yon see in the sky. 

And nothing at all to you it says — but look you my babe. 

Look at these dauhng things in the houses, and see yaa thai 

moncy'shoin opening, ■ 

And sec you the vehicles preparing to enwl along the streets widi I 

goods; 
These, ah these, how valued and toil'd for these I 
How envied by all the earth. 



Preih and rosy red the nm Is roouitting high. 

On floats the sea in distant blue careenng through its c 

On floats the wind over the breast of the sea setting in t 

lanil. 
The great steady wind from west or west- by- south, 
FkMUiog so buoyant with milk-whilc foam un the walcn. 

But I am not tlie sea nor the red sun, 

I am not the wind with ^rlish laughter. 

Not the immense wind which strengthens, not the * 

Luhcs, 
Not the spirit that ever lashes ill own body to ten 
But I am that which unseen comes and sings, sings, singa, 
Which babbles in brooks and scoou in showers on the bad. 
Which the birds know in the woods rootnings and eirctunfa. 
And the shore-sands know and the hiviiig wave, and thri bl 



d peiuiant, 
enappingi 



Aloft there flapping and Bappiiig. 



O tuber it baltvc— it is fiill of pe(^ — h hascUkkfl^^ 
O now it seetM to me it b taking to its children. 
Ihcar h — ittalksiotne — O it is wonderful I 
O itstretcbcs — it spreads and runs so last — O my 11 
U is so brostd it covets the whole sky. 
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Cease, cease, my foolish babe, 

Vnmi joa are saying is sorrowful to me, much it displeaaet me ; 

BdioKd with the rest again I say, behold not banners and pennants 

aloft, 
But the well-prepared pavements behold, and mark the solid-waU'd 

houses. 

&eak to the child O bard out of Manhattan, 

lb our children all, or north or south of Manhattan, 

Point this day, leaving all the rest, to us over all — and yet we 

know not why. 
For what are we, mere strips of ck>th profiting nothing, 
Only flapping in the wind? 

I hear and see not strips of cloth alone, 

I hear the tramp of armies, I hear the challenging sentry, 

I hear the jubilant shouts of millions of men, I hear Liberty I 

I hear the drums beat and the trumpets blowing, 

I myself move abroad swift-rising flying then, 

I use the wings of the land-bird and use the wings of the sea-bird, 

and look down as from a height, 
I do not deny the precious results of peace, I see populous cities 

with wealth incalculable, 
I see numberless farms, I see the farmers working in their fields 

or bams, 
I tee mechanics working, I see buildings everywhere founded, 

going up, or flnish'd, 
I tee trains of cars swiftly speeding along railroad tracks drawn 

by the locomotives, 
I see the stores, depots, of Boston, Baltimore, Charleston, New 

Orleans, 
I see far in the West the inunense area of grain, I dwell awhile 

hovering, 
I pass to the lumber forests of the North, and again to the South- 
ern plantation, and again to California ; 
Sweeping the whole I see the countless profit, the busy gatberingSi 

eam'd wages, 
See the Identity formed out of thirty-eight spacious and haughty 

States, (and many more to come,) 
See forts on the shores of harbors, see ships sailing in and out ; 
Then over all, (aye ! aye !) my little and lengthen'd pennant 

shaped likeasword. 
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Runs EwiTtlv up indicating irnr and defiance — and now the hil- 

yards ^vc rais'd it, 
Side of my banner brood itnd blue, side of my itany banner. 
Discarding peace over all the sea and Und. 



Yet louder, higher, stronger, bard 1 yet brther, wider dcsn 
No longer let our children deem m hchet ai>d peace alooe. 
We may be terror and carnage, and are so now. 
Not now are we aiiy one of tlicsc Hpaciotis aiid haagKtj' 

(nor any five, nor ten,) 
Nor market nor iIcimI wc. nor money-lunlt in the city. 
But tticsc and all, and ihc brown and iprcoding land, and tha 

mines bcloH, arc oiin, 
And the shores of the sea are ours, and the rivrrs gn-at aod i 
And Uic licldii they moialcn, and the cro])s and the fruits ate 
Bays and channels and ships iiailing in and out arc ours-^arl 

we over all, ^ 

Over tJie area spread bcktw, the three or four millions < 

mllc!i, the capitals. 



y milliuni of jieople, — O bard 1 in life and death 
n we, henceforth ffounl out masterful, high up above. 
" c present ■ - -■ ■ . - _. 



It alone, for a thousand ] 



you, 



This song to the soul of one poor Uttk diild. 

aiu. 

O my lather I like not the houses, 

Tliey will never to me be any thing, nor do I bke monejr. 

But to mount up ttiere I would like, O father dear, that b 

like. 
That pcnooni I would be and must be. 



Child of mine yoa fill me with anguish. 

To be that peimani would be too fearful, 

iJttk yon know what it is this dav, and after (his dajr, tonrtt. 

It is to gain nothing, but risk and de^ every ihin«, 

Kofward to stand in &odi of wars — and O, such win I — yA 

have you to do with them t 
WTith paastons of dctnuns, slaughter, premature death? 



Demons aod death thea I 

l^it in all. aye " "' ' 



kath thea I sng. 
all wUl I, sworj^haped pennanl lor vw. 
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And a pletsare new and ecstatic, and the pntded yearning of 

children, 
Blent with the sounds of the peaceful land and the liquid waih 

of the sea, 
And the black ships fighting on the sea enveloped in snx>ke9 * 

And the icy cool of Uie f^, far north, with rustling cedars and 

pines. 
And the whirr of drums and the sound of soldiers marching, and 

the hot sun shining south, 
And the beach-waves combing over the beach on my Eastern 

shore, and my Western shore the same. 
And an between those shores, and my ever running Missassippi 

with bends and chutes. 
And my Illinois fields, and my Kansas fields, and my fields of 

Missouri, 
The Continent, devoting the whole identity without reserving an 

atom. 
Four in ! irfielm that iriiich asks, which sings, with all and the 

yield of all, 
Foang and holding, claiming, devouring the whole, 
No more with tender lip, nor musical hS>ial sound, 
But out of the night emerging for good, our voice persuanve no 

more, 
Ooaking like crows here in the wind. 



My limbs, my veins dilate, my theme is clear at last, 

Burner so broad advancing out of the night, I sing you haughty 

and resolute, 
I burst throu^ where I waited k>ng, too kmg, deafen'd and 

blinded, 
Mv hearing and tongue are come to me, (a little child taught me,) 
I bear from above O pennant of war your ironical call and demand, 
Insensate 1 insensate ! (yet I at any rate chant you,) O banner i 
Nol houses of peace indeed are you, nor any nor all their pros- 
perity, (if need be, you shall again have every one of those 

nouses to destroy them; 
You thought not to destroy those valuable houses, standing frot, 

fuU of comfort, built with money, 
May they stand fiswt, then ? not an hour except you above them 

and all stand fiist;) 
O banner, not money so precious are you, not him produce you, 

nor the material good nutriment, 
Nor ezoellent stores, nor landed on wharves from the shipt» 
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Not the nipcib ahipc with sail-power or iteun-power, fetrhing 

carrying cargoes. 
Nor machinery, vehicles, trade, nor revenaei — but you as lieM» 

forth I Kc you. 
Running up out of the night, bringing your duster of stars, (< 

enlarging stars,) 
Divider of daybreak you, cuning the air, touch'd by the 

tneasunng the sicy, 
(Passionately seen and yeam'd for by one poor little chikl. 
While othera remain busy or smartly tiUlung. fbrwer ~ 

thrift, thrift i) 

you up there I O pennant t where you u nd u l at e XSat > 

hissing so curious. 
Out of reacli, an idea only, yet furiouJy fought for, riaUog 

death, loved by me. 
So loved — O you bonnet leading the day with ttan brou^tt 

the night I 
Valockw, object of eyes, over all and demanding aO — (i 

owner of all) — O banner and pennant ! 

1 too leave the rest — gicu as it is, it i& nolhiog — boaM% 

machines are nothing — I sec them not, 
I tee bal yoo, O warlike pennant ! O banner so braad, with 

1 sing yon only, 
Flappjng up there in the wind. 



RISE O DAYS FROM VOUR FATHOMLESS DECK. 



Rbk O days from your EathonikK deeps, til you kAier, fioRar 

•weep. 
Long br my muI hungering gymnastic I devoar'd wbal the emlh 

gave me, 
Lonf 1 roam'd the woods of the notth, long I wauh'd Niagi 

pouring. 
I travcVd the pcakict over and slept on their bceaai, I cnaM 1 

Nevada*. I cioaa'd the plateaus, 
I tticeoded the towering rocks akmg the PaciAc, I ■ajl'd sot 

I scflM Ihrouri) the stoim, I waa refrcsh'd by the stgrat, 
I waich'd with )oy the threatening tniws nf tlie waves, 
I luik'd the while comb* wbne they career'd id high, cwt 

1 heard the triad piping, I saw the bUck ckMd^ 
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Shnr from bdow what arose and moanted, (O mpeib 1 O wild as 

my heart, and powerful !) 
Heard the continuocis thunder as it beUow'd after the lightning. 
Noted the slender and jagged threads of lightning as nidden and 

Cut amid the din they chased each other across the slqr ; 
These, and such as these, I, elate, saw — saw with wonder, yet 

pensive and masterful, 
An the menacing might of the globe uprisen around me. 
Yet there with my scnil I fed, I fed content, supercilious. 



Twas wen, O soul — 'twas a good preparation you gave roe, 

Now we ad^mce our latent and ampler hunger to nil, 

Now we go forth to receive what the earth and the sea never 

gave us, 
Not through the mighty woods we go, but through the mightier 

cities. 
Something for us is pouring now more than Niagara pouring. 
Torrents of men, (sources and rills of the Northwest are you 

indeed inexhaustible?) 
What, to pavements and homesteads here, what were those storms 

of the mountains and sea? 
What, to passions I witness around me to-day? was the sea risen? 
Was the wind piping the pipe of death under the black clouds? 
Lo 1 from deeps more unfathomable, something more deadly and 

savage, 
Manhattan rising, advancing with menacing front — Cincinnati, 

Chicago, unchain'd ; 
What was that swell I saw on the ocean ? behold what comes here. 
How it climbs with daring feet and hands — how it dashes ! 
How the true thunder bellows after the lightning — how bright 

the flashes of lightning ! 
How Democracy with desperate vengeful port strides on, shown 

through Uie dark by those flashes of lightning 1 
(Yet a mournful wail and low sob I fancied I heard through the 

In a bn of the deafening confusion.) 



Thimder on ! stride on. Democracy 1 strike with vengeful stroke ! 
And do you rise higher than ever yet O days, O cities I 
Cntth heavier, heavier yet O storms ! you have done me good, 
lly soul prepared in the mountains absorbs your immortal strong 
nutriment. 
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\jSD% iutd I iralk'd my cities, my country roadi ihraogk Ci 

only half satisfied. 
One doulM nauseous undulating like a snake, crawTd on Ibc 

ground before me, 
Contin^lly ptccedinR my steps, luming upon me ofi, iroucAUf 

hissing low ; 
The cities 1 loved «o well 1 abandon'd and left. I sped ta the 

certainties «uital)le to me, 
Hungering, hungering, hungering, for primal energies and Nature's 

dauntlei>ancs&. 
I rcfrcsh'd myself with it only, I could rclnh it only, 
I waited the bursting fonh of the pent fire — on the wiier atad lir 

I waited long \ 
But now I no longer wait, E am fully saiislied, I am glattcdf 
I have witncM'd the true lightning, 1 have witacss'd my dtin 

electric, 
I have lived to behold man burst fonh and wai^ike Ameriot riK, 
Hence I will seek no more the food of the northern •oUlai7 wfld^ 
No more the mountains roam or sail the stormy sea. 



VIRGINIA — THE WEST. 

*nu noble sire (alien on evil days, 

I saw with hand uplifLed, menacing, brandishing, _ 

(Memories of old in ab^ance, love and Esith in abeyaace^ 
The insane knife toward the Mother of .UL 

The noble son on sinewy feet advancing, 

I saw, out of the land of prairies, Uod of Ohio's walea wA 

Indiana! 
To the rescue the stalwart giant hurry his i^enteoos oOqiriaib 
Drest in blue, bearing their trusty rifles on their shoalden. 

Then the Mother of All with calm voice tpeaking. 

As to you Rebellious, (I seemed to bear her tay,) «4qr idi 

against me, and why seek my Lfe? 
MTbcn yoa yourwlf forever )>ro\-idc to defend me ? 
For you pnvidcd mc Waahington — and ovw these afaoi. 



CITY OF SHIPS, 



CiTV of ship* 
(Olhebb^i 



ihtps ! O the 5eTce ships ! 
O tbe be«rtiftil snaip-bow'd steam-snip* and 



Drum^Taps. 231 



City of the worid 1 (for all races are here, 

An the lands of the earth make contributions here ;) 

City of the sea ! city of hurried and glittering tides ! 

Oscf whose gleeful tides continually rush or recede, whirling in 

and out with eddies and foam 1 
City of wharves and stores — city of tall (a^es of marble and 

iron ! 
Proud and passionate city — mettlesome, mad, extravagant city ! 
Spring up O city — not for peace alone, but be indeed yourself, 

warlike 1 
Fear not — submit to no models but your own O city 1 
Behold me — incarnate me as I have incarnated you 1 
I have rejected nothing you offer'd me — whom you adopted I 

have adopted. 
Good or bad I never question you — I love all — I do not con- 
demn any thing, 
I chant and celebrate ail that is yours — yet peace no more, 
In peace I chanted peace, but now the (bum of war is mine. 
War, red war is my song through your streets, O city ! 



THE CENTENARIAN'S STORY. 

yitbmtmr tf 1S61-J, (a/ Washington Park^ Br^okiyn^ assisiing tJu CtnUnmrimm,) 

Gnn me your hand old Revolutionary, 

The hill-top is nigh, but a few steps, ^make room gentlemen,) 

Up the path you have foUow'd me well, spite of your hundred and 

extra 3rears, 
You can walk old man, though your eyes are almost done. 
Your fiunilties serve you, and presendy I must have them serve me. 

Rett, while I tell what the crowd around us means. 
On the plain below recruits are drilling and exercising. 
There b the camp, one regiment departs to-monoW| 
Do you hear the officers giving their orders? 
Do you hear the clank of the muskets? 

Why what comes over you now old man ? 

Why do you tremble and clutch my hand so convulsively 7 

The troops are but drilling, they are yet surrounded with smiles, 

Around them at hand the well-drest friends and the women, 

While splendid and warm the afternoon sun shines down. 

Green the midsummer verdure and fresh blows the dallying 

breeze, 
0*er proud and peaceful cities and arm of the sea between. 
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But drill and parade arc over, Ihcy tnonh lack lo ffuutcn. 
Only hear thai approval of lunds I hear what a rUpping t 

As wending the crowds now jiart and disperse — but we old 
Not fwr nothing liavc 1 liroughl you hither — we must reman 
You to speak in your turn, and I tu hsicn and tell. 



WTien I dntch'd your hand it was not with tenor. 

But suddenly pouring almul me here on every side. 

And below tliere where tlie boys were drilling, and up the il 

they ran. 
And where tents are piich'd, and wherever you sec Bootli 

south-east and south-west, 
Dx'er hills, ocrasii lowlanils, and in the skins oT woods. 
And along the shores, in mire (now fiU'd over) cane agota 

suddenly raged. 
Si eighty-five years a-gonc no mere parade rcceiv'd with 

of friends, 
But a battle which I took pan in mywlf — aye, long ago H il H^ 

I took pan in it. 
Walking then this hiQlop, this same ground. 

Are, this is the ground. 

My blind eyes even aa I speak Ijehold it repeopled from grave*. 
The yean rece<!e, pavements and stalcljf houses disappear. 
Rude forts appear again, the old hoop'il guns are mounted, 
I Kc ihc line« of raii'd earth stretching from rivci to bay, 
I mark ibe vista of wnten, 1 nurk the uplands and slofjca ; 
Here we lay cncamp'd, it was this time in summer also. 

As I talk I rememticr all, I remember the Declaiatioa, 

It was read here, the wliole army paraded, it was read to ns ben. 

By his UaS surrounded the Genei^ stood in the mlddk, be bdc 



[tglitter'd 



hb umhcath'd swonl. 



It i^ittef'd tn the sun in full sight of the army. 

Twas a bold act then — the English war-ships had just arrived. 
We ooukl watch down the lower bay where they lay at i 
Aod dK trampons swarming with toldien. 

A few days noic attd ihey landed, and then the battle. 

T^Knty ibowand were ImMuhl aipuiisl us, 
A vettno force finnisfa'd wlm good anlliery. 
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I teD not now the whde of the batde, 

0Bt one bffigMe esn^r ni the forenoon order'a fefwira to f m^gf 

the red-coats, 
or thai brigade I teD, and how steadily it maich'd, 
And how toig and well it stood confronting death. 

Who do you think that was marching steadily sternly confiontii^ 

death? 
It was the brigade of the youngest men, two thousand stroqg, 
Rats*d in Vbginia and Maryland, and most of them known per^ 

sonally to the General 

Jauntily forward they went with quick step toward Gowanus' walets, 
mi of a sudden unlook'd for by defiles through the woods, gained 

at night. 
The British advancing, rounding in from the east, fiercely playing 

their guns. 
That brigade of the youngest was cut off and at the enemy's mercy. 

The General watch'd them from this hill. 

They made repeated desperate attempts to burst their environment. 

Then drew close together, very compact, their flag fl3ring in the 

middle, 
But O finom the hills how the cannon were thinning and »*^«'*f*f"g 

theml 

It sickens me yet, that slaughter ! 

I saw the moisture gather in drops on the fiice of the GeneiaL 

I saw how he wrung his hands in anguish. 

Meanwhile the British manceuvr'd to draw us out for a pitch'd 

battle. 
But we dared not trust the chances of a pitch'd battle. 

We fought the fight in detachments. 

Sallying forth we fought at several points, but in each the hick was 

against us. 
Our foe advancing, steadily getting the best of it, puah'd us back 

to the woda on this hill, 
TiD we tutn'd menacing here, and then he left us. 

That was the going out of the brigade of the youngest men, two 

thousand strong, 
Few retum'd, nearly au remain in Brooklyn. 
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Thai and here my General's first batUe, 

No WDmen looking on nor siinshiDe to bask tn. il did no 

with applause, 
Nobody clapp'd hands hen then. 

But in darkness in raiat on the ground under a chill rail 

Wearied that night we lay Toil'd and sullen, 

WhQc KomfuOy laugh'd many an arrogant lord off 

encamp 'd. 
Quite within neating, feasting, clinking winegkuaca 

their wctory. 

So (lull and damp and another day, 
But the night of that, mist lifting, tain ceasing. 
Silent as a ghost while they thought they were sure of htm, nijr 
(General retreated. 

I law him at the river-aide, 

Down by the ferry lit hy torches, hastening the embucatioo ; 

My Genera] waited till the soldiers and wounded were all pm'd 

And then, (it was just ere sunrise,) these eyes rested cm Uoa fiv 
the last time. 

Every one else secm'd fiU'd with glooin, 
Jiljuiy no doubt thought of capitulation. 

But when my General jMui'd me. 

As he jttooil in hiit hoot and look'd toward the 

I saw something different from capitolatioa. 



Enough, the Centenarian's story ends. 
The two. the past and present, tuvc interchanged. 
I myself a* connecter, as chaiaonDier of a great (tium, mm. now 
speaking. 

And H this the ground Washington trod ? 

And these waters I listlessly ^uly cross, are these the waten he 

cross'd. 
As Tcstdute in defeat as other generals in their proudest litiiiiniliiT 

I mini oa^ the story, and send it eastwanl and westward, 

I miM pi ea er ve that look as il beani'd on you rneis of Brooklyit. 

See — as the aDoual rotoM] retumalbe phantoms return. 
It b the sTth of August ai»d the Briiiib have laaded. 



DruM'Taps, 335 



The battle begins and goes against us^behold tmough the smoke 
Washington's (ace, 

The brigade of Viiginia voA Maryland have roarch'd forth to inter- 
cept the enemy, 

They are cut off, murderous artillery from the hilb plays upon 
them, 

Rank after rank (alls, while over them silently droops the flag, 

Baptized that day in many a young man's bloody wounds. 

In death, defeat, and sisters', mothers' tears. 

Ah, hills and slopes of Brooklyn I I perceive you are more vahiable 

than your owners supposed ; 
In the midst of you stands an encampment very old. 
Stands forever the camp of that dead brigade. 



CAVALRY CROSSING A FORD. 

A UNS in long array where they wind betwixt green islands, 
They take a serpentine course, their arms flash in the sun — hark 

to the musical clank. 
Behold the silvery river, in it the splashing horses loitering stop to 

drink. 
Behold the brown-faced men, each group, each person a picture, 

the negligent rest on the saddles, 
Some emerge on the opposite bank, others are just entering the 

ford — while, 
Scarlet aixl blue and snowy white. 
The guidon flags flutter gayly in the wind. 



BIVOUAC ON A MOUNTAIN SIDE. 

I so before me now a traveling army halting, 

Below a fertile valley spread, with bams and the orchards of 

summer. 
Behind, the terraced sides of a mountain, abrupt, in places rising 

high, 
Broken, with rocks, with clinging cedars, with tall shapes dingily 

seen. 
The numerous camp-flres scatter'd near and far, some away up on 

the mountain. 
The shadowy forms of men and horses, looming, large-siied, 

flickering, 
And over all the sky — the sky I &r, &r out of reach, studded, 

breaking out, the eternal stars. 
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AN XkHY CORPS ON THE MARCH. 

Wrm its cloud of skirmUhcn in advattcc. 

With now Ihc sound of a single shot mapping like a whip, and 1 

now au irregular volley, 1 

The gwarming ranks preu on and on, ihe dense brigades pren 

on. 
Glittering dimly, toiling under the sun — the dutt<DVCT'd men. 
In columns rise and (all to the undulations of the ground. 
With artillery inter^pcrs'd — the wheels nimble, the hones twcit, 
As the army coqn advances. 



BY THE BIVOUACS FITFUL FLAME. 

Bt the bivouac's fitful flanic, 

A proccMlon winding around me, solemn and sweet and dow^bot 

first I note. 
The tenia of the sleeping army, the fields' and woods' dan 

outline, 
The darkness lit t^ spots of kindled fire, the silence, 
Like a phantom Cu or near an occasional figure moving. 
The shrabs and trees, (as I lift my eyes they seem to be fUMilthljr 1 

watching me,) I 

White wind in procession thoughts, O tender and ' 

thoughts. 
Of life and des^. of home and the [>ast and lo*ed, and of t 

that ore Ur away ; 
A solemn and slow proccMiaD there u I tit 00 Ihc giouMt 



A solemn and slow proccMUiD tl 
^ the bivouac's fitnil flame. 



' COME UP FROM THE FIELDS FATHER. 

Cota up frora the fields father, here'* a letlei from out Pde, 
And come to the £ront door mother, here's a letter from thy dot 



Lo, 'l» aatamn, 

Lo, where the trees, deeper green, yeUower and redder. 

Cool «id sweeten Ohio's viUagts with tewrcs (Unicring in tha I 

naodcrale wind. 
Where Kpplcs ripe to the ordumb hang and gi^iM on Iha bdM 

vines, 
(SmcU you the smell of the grapes on Ihe vines } 
SracU you the buckwheat where the bcci woe lately boadag?) 
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Above all, k), the sky so calm, so transparent after the rain, and 

with wondrous clouds, 
Below too, all calm, all vital and beaudfiil, and the fium pioq>er8 

welL 

Down in the fields all prospers well. 

But now from the fields come father, come at the daughter's call. 

And come to the entry mother, to the front door come right away. 

Fast as she can she hurries, something ominous, her steps 

trembling. 
She does not tarry to smooth her hair nor adjust her cap. 

Open the envelope quickly, 

O this is not our son's writing, yet his name is sign'd, 

O a strange hand writes for our dear son, O stricken mother's soul I 

All swims before her eyes, flashes with black, she catches the main 

words only, 
Sentences broken, gunshot wound in thi breast^ copoiry sh'rmisk, 

iaken to hosfital^ 
At present tow, but will soon be better. 

Ah now the single figure to me. 

Amid all teeming and wealthy Ohio with all its cities and frurms. 

Sickly white in the (ace and dull in the head, very faint. 

By the jamb of a door leans. 

Grieve not so, dear mo0ur^ (the just-grown daughter speaks 

through her sobs, 
The little sisters huddle around speechless and dismay'd,) 
See^ dearest mother, the tetter says Pete will soon be better. 

Alas poor boy, he will never be better, (nor may-be needs to be 

better, that brave and simple soul,) 
While they stand at home at the door he is dead alnrady. 
The only son is dead. 

But the mother needs to be better. 

She with thin form presently drest in black. 

By day her meals untouched, then at night fitfully sleeping, often 

waking. 
In the midnight waking, weeping, longing with one deep longing, 
O that she might withd^w unnoticed, silent from life escape and 

withdraw. 
To fottow, to seek, to be with her dear dead son. 



VIGIL STRANGE I KEPT ON THE FIELD ONE NIGHT. 

ViciL itnuige I kept on the field one nigbt ; 

U'hcn you my ton and my comrade dropi u my tide that dajr, 

One look I bul gave which your dor eyes return'd with a look t 

shall never forget. 
One touch of your hand to mine O bo)', reach'd up u joa hf an 

ihc ground. 
Then onward f sped in the battle, the even -con tested bottle. 
Till late in the night reliev'd to the place at last agun I made my 

way. 
Found you in death k> cold dear comrade, found your body um 

of retponding kitecs, (never again on earth rMpoadin^,) 
Elored your face in the starlight, cutioua the Kcne, cool blew the 

moderate night -wind. 
Long there and then in vigil I stood, dimly anmnd rae the battl 

field spreading. 
Vigil wondrous and vigil sweet there in the &apsnt iOenl niglu, 
Bui not a tear fell, not even a lonu-drawn si^h, Iooa, long I atm 
Then on the earth ])artially reclining sat by your ttde 

chin in my hands. 
Pasting sweet houn, immortal and mystic hours whh ytn 1 

comrade — not a tear, not a word. 
Vigil of Kilencc, love and death, vigil for you my aoa i 

•oWier, 
As onwan) silently stars aloft, eastward new ones upwanl H 
Vigil final for you brave boy, (I could not uve you, swift wu y 

death, 
I bilhfully loved you and cared for you living, 1 lUnk we ■ 

surely meet again,) 
Till at latest lingering of the night, indeed Just aa the d 

appealed. 
My comrade I wrapt in hia Uankct, eonto'd wc& hia k 
Fokled the blanket wett, tuckiiig it cmfaof over li ~ ' 

fully under feet. 
And there and then and bMhed by the ridng nn, mjr ■ 

gnvc, in his rudc-thw grave I depoaited, 
Ending my vigil Mnnge with that, vigil of ni^ and 1 

Vigil for boy of refpooding kisaes, (never agkin 

responding.) 
Vigil for oomnde iwifUy slain, vigil I never forget, bow m i 

bngjiten'd, 
I rate from the chill ground and folded wy Mldier well t> I 

blanket. 
And boned him when he feU. 
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A MARCH IN THE RANKS HARD-PREST, AND THE 

ROAD UNKNOWN. 

A MABCH in the ranks hard-prest, and the road unknown, 
A route through a heavy wood with muffled steps in the darkness, 
Our army foil'd with losi severe, and the sullen renmant retreating, 
Till after midnight glimmer upon us the lights of a dim-lighted 

building, 
We come to an open space in the woods, and halt by the dim- 
lighted building, 
lis a laige old church at the crossing roads, now an impromptu 

hospital. 
Entering but fora minute I see a sight beyond all the pictures and 

poems ever made. 
Shadows of deepest, deepest black, just lit by moving candles and 

lamps. 
And by one great pitchy torch stationary with wild red flame and 

clouds of smoke, 
By these, crowds, groups of forms vaguely I see on the fiomr, some 

in the pews laid down, 
At my feet more distinctly a soldier, a mere lad, in danger of 

bleeding to death, (he is shot in the abdomen,) 
I stanch the blood temporarily, (the youngster's fiace is white as 

Then before I depart I sweep my eyes o'er the scene nun to 

absorb it all, 
Faces, varieties, postures beyond description, most in obscurity, 

some of them dead, 
Surgeons operating, attendants holding lights, the smell of ether, 

the odor of blood. 
The crowd, O the crowd of the bloody forms, the yard outside 

also fiU'd, 
Some on the bare ground, some on planks or stretchers, some in 

the death-spasm sweating. 
An occasional scream or cry, the doctor's shouted orders or calb. 
The glisten of the Uttle steel instruments catching the glint of the 

torches. 
These I resume as I chant, I see again the forms, I smell the odor. 
Then hear outside the orders given, Faii in, my men, fall in ; 
But first I bend to the dying lad, his eyes open, a half-smile gives 

he roe, 
Then the eyes close, calmly close, and I speed forth to the 

darkness. 
Resuming, marching, ever in darkness marching, on in the ranks, 
The unknown road still marching. 
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A sciiT in camp in ihe (taybrcAk fjxf and dim, 

A* from my tent I emerge so early >leeplc«, 

As slow I walk in the cuot fresh air the p«h iie«r by the 

tent. 
Three forms I see on sUetchere lying, brought oat tbeie B 

lying. 
Over each the blanket spread, ample brownich won 
Cray and heavy blanket, folding, covering alL 

Curious I halt an<l silent stand. 

Then wirh lig:hi fingen I from the &ce of (he near 

lift the blanket i 
Who are you elderly man so gaunt and grim, with mtXHpKfA 

hair, and flesh all sunken about the eyes ? 
Who are you my dear comrade ? 

Then to the second I nep — and who are you my child ■ 

darling? 
Who are you >wcct boy with cheeks yet bkxraiing? 

Then to the third — a &ce nor child nor old, very calni,vi 

Iteaittiful yellow-white ivory ; 
Young man I think I know yog — I think this face b ihc b 

of the Christ himself. 
Dead and divine and brother of aO, and here again he Uea. 



AS TOILSOME I WANDER'D VIRGINIA'S WOODS. 

As tdlKme I wander'd Vbgxnia'i woodi, 

To the music of rustling leaves kick'd by my leet, (for *tw 

aatnmn,) 
I tnarfc'd at the foot of a tree the grave of a aoldicr ; 
Mortally wounded he and buried on the retreat, (caa^ d 

1 undcntand,) 
The hall of a mid-day hour, when up ! no time to loac - ftt I 

sign left. 
On a tablet scrawrd and nail'd on the tree by the gnve, 
B»U, cauHttut, Irme, amtl my Imm/; comradt. 

L4Mg, long I muK, then on ny way go wandering, 

Many a cbangefol teuon to mQov, and many a tccoe of Me^ 
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Yet at times through changeful season and scene, abrupt, alone, 

or in the crowded street, 
Comes beft)re me the unknown soldier's grave, comes the insarq>- 

tion rude in Virginia's woods, 
Baidf caudaus^ tnu^ and my loving comrade. 



NOT THE PILOT. 

Not the pilot has charged himself to bring his ship into port, 
though beaten biudc and many times baffled ; 

Not the pathfinder penetrating inland weary and long. 

By deserts parch'd, snows chill'd, rivers wet, perseveres till he 
reaches his destination. 

Mote than I have charged myself, heeded or unheeded, to com- 
pose a march for these States, 

For a battie-call, rousing to arms if need be, years, centuries 
hence. 



YEAR THAT TREMBLED AND REEL'D BENEATH ME. 

Year that trembled and reel'd beneath me ! 

Your summer wind was warm enough, yet the air I breathed 

froze me, 
A thick gloom fell through the sunshine and darken'd me. 
Must I change my triumphant songs ? said I to myself. 
Must I indeed learn to chant the cold dirges of the baffled? 
And sullen hymns of defeat? 



THE WOUND-DRESSER. 

I 
An old man bending I come among new faces, 
Years looking backward resuming in answer to children, 
Cone tell us old man, as from young men and maidens that love 

me, 
(Aious'd and angry, I'd thought to beat the alarum, and urge 

relentless war, 
But soon my fingers fail'd me, my face droop'd and I resign'd 

myself. 
To sit by the wounded and soothe them, or silenUy watch the 

dead;) 
Yean hence of these scenes, of these furious passions, these 
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Of unnirpass'd heion. (*n> one tide so bnrc? U>e other ■ 

equally brave ',) 
Now be •ritnns a^in, paint the mightiest anntes of e 
Of those armies so rapid ui wondrous what uw you to f 
What Maya with you latcil and deepest? of curioiu pa 
Of hard-foii^ht cngagerocnis or sieges trcmcndoos « 



O maidetu ntd young men I love «nd thu love ne, 
What you ask of my days those the stnngcsi and 

taUcing recalls, 
Soldier alert I arrive after a long march cowr'd wjdi 

dust. 
In the nick of time [ come, iitunge in the Aght, 

the rush of successful charge, 
Enter the captur'd works — yet lo, like a swift -ninnti^ 

fade, 
Vam and arc gone they ^e — I dwell not on aoldien* poSa 

■oldicfs' >oys, 
(Bodi I rnneinber weQ — many the haidshipt, firw the joft, 

was content.) 

But in silence, in dreams' projections. 

While the worid of gain and appearance and mirth goes oo. 

So soon what is over forgotten, and waves wash the unprtol* 

the sand. 
With hinged knees returning 1 enter the doon, {while for yoa 

there. 
Whoever you are, follow without noise and be of strong beat.) 

Bearing the buulagcs, water and sponge, 
Sn^jit and swift to my wounded I eo. 
Where they Ue on the gnmnd afler the Uatk brou^ in. 
Where their pfkxteis Uood reddcm the giua the groopd. 
Or to the rowa of the hospital tent, or under ihe tooTd bnpkl 
To the long rows of cots up and down each side I retnm. 
To each and all one after another I dnw near, itot one dn 1 1 
An attendant foUowt hoUing a tray, he carries a refine nbl. 
Soon to be fiti'd with doited riga and blood, emptied^ aad 



I onward go, I atop. 

With hii«ed knees m 

Ian im with ea^ the paafi 



arc sharp yet unavgidnUl^ 
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One toiiis to me his afq^eaUng eyes — poorboyl I never knew 

you, 
Yel I think I coukl not refuse this moment to die for you, if that 

woukl save you. 

3 

On, on I go, (open doors of time I open hospital doors I) 

The crush'd h«Ml I dress, (poor crazed hand tear not the bandage 

away,) 
The neck of the cavahy-man with the bullet through and through 

I examine. 
Hod the breathing rattles, quite glazed already the eye, yet life 

struggles hard, 
(Come sweet death I be persuaded O beautiful death 1 
In mercy come quickly.) 

From the stump of the arm, the amputated hand, 

I undo the clotted lint, remove the slough, wash off the matter 

and blood. 
Back on his pillow the soldier bends with curv'd neck and side* 

fidlmg head. 
His eyes are closed, his face is pale, he dares not look on the 

bkxxly stump. 
And has not yet kx^'d on it 

I dress a wound in the side, deep, deep, 

Bot a day or two more, for see the frame all wasted and sinking, 

And die ydk>w-blue countenance see. 

I dress the perforated shoulder, the foot with the bullet-wound, 
Otansr the one with a gnawing and putrid gangrene, so sicken- 
ing, so offensive, 
WhOe the attendant stands behind aside me holding the tray and 
paiL 

I am fiuthful, I do not give out. 

The fractured thigh, the knee, the wound in the abdomen. 
These and more I dress with impassive hand, (yet deep in my 
breast a fire, a burning flame.) 



in silence in dreams' pro|ections, 
Recnming, resuming, I thread my way through the bospitalSy 
Hk hart and wounded I pacify with soothing hand, 
I sit by the restless all the dark night, some are so young, 



344 



IJLAVKS OP GKASS. 



Some euffrr m mach, I recall the experience iwerl wnA sad. 
(Many a soldier's loving iums about this neck tuvc cnjM'd ml 

rcEicd, 
Many a soldier's Ida dwdb on these bearded U{m.) 



LONG, TOO LONG AMERICA. 

Ixim, too tons America, 

'niff^mg roads all even and peaceftil you leam'il from )o]fi mA 

prosperity only. 
Hot now, ah now, to leani from crises of anguish, adnndn^y^ 

pling with direct fate and recoiling not. 
And now ta conceive anil show to the world what your chBdiS 

en-mnsse really are, 
(For who e«ccpt myself has yet conceiv'd what y«wr 

en-tnosse really are ?) 



GIVE ME THE SPLENDID SILENT SUN. 



Give me the splendid silent sun with all his beams (uD- 

Give me juicy autumnal fruit ripe and red from the ordMrd, 

Give inc a field where the unmow'd grjisa grows. 

Give me an arbor, give me the Uellis'd grape, 

Give me fresh com and wheat, give me serenc-moWng nitatk 

teaching content. 
Give roc nights perfectly quiet as on high plaleaut wctt of ttx 

Missusippi, and I looking up at the stara, 
Give me odorous at suntiic a ganJcn of beautiful Iknrcn wfiCR I 

can walk nnditturbVI, 
Give me for marriage a sweet -lireath'd woman of whom I Aoril 

never tire, 
<'iive me a tierfcct child, give me away aside bom the ooiae of ikE 

world a rural domestic life, 
Give me to warble ^xinUuieous lon^ recluse by myidf, fat ^ 

own ears only. 
Give me solitude, give me Nature, gi^-e me again O Natwe jom 

primal sanities! 

These demandiitg to have them, (tired wUi e 

and rack'a by the war-stnfe,) 
These to procwe ianMMti y addag^ raing In erica from nqr '■^l 
While yet jnccwnayfcteg aa 1 tllMw to wy city. " 
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Day upon day and year upon year O city, walking your streets, 
Where you hold me enchain'd a certain time refusing to give me 

up, 
Yet giving to make me glutted, enrich'd of soul, you give me 

forever fiKces ; 
(O I see what I sought to escape, confronting, reversing my cries, 
1 see my own soul trampling down what it ask'd for.) 



Keep your splendid silent sun. 

Keep your woods O Nature, and the quiet {daces by the 

woods, 
Keep your fields of clover and timothy, and your corn-fields and 

orchards. 
Keep the blossoming buckwheat fields where the Ninth-month 

bees hum; 
Give roe faces and streets — give me these phantoms incessant 

and endless along the trottoirs ! 
Give me interminable eyes — give me women — give me comrades 

and lovers by the thousand ! 
Let roe see new ones every day — let me hold new ones by the 

hand everyday I 
Give me such shows — give me the streets of Manhattan 1 
Give me Broadway, with the soldiers marching — give me the 

sound of the trumpets and drums ! 
(The soldiers in companies or regiments — some starting away, 

flush'd and reckless, 
Some, their time up, returning with thinn'd ranks, young, yet very 

old, worn, marching, noticing nothing ;) 
Give roe the shores and wharves heavy-fringed with bbck 

ships! 
O such for me ! O an intense life, fiiU to repletion and varied ! 
Hie life of the theatre, bar-room, huge hotel, for me I 
The saloon of the steamer 1 the crowded excursion for me ! the 

torchlight procession ! 
The dense bngade bound for the war, with high piled military 

wagons following ; 
People, endless, streaming, with strong voices, passions, pageants, 
Manhattan streets with their powerful throbs, with beating drums 

as now. 
The endless and noisy chorus, the rustle and clank of musketSi 

(even the sight of the wounded,) 
Manhattan crowds, with their turbulent musical chorus I 
Manhattan faces and eyes forrver for me. 
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Th8 last sun beam 
Lightly Ms from the rinish'd Sabtnih, 
On the pavement here, arnl there l>eyonH it is loolcbf^ 

Down a ncw-ma<lc tlouble grave. 

Lo, the moon ascending. 
Up from the east the silvery round moon. 
Beautiful over the house-tops, ghastly, phantom moon, 

Immense and silent moon. 

I see a *ad procesuon. 
And I hear ilie sound of coming full.key'd bugles. 
All the channels of the diy streets they'n: Boodin^ 

As with voices ami with tears. 

I hear the great drums pounding. 
And the small drums steady whirring, 
.'Vnd every blow of the great convulsive drams, 

Strikes me through and through. 

For the son is lirought with the father, 
(In the tbrcnwsl ranks of the fierce assault they fdl. 
Two veterans son and father dropt together. 

And the doable grave awaits them.) 

Now tKarer blow the buglex. 
And the dnmis strike more convuUivc, 
And the daylight o*er the invement ciuite has faiiett 

And the flrong dead-march enwraps me. 

In the eastern sky up-buoying. 
The sorrowful vast phantom moves iUumin'd, 
CUs some mother's Urge tmiupareRl face. 

In heaven brighter growing.) 

O itiQfig dead-BMrdi yvnokaae me I 
O moon fanmcnw with yoor ahray noe you nodw rw U 
O ny nldicn twain I O njr veleauM poiine lo bnrfd 1 1 

WImi I have I aba give you. 

"nic iDOon gives you light. 
And the bugles and the drucm give yua music. 
And my heart, O my sokiirr*, my veterans, 

My bean ^na you lore. 
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OVER THE CARNAGE ROSE PROPHETIC A VOICE. 

Over the carnage rose prophetic a voice, 

Be not dishearten'd, affection shall solve the problems of freedom 

yet. 

Those who love each other shall become invincible. 
They shall yet make Columbia victorious. 

Sons of the Mother of All, you shall yet be victorious. 
You shall yet laugh to scorn the attacks of all the remainder of 
the earth. 

No danger shall balk Columbia's lovers, 

If need be a thousand shall sternly immolate themselves for one. 

One from Massachusetts shall be a Missourian's comrade, 

From Maine and from hot Carolina, and another an Oregooese, 

shall be friends triune, 
More precious to each other than all the riches of the earth. 

To Michigan, Florida perfumes shall tenderlv come. 

Not Uie i^rfrimes of flowers, but sweeter, and wafted beyond death. 

It shall be customary in the houses and streets to see manly 

affection. 
The most dauntless and rude shall touch face to iace lightly. 
The dependence of Liberty shall be lovers, 
The continuance of Equality shall be comrades. 

These shall tie you and band you stronger than hoops of iron, 
I, ecstatic, O partners ! O lands ! with the love of lovers tie you. 

(Were you looking to be held together by lawyers? 

Or by an agreement on a paper? or by arms? 

Nay, nor the world, nor any living thing, will so cohere.) 



I SAW OLD GENERAL AT BAY. 

I SAW old General at bay, 

(Old as he was, his gray eyes yet shone out in battle like stars,) 
Htt small force was now completely hemm'd in, in his works, 
He call'd for volunteers to run the enemy's lines, a desperate 

emergency, 
I WKm a hundred uid more step forth from the ranks, but two or 

three were selected. 
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I sxw them receive their orden aalde, tbey Uaten'd widi « 

adjutwi was very grave, 
I saw them dct»n with chccrfulncM, beely nsking their tt« 



THE ARTILLERYMAN'S VISION. 
Wfmjt my wife al my side lies slumbering, and the wan sre c 

long, 
And my hc.id on the pillow rest* m home, and the neiat ii 

night pasKcs, 
And through the stillness, through the dark, I hear, Jnt hoK, tte 

breath of my infant, 
There in the room as I walte fif>ra sleep thb vnioa preaei npoB nt i 
llie engagement opens there aud then in fantasy unreal. 
The skWiahera begin, they crawl cautknicly ahead, 1 hes di 

irregular snap ! snap I 
I hear the sounds of the diflcrent missiles, the short i-k-t/ tJk-tf 

of the rifle-halls, 
1 see the shells cxi>loding leaving small white cloods, I hMrdM 

great shells shrieking as they pass. 
The grape like the hum and whirr of wmd through tbe tne^ 

(tumultuous now the contest rages,) 
An the scenes at the batteries roe in deiafl before me a«iB^ 
The crashing and smoking, the pride of the men in Ihra* pieces^ 
The chief-gunner ranges and sights hb piece aiMl selccis % fatt ok 

the right time. 
After firing 1 xcc him lean aside and look eagerly off to note Al 

dfcct; 
Ebewhoc I hear the (Ty of a regiment charging, (the jam^ 

colonel leads hinuelf this time with branaish*(l swofd,) 
I aec the gaps cut by tlic enemy's volleys, (ijuickly filTd Vf, M 

del^,) 
I faraUhe the HufTucBting smoke, then the flal clouds hmr Im 

concealing all ; 
Now a strange lull for a few secoodi, not a shut fired on either wAu 
Then mumcd the chaoa louder than ever, with eager calk ■■■ 

otdenof officers. 
While bom some (Ustani pan of the field the wind wata lo Bf 

ean a shout of uipbuue, (aome special wccem,) 
And ever the sound of the cannon bx or near, (roqstag wta ii 

dreams a devilbh exullatiun and aS the old mad fij in At 

depths of my soul,) 
Aod ever the hastening of inEintry shiftng poailiaa^ 

cavalry, moving tuthcr and thither, 
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(The frlliQg, dying, I heed not, the ivounded dripping and ted I 

heed not, some to the rear are hobbling,) 
Grime, heat, rush, aide-de-camps galloping by or on a fuB ran, 
With the patter of small arms, the warning /-/-/of the riBes, (these 

in my vision I hear or see,) 
And bombs bursting in air, and at nig^t the ¥ari-€<dor'd rodceti. 



ETHIOPIA SALUTING THE COLORS. 

Who are you dusky woman, so ancient hardly human. 

With your woolly-white and turban'd head, and bare bony feet? 

Why rising by the roadside here, do you the colors greet? 

(Tis while our army lines Carolina's sands and pines, 
Forth from thy hovel door thou Ethiopia com'st to me, 
\% under doughty Sherman I march toward the sea.) 

Afe master years a hundred since from my parents sunder^ d^ 
A Uttte ckildf they caught me as the savage heast is caught, 
7%cn hither me across the sea the cruet slaxfcr draught. 

No further does she say, but lingering all the day. 

Her hi^-borae turban'd head she wags, and rolls her H^THing 

And courtesies to the regiments, the guidons moving by. 

What is it fateful woman, so blear, hardly human? 

Why wag your head with turban bound, yellow, red and green ? 

Are the things so strange and marvelous you see or have seen? 



NOT YOUTH PERTAINS TO ME. 

Nor youth pertains to me. 

Nor delicatesse, I cannot beguile the time with talk, 

Awkwanl in the parlor, neither a dancer nor elegant. 

In the Icam'd coterie sitting constrain*d and still, for learning 

inures not to me, 
Beauty, knowledge, inure not to me — yet there are two or thite 

things inure to me, 
I have nourish'd the wounded and sooth'd many a dying soldier, 
And at intervab waiting or in the midst of camp, 
Composed these songs. 



RACE OF VETERANS. 

Rao of velenns — race of victors t 

Race of the soil, ready for conflict — race of the conqQerinf a 

(No more credulity's race, abiding- lempa'd rice.) 

Race henceforth owning ito law tiut the law of iiscU^ 

Race of passion and the storm. 



WORLD TAKE GOOD NOTICE. 

WoRLP take good notice, silver ittara fading. 
Milky hue ript, weft of whii<f detaching. 
Coals thirty-eight, baleful and )iumin)i, 
Scarlet, ngiuJicant, hands olT warning, 
Now and hencdbith flaunt &om these shores. 



O TAN-FACED PRAIRIE-BOY. 

O TMf •raacD pnirie>bo]r. 

Before joa csme to camp came nuoy a welcome gift, 

Pnaaa and procol* came aad nounahing food, tin at tea ■ 

thereautts, 
YoQ came, tadtura, with nothiog to give — we bat look'd tm < 

other. 
When lo I more than all the gifts of the world you gtn ne. 



LOOK DOWN FAIR MOON. 

Lock down bir moon and bathe thn scene. 

fwa wfUy doiwn night's nimbus floods on lace> gkMIjrt i 

piuple. 
On the dnd on their backs with aims tom'd wide, 



RECONCILIATION. 

Wo«> orcr aH, besotilb] as the sky. 

Beautiful that ww and all Its deeds of cannge must ia time I 

mteriy feat. 
Hmu the haods of the sisters Death and Night liiifiiilly a 

wash again, and ever again, tht* toil'd workt ; 
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For my enemy is dead, a man divine as myself is dead, 

I look where he lies white-iiBu:ed and still in the coflbi — I draw 

near, 
Bend down and touch lightly with my lips the white fiice in the 

coffin. 



HOW SOLEMN AS ONE BY ONE. 

iWrnskimglm CHy, 1865.) 

How solemn as one by one, 

As the ranks returning worn and sweaty, as the men file by where 

I stand, 
As the fiices the masks appear, as I glance at the Osures studjring the 

masks, 
(As I glance upward out of this page studying you, dear friend, 

whoever you are,) 
How solemn the thought of my whispering soul to each in the 

ranks, and to you, 
I see behind each mask that wonder a kindred soul, 
O the bullet could never kill what you really are, dear friend, 
Nor the bayonet stab what you really are ; 
The soul ! yourself I see, great as any, good as the best. 
Waiting sectur and content, which the bullet could never kill. 
Nor the bayonet stab O friend. 



AS I LAY WITH MY HEAD IN YOUR LAP CAMERADO. 

As I lay with my head in your lap camerado. 

The confession I mode I resume, what I said to you and the open 

air I resume, 
I know I am restless and make others so, 
I know my words are weapons full of danger, full of death. 
For I confront peace, security, and all the'^ettled laws, to unsettle 

them, 
I am more resolute because all have denied me than I could ever 

have been had all accepted me, 
I heed not and have never heeded either experience, cautions, 

majorities, nor ridicule. 
And the threat of what is call'd hell is little or nothing to me. 
And the luce of what is call'd heaven is little or nothing to me ; 
Dear capiendo ! I confess I have urged you onward with me, and 

stiQ'iirge you, without the least idea what is our destination. 
Or whether we shall be victorious, or utterly quell'd and defeated. 
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DELICATE CLUSTER, 

Dkucatk clustCT I flag o{ teeming life I 

Covaiag aJl my lands — all my seashores linine ! 

Flag of death I (how I watch'<l you through the inioice of hmuir 

pmuDg! 
How I Deani you flap and nisile. cloth dcliant !) 
Flag ccTutean — sunny flag, with the urUt of night diqipled I 
Ah my silvery beauty — ah my woolly while and cnnuon I 
Ah to sing the song of you, my matron mighty 1 
My sacred one, my mother. 



TO A CERTAIN CIVILIAN. 

Did yon ask dulcet rhymes from me ? 

Did you seek the drtlian'v [lejicful and bnguishtng Tfajrines? 

Did you find what I sang erewhile so haid to follow f 

Why I was nut singing erewhile fur you to fcdlow, to nwksttaod — 

nor am I now ; 
{I have been bom of the »amc as the war was bom. 
The dnim-corps' rattle is ever to mc sweet miuic, i love wcO Ifaa 

martial dirge, ' 
^^lIh slow wail and convulsive throb leading the officer's (uacnl ;) 
^^liat to such as you anyhow such a poet as 1 ? tfacrcforc lenre nqr 

woriu, 
And go lull younclf with niiat you can untletstand, and with pnBi>> 

tunes. 
For I lull nobody, and you will never undentand tne. 



LO. VICTRKSS ON THE PEAKS. 
I Lo, Victiwa on the peaks, 

' XVlicre thou with mighty brow regarding the world. 
(The wodd O Libenad. that vainJy con^ired against ti 
Oni of its countless beleaguering toils, after ibwailinf ll 
1 totninant, with the dazzling sun around ihec, 
HauBleA DOW unhatm'd In immortal souotfaieM aad Uooat-M 

these hoan supreme, 
No poen prood, I cimtiag brii^ to tbee, aor nastcry's rapcimmi 

Um ■ duUer coataiiuHg ai^'a dofcaoi and bk)od-dc^ifaa( i 

woonda, 
AvA paataM of the dcwL 
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SPIRIT WHOSE WORK IS DONE. 

( Washington CHy^ 1865.) 

Spirtt whote work is done — spirit of dreadful hours I 
Ere deputing fiule from my eves your forests of bayonets ; 
Spirit of j^miest fears and doubts, (yet onward ever uniakering 

pressing,) 
Spirit oir many a solemn day and many a savage scene — electric 

spirit. 
That witn muttering voice through the war now closed, like a tire- 
less phantom flitted, 
Rousing the land with br^BOh of flame, while you beat and beat 

the drum. 
Now as the sound of the drum, hollow and harsh to the lost, 

reverberates round me. 
As your ranks, your immortal ranks, return, return fh>m the battles. 
As the muskets of the young men yet lean over their shoulders. 
As I look on the bayonets bristling over their shoulders. 
As those slanted bayonets, whole forests of them appearing in the 

distance, approach and pass on, returning homeward. 
Moving with steady motion, swaying to and fro to the right and 

feft. 
Evenly lightly rising and falling while the steps keep time ; 
Spirit of hours I knew, all hectic red one day, but pale as death 

next day, 
Touch my mouth ere you depart, press my lips close. 
Leave me your pulses of rage — bequeath them to me — fill me 

with currents convulsive, 
I^t them scorch and blister out of my chants when you are gone. 
Let them identify you to the future in these songs. 

ADIEU TO A SOLDIER. 

Adieu O soldier, 

You of the rude campaigning, (which we shared,) 

llie rs4>id march, the life of the camp. 

The hot contention of opposing frx>nts, the long manoeuvre. 

Red battles with their slaughter, the stimulus, the strong terrific 

game. 
Spell of aU brave and manly hearts, the trains of time through you 

and like of you all fill'd, 
Mrlth war and war's expression* 

Adieu dear comrade. 

Your mission is fulfill'd — but I, more warhke. 
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M)sctf and this contentious soul of mine. 

Still on our own campaigning liound, 

llirough untried roads with ambushes opponents lined. 

Through many a sharp defeat and many a crisis, often bsAcd* 

Here marching, ever marching on, a war fight out — aje here. 

To fiercer, weightier battles give expression. 



TURN O LIBERTAD. 

THiRN O libertad, for the wsr is over. 

From it and all henceforth expanding, doubting do morCi 

sweeping the world. 
Tun) from lands retrospective recording proo& of the put. 
From the singers thai sing the trailing glories of the past. 
From the chants of the feudal worid, the triumphs of kiogt, ilncfy, 

cute. 
Turn to the world, the triumphs ttsetv'd and to come — give t:;i 

that backward world, 
I^ave to the singcn of hitheno, give them the trailing past. 
But what renuiiu remains for singers for you — wan to ootmt an 

for you, 
(Lo, how the irm of the past have duly inured to you, aad 

wars of the present also inure ;) 
Tlien turn, and be not alaim'd O Libenad — tarn ] 

face. 
To where the future, greater than all the past. 
Is swifUy, Mircly jireparing for you. 



TO THE UEAVEN'D SOIL THEY TROIk. 

To the Imvvn'd khI they (rod caOIng I ting (or the Int, 
(Koith front toy tent emergiog Ear pud, loosing, nn^rtag i 

ropea,) 
In the frcthim the loccnooa kir, in the 6r-iire(cbtQ| c 

viflu again to peace fesuircd, 
To the fieiy Arids emanadvc and the C9dk« vtMai b 

South and (he North, 
To the leavcn'd Kril of the general Wcsleni wotld to ■ 

longs, 
1 u the Alleghanian hitit and the ttrelen Miauoippi, 
lo the rucks 1 iralling ung. and alt the tim in the w( 
To the plama of the poems uf heroes, to the prairiei i 

wide, 
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To the fiur-off sea and the unseen winds, and the sane impalpable 

air; 
And responding they answer all, (but not in words,) 
The average earth, the witness of war and peace, acknowledges 

mutely. 
The i»airie (uaws me close, as the father to bosom broad the son. 
The Northern ice and rain that began me nourish me to the end. 
But the hot sun of the South is to fully ripen my songs. 



MEMORIES OF PRESIDENT 

LINCOLN. 



WHEN ULACS LAST IN THE DOORYARD BLOOM'D. 



WHEN lilacs last in the doorvard bloom'd. 
And the great star early aroop'd in the western sky in 
the night, 
I iDOom'd, and yet shall mourn with ever-returning spring. 

Ever-returning spring, trinity sure to me you bring. 
Lilac bkx>ming perennial and drooping star in the west. 
And thought of him I love. 



O powerful western fallen star I 

O shades of night — O moody, tearful night ! 

O great star disappear'd — O the black murk that hides the star f 

O cruel hands that hokl me powerless — O helpless soul of me I 

O harsh surrounding cloud tnat will not free my souL 



In the dooryard fronting an old farm-house near the white-wash'd 

pali^ 
Sunds the lilac-bush tall-growing with heart-shaped leaves of rich 

green, 
With many a pointed bk>ssom rising delicate, with the peffiune 



strong 



pomtc 
I love. 



2$6 t^AiES OF CkASS. 

\Vith ercH' leaf a miracle^ and from Uiis biiih in ihe dooiyvd. 
With deticote-color'il lilosioina and hcan-thaped lovet of nch ' 

green, 
A iprig with its Dower I break. 



In the swamp in secluded rcccaaes. 

A shy and hidden bird Ja warbling a song. 

Solitary the thrush, 

The hermit withdrawn to himself, avoiding the Mttlcnwail, \ 

Sings by himself a song. 

Song of the bleeding throat, 

Dcatli's outlet song of life, (for well dear batKher I know, 

II thou waat not granted to ung thou wuuld'si surely dk.) 

S 
Over the breast of the spring, the land, unid cities. 
Amid lanes and through old woods, where lately the violeu peeped I 

from ihe ground, spotting the gray dcbns, I 

Amid the grass in the fields each side of the Uncs, pawaf te 1 

endless grass, 
I^usiitg the ycllow-ftpear'd wheat, every graio 6om iu i 

the dark^hrown ficliU uiiHacti, 
faating the apptc>trec blown of white and pink in llic o 
Canying a cotpse to whcrr it ttull rest in the grave. 
Night and day journeys a coflin. 



Coffin that passes throngh lanes and rtrcett, 
Tlirough day and night with the grcal clood 
With the pomp oflhc inloop'd Rags with the Cities 
With the sliow of the Slates thennelvcs as uf 



With procettioDS long and winding and the ftambcaut of d 
Wth the coutuless torches tit. with the silent sea of &tcc« I 



With die waiting depot, the airinng coAn. and 

With dirges tbrou^ the night, with the Ihowwnd « 

■trangand soleinn. 
With all the mournful voica oflhc ditgea pooi'd arooad ttfr^ 
The diiB-lit chttrches and the ibaildering organi- 

Ihne yxMi jouniey. 
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With the tolling tolling bells' perpetual clang, 
Here, coflin that slowly passes, 
I give you my sprig of lilac 



(Nor for you, for one alone. 
Blossoms and tomches green to coflSns all I bring, 
For fresh as the morning, thus would I chant a song for yoa O 
sane and sacred death. 

An over bouquets of roses, 

O death, I cover you over with roses and early lilies. 

But mostly and now the lilac that blooms the first. 

Copious I break, I break the sprigs from the bushes. 

With loaded arms I come, pouring for you, 

For jTou and the coffins all of you O death.) 

8 

O wes t ern orb sailing the heaven. 

Now I know what you must have meant as a month since I 

walk'd. 
As I walk'd in silence the transparent shadowy night. 
As I saw you had something to tell as you bent to me night after 

night, 
As you droop'd frx>m the sky low down "i^ if to my side, (while 

the other stars all looked on,) 
As we wander'd together the solemn .ught, (for something I know 

not what kept me from slce|/,) 
As the night advanced, and I saw on the rim of the west how full 

you were of woe. 
As I stood on the rising ground in the breexe in the cool trans- 
parent night, 
As I watch'd where you pass'd and was lost in the netherwanl 

black of the night. 
As my soul in its trouble dissatisfied sank, as where yoa sad orb. 
Concluded, dropt in the night, and was gone. 



Sing on there in the swamp, 

singer bashful and tender, I hear your notes, I hear your call, 

1 hear, I come presently, I understand you. 

But a moment I linger, for the lustrous star has detaio'd me. 
The star my departing comrade holds and detains me. 



Zjlj LXAIKS OF CitAiS 



O how shall I wublc myself for the dead one there I loved? 
And how shall I <]cck my song for the large aweet soul that hai 

gone? 
And what shall my perfume be for ihc grave of him 1 Uwc? 

Sea-winda blown from east and west, 

Ilbwn from the Eastern sea and blown from the Wciteni an, tiM 1 

there on the prairies meeting, 
'Ihese and with tlicse and (he breath of my chant, 
I'll ]>erfume the grave of him I love. 



O what shaU I hang on the chamber walls? 

And what shall the pictures be that I hang on the waOa, 

To adorn the burial-house of him I love ? 

Pictures of growing spring and famu and homes. 

With the Fourth-monlh eve at simdown, and the grajr kdoIcc lacid 

and bright, 
U'ilh floods of the yellow Kold of the gorgeoas, indolent, nUig 

sun, burning, expanding the air. 
With the &csh sweet herbage iindrr fool, and the pale git«n la>n» 

of the trees prolific, 
In the distance the flowing glau:, the brent of the river, «&ii t 

wind-dapple here and there. 
With ranging hilb on the banks, with many a line apdoH the sky, 

and shadows. 
And the city at hand with dwellings so deme, and sucks of chia»- 

neys, 
And all the scenes of life and tlte wori a ho p a ^ and the 

boiDcwaru returnmg. 



1 A hody and soul — this bnd. 

My own Manhattan with spires, and the ^wfcHug and Iwu^liif 

tide*, and the ihipc. 
The varied and ample laiHl, the South and the North in the Kghl, 

Ohio's tboRs and flashing Missouri, 
And mr the fitf-i{)rrading pnirics covcr'd widi gtMs and aaa^ 

Lo, the HUM ei cel l cin iud to calm and hauKhty, 
The violet and puipk mora with Jnit-ldl WeeM% 
The gentk soA-Miii nmnaiekis hghi. 
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The mmde spreading bathing all, the fiiUill'd noon^ 

The coming eve delicious, the welcome night and the staii» 

Over my cities shining all, enveloping man and land. 

Sing on, sing on you gray-brown bird. 

Sing from the swamps, the recesses, pour your chant from the 

bushes. 
Limitless out of the dusk, out of the cedars and pines. 

Sing on dearest brother, warble your reedy song, 
Loud human song, with voice of uttermost woe. 

O liquid and free and tender ! 

O wild.and loose to my soul — O wondrous singer I 

You only I hear — yet the star holds me, (but will looo depart,) 

Yet the lilac with mastering odor holds me. 

14 

Now while I sat in the day and look'd forth, 

In the close of the day with its light and the fields of spring, and 

the Oaumcrs preparing their crops. 
In the large unconscious scenery of my land with its lakes and 

forests. 
In the heavenly aerial beauty, (after the perturb'd winds aiKi the 

storms,) 
Under the arching heavens of the afternoon swift passing, and the 

voices of children and women, 
The many-moving sea-tides, and I saw the ships how they 

sail'd. 
And the summer approaching with richness, and the fields all busy 

with labor. 
And the infinite separate houses, how they all went on, each with 

its meals and minutia of daily usages, 
.\nd the streets how their throbbings throbb*d, and the cities pent 

— k), then and there. 
Falling upon them all and among them all, enveloping me with the 

rest. 
Appeared the cloud, appear'd the long black trail. 
And I knew death, its thought, and the sacred knowledge of 

death. 

Then with the knowledge of death as walking one side of me, 
And the thought of deiuh dose-walking the other side of me, 
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And I in the middle as with coinpaoioiu. and u 

hands uf comitonions, 
I fled forth to die hiding receiving night that talk> not, 
Down to the shores of the water, the \>*Xh by the 

dimness. 
To the solemn shadowy cedan and ghostly pines to stiU. 

And the singer so sliy to the rest receiv'd roe. 

The gray-brown bird I know receiv'd us cumnules thrte, 

And he sang the carol of death, and a vene fur him I loH 

Prom deep secluded re c e wes , 

ProDi the fragrant cedan and the ghostly pines ao idD, 

Caroe the c^ol of the bird. 

And the charm of the carol rapt me, 

A* I held OS if by their hands niy comrades in the nUb^ \ 

And the voice of my spirit tallied the song of the bilQ. , 

Come lovtty and soothing death, 
(Jiuiulair round the world, serenely arrm 
lu the day, in the nij^ht, to ali, to eath, 
Seomtr or later de&eaie death, 

Prait'd bt At fathomlest univent. 

For h/t and joy, and for eijeets and knawitdgt emriemM, 
And /or Ime, stetet love — tutfraise.' ^rais* t prmtet 
For At lUrt'envfindiHg arms of cool-enjolding dtaik. 

Dark moAer ahtayt g&Sng near widt u/t feet. 

Have none thanltd /or Aee a than/ o/ /uUest weUom* t 

Then / fhant tl/or thee, J gUrify thee oAnv alt, 

I kring thee a sang that when thorn nuut iitdted totm, nraw toffialt 

itringfy. 

Atfrvack ttroi^ deSvorttt, 

itwM it it to, when A*m hatt taken tkem /JpjmuJy ai^ tktdm 

Last in the loving fioating ocean of thee, 

tailed in Ae fiaU of Ay b&st deoA. 

From me lo Aee gtaJ serenades, 

Danea /or thee J propose tahtting thee, adarmmetUi ami Jim 

ings /or thee. 
And the tigha ef the open lamdwJf* and Ae high- spread ti^ m 

Jlthmg, 
Amdli/tmadAtJUids.andthehu^i and tkai^t^ n^U 
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The mi§ki in sUence under many a star^ 

Th€ ocean shore and the husky whispering wave whose voice I 

know. 
And ike soul turning to thee O vast and well-veiVd decUh^ 
And the body gratefully nestling close to due. 

Over the tree-tops I float dtee a song. 

Over the rising and sinking waves, over the myriad fields and ike 

prairies wide. 
Over me dense-pack d cities all and the teeming wharves and ways, 
I float this carol with joy, with joy to due O death. 

>S 
To the tally of my soul, 

Loud and strong kept up the gray-brown bird. 

With pure deliberate notes spreading filling the night 

Loud in the pines and cedars dim. 

Clear in the freshness moist and the swamp-perfume. 

And I with my comrades there in the night. 

While my sight that was bound in my eyes unclosed, 
As to long panoramas of visions. 

And I saw askant the armies, 

I saw as in noiseless dreams hundreds of battle-flags. 

Borne through the smoke of the battles and pierc*d with miHiles 

I saw them. 
And carried hither and yon through the smoke, and torn and 

bloody, 
And at last but a few shreds left on the staffs, (and all in silence,) 
And the stafb all splinter*d and broken. 

I saw battle-corpses, myriads of them, 

And the white skeletons of young men, I saw them, 

I saw the debris and debris of all the slain soldiers of the war. 

Hut I saw they were not as was thought, 

They themselves were fully at rest, they suffer*d not, 

The living remain'd and sufTer'd, the mother suffer'd. 

And the wife and the child and the musing comrade suffer'd, 

And the armies that remain'd suffer'd* 

i6 

Fusing the visions, passing the night. 

Passing, unloosing the hold of my comrades' hands. 
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Passing the song of tlie hermit bird and the tallying *i 

soul, 
Victorious song, death's outlet song, yet varying e 
As low and wailing, yet clear the notn, rising and bBia^ fl 

the night. 
Sadly sinking and fainling, as warning and warning and JTMa 

burning with joy, 
Covering the earth and filling the spread of the b 
As that powerful psalm in tbc night I heard fifOtn r 
Passing, I leave thee Ulac with heart-shaped tcavet, 
I leave thee there in the door-yaid, bloomtng, 

spring. 

I cease from niy song for thee. 

From my ga« on thee in the urent, fronting the we 

with thee, 
O comrade lustroiu with silver face in the night. 

Yet each to keqi and nU. retricvcment; out of the ni^n. 
The song, the wondrous chant of the gray-brown bird. 
And the tallying chant, the echo arous'd in my tOtU, 
With the luslroui and drooping star with the coutU 

of woe. 
With the holders holding my hand nearing the call of t! 
Comrades mine and I in the midst, and their i 

keep, for the dead I loved so wcD, 
For the sweetest, wisest soul of all my ilays and lamb — ■ 

for his dear sake, 
lilac and star and bird twined with ihc chant of tny aoul, 
Uterc in the fragnnt piocs and tbc ocdan doak and £m. 



O CAPTAIN! MV CAPTAIN) 
O CaftaIN ! my Captain ! our fcoifiil trip is doae. 
Hie ship has wealhtr'd every rack, the priu we songht 
The port b new, the bells I hear, the praptc all c 
While bUow ma the steady keel, the vc««cl gttn 
But O heart I heart I bean ! 
O the bleeding dmpa of red. 

Where on the di^k my Captain lies, 
FaDcn cold and dead. 

O C^itain I my CaMahi I rise up and hear the b^ ; 
Riac up — (at ymi the tla^ b flang — for yoa the bo^ b 
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For fcm bouquets and ribbon'd wreaths — for you the shores 

a-cfowdiiigy 
For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager bees turning ; 
Here Captain I dear father ! 
This arm beneath your head I 

It b some dream that on the deck. 
You've fidlen cold and dead. 

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still, 
My fiuher does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will. 
The ship is anchor'd safe and sound, its voyage closed and done^ 
From feariul trip the victor ship comes in wim ol^t won ; 
Exult O shores, and ring O bells I 
But I with mournful tread. 
Walk the deck my Ca^n 
FaUen coM and desuL 



HUSH*D BE THE CAMPS TO-DAY. 

{May 4, 1S65.) 

Hush'd be the camps to-day. 
And soldiers let us drape our war-worn weapons, 
And each with musing soul retire to celebnUe, 
Our dear commander's death. 

No more for him life's stormy conflicts, 

Nor victory, nor defeat — no more time's dark events, 

Charging like ceaseless clouds across the sky. 

But sing poet in our name, 

Sing of the love we bore him — because you, dweller in camps^ 
know it truly. 

As they invault the coffin there. 

Sing — as they close the doors of earth upon him — one verse. 

For the heavy hearts of soldiers. 

THIS DUST WAS ONCE THE MAN. 

Ths dust was once the man. 

Gentle, plain, just and resolute, under whose cautious hand, 

rMt the foulest crime in history known in any land or age, 
saved the Union of these Sutes. 
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BY BLUE ONTARIO'S SHORE. 

By blue Ontario's shore. 
As 1 mused of these warlike days and of peace retum'd, 
and the dead ihat return no more, 
A Phantom gigantic siiperh, with stern visage accosted me, 
Chan/ me ik£ poem, it said, that tcmesftom the tout t^ Amtwitm, 

ehant me the carol of tnctory. 
And ttriJu If Ar marches of Liberiad, marches mfirtfivvf f fmlyrt, 
And ting me be/art yen go the song of the throes of Detmmcwmej. 

(Demociacy, the destln'd conqueror, yet Ucachcrous lip Miiile 

everywhere, 
And death and infidelity at every step.) 

A Nation announcing itself, 

I myself make the only growth by which t can be appre ciat ed, 

I rep^t none, accept ail, tlien reproduce all in my own Ibnm. 

A breed whose proof U in time and deeds. 

What we arc we are. nativity is answer enough lo objectioM^ 

We wield ounelvet as a weapon is wielded, 

We arc powerful and tremendous in ou»elt-es. 

We are executive in ouiwlves, we are suflirient in the vnietjrd 

OUT«elves, 
We are the rooct beautiftil to ounelvet and in ourvrivca. 
We «tand self-pois'd in the middle, branching tbence over di 

world, 
From Miisouri, Ncbreika, or Kanaaa, Uujfbing atladu to KOiB, 

N'othiog is sinful to us outside of ounehres. 
\V'hatever appears, whatever does not appear, wo are 
sinful in ourselves only. 

iO Uotbcr—O Sisters dear I 
r we are Vmi, no victor ehc has dcstror'd us, 
I It ii b]r oonehes we go down to eternal itight) 



Have yoQ thought there could be but a afaigle MfNaMF 
Tliere caa be any mimber of auptetoe* — one aoa not 'i 
yr^ aiMthcT any more than one e y c ai glit 
another, or one Lfc countetvafls a '* 
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An is eligible to all. 

An is for individuahy aH is for you, 

No condition is prohibited, not God's or any. 

An comes by the body, only health pots yoo rapport with die 
universe. 

Ploduce great Persons, the rest foUows. 



Piety and conformity to them that like, 

Peace, obesity, aUegiance, to them that like, 

I am he who tauntingly compels men, women, nations, 

Crying, Leap from your seats and contend for your lives 1 

I am he who waDcs the States with a barb'd tongue, questioning 

every one I meet, 
Who are you that wanted only to be told what you knew before? 
Who are you that wanted only a book to join you in your nonsense? 

(With pangs and cries as thine own O bearer of many children, 
These clamors wild to a race of pride I give.) 

O lands, would you be freer than all that has ever been before? 
If you would be freer than aU that has been before, come listen 
to me. 

Fear grace, elegance, civilization, delicatesse. 
Fear the meUow sweet, the sucking of honey-juice. 
Beware the advancing mortal ripening of Nature, 
Beware what precedes the decay of the ruggedness of states and 
men. 

5 

Ages, precedents, have long been accumulating undirected 

materials, 
America brings builders, and brings its own styles. 



The immortal poets of Asia and Europe have done their work 

and pass'd to other spheres, 
A wofk remains, the work of surpassing aU they have done. 

America, curious toward foreign characters, stands by its own at 
all hazards, 
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Stands rentoved. spacious, composite, sound, 

use of precedents, 
Does not repel ihem or the past or what they ham pradoccdi 

under their forms. 
Takes the lesson with calmness, pcrceivce the corpse Anrty b 

from the house, 
Perceives that it waits a little while in the door, thai ii 

for its days. 
That its life has descended to the stalnrt and well- 

who approaches. 
And that he shall be fittest for his days. 

Any period one nation must lead, 

One land must be the promise and reliance of the fiitnte. 

These Stales arc the amplest poem. 

Here is not merely a nation but a teeming Nation of n 

Here the doings of men correspond with the b 

the day aiKl night, 
Her« is what moves in tnapifficent a 
Here are the roughs, beai^ friendliness, combatrvenen, Ae i 

loves, 
Here the flowing txaini, here the crowds, equality, di wi i ft y , I 

soul loves. 



L<nd of lands and bardt to cor* :borate I 

Of them standing among them, one liAa to the li^ a « 

face. 
To him the hereditary counlmancc bcqueath'd both 

father's, 
Hb first parts substances, earth, water, anlmah, treei, 
Buill of the common stock, having nx>m for far and itear. 
Used to dispenae with other lands, incarnating this land. 
Attracting it body and soul to himself, hanging on its t>eck «ilk 

incoiDpataUc love, 
FlungiDg his seminal muscle into its merits and demerits, 
Making its dtiea, bennnin^ eventa, diveniiicst wan, racal in b 
Making its rivers, lues, bays, emboiKhurc in l^m, 
MisHKpjpi with yearly freshets and chaiwing chatcs, Cohnfai^ 

Niagva, Hudson, spendoig tbenuctves kmnglv in Uoa, 
If the Atlmtk coast stretch or the hcific coast sttetch, he «rii^ 
I with them N<ffth or South, 



between them, 



] tbem East and West, and touching « 
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Growths growing from him to offset the growths of pine, cedar, 
hemlock, live-oak, locust, chestnut, hickory, cottonwood, 
orange, magnolia, 

Tangles as tangled in him as any canebrake or swamp, 

He likening sides and peaks of mountains, forests coated with 
northern transparent ice, 

Off him pasturage sweet and natural as savanna, upland, prairie. 

Through him flights, whirb, screams, answering those of the fish- 
hawk, mocking-bird, night-heron, and eagle, 

His spirit surrounding his country's spirit, unclosed to good and 
evil, 

Surrounding the essences of real things, old times and pieaent 
times. 

Surrounding just found shores, islands, tribes of red aborigiiie% 

Weather-beaten vesseb, landings, settlements, embryo stature and 
muscle. 

The haughty defiance of the Year One, war, peace, the fonnatioo 
of the Constitution, 

The separate States, the simple elastic scheme, the immigrants, 

The Union always swarming with blatherers and always sure and 
impregnate, 

The onsurvey'd interior, log-houses, clearings, wild aninmb, hunt- 
ers, trappers. 

Surrounding the multiform agriculture, mines, temperature, the 
gestation of new States, 

Congress convening every Twelfth-month, the members duly 
coming up from the uttermost parts. 

Surrounding the noble character of mechanics and fiurmers, espe- 
cially the young men, 

Responding their manners, speech, dress, friendships, the gait they 
have of persons who never knew how it felt to stand in the 
presence of superiors, 

The freshness and candor of their physiognomy, the copiousness 
and decision of their phrenolog)*, 

The picturesque looseness of their carriage, their fierceness when 
wrong'd. 

The fluency of their speech, their delight in music, their curiosity, 
good temper and open-handedness, the whole composite 
make, 

The prevailing ardor and enterprise, the large amativeness. 

The perfect equality of the female with the male, the fluid move- 
ment of the population, 

The superior marine, free commerce, fisheries, whaling, gold-dig- 

giiigf 
Wharf-hemm'd cities, railroad and steamboat lines intenecting all 
points, 
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Factories, mercantile lire, labor-saving machinery, the Nottbeai^ J 

Northwest, Southwest, 
Manhattan firemen, ihe Yankee swap, southern plantaiiun life. 
Slavery — the murderous, treacherous conspiracy to raue it up 

the ruins of all the rest, 
On and on to the grapple with it — Assassin 1 then your Itlir or J 

ouis be the stake, and respite no more. 



I (Lo, high toward heaven, this day, 
Libertad, from the conqucress" field retum'd, 
I marit the new aureola around your head, 
I No more of soft astral, but dauling and fierce, 
With war's flames and the lambent lightnings playmg. 
And your port immovable where you stand. 
With still the inextinguishable glance and llicr clinch 'd as 
And your foot on the neck of the menacing one, the ] 

utterly cnish'd beneath you. 
The menacing arrogant one that strode and advanced wjth Vt% 

senseless scorn, bearing the murderous krtife, 
The wide-swcIUng one, tlie braggart lliat would yesierttey do asl 

much. 
To-day a carrion dead and damn'd, the despised of alt tbe e 
An ol&J luik, to the dunghill maggots spum'd.) 



Others take finish, but the Republic is ever constructive I 

keep* vista, 
Otbeis adorn the put, but you O dayi of the pmcnt, I a 

you, 
O days of the future I believe in you — I isolate myscff for y 

sake, 
O America liecausc you build for mankind I build for yea, 
O well-bclovcd stonc-cuncri, 1 lead them who plan with dcciaiMl 

and science, 
I.cad the present with friendly hand toward the future. 

(Bnvas to all impulies sending sane children to the next mge I 
But damn that which spends itself with no thciu|hl of Ibe «■ 
pains, diimay, fc efa l e aesa, it b bequeatbiaf.) 



I liateocd to tbe _ 
I bend tbe vok« 



by OnUm** ifaofe. 



I 
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Bj Aem all native and grand, by them alone can these States be 
fused into the compact organism of a Nation. 

To bold men together by paper and seal or by compulsion is no 

account, 
That only holds men together which aggregates all in a living 

principle, as the hold of the limbs of the body or the fibres 

of plants. 

Of aU races and eras these States with veins full of poetical stuff 
most need poets, and are to have the greatest, and use 
them the greatest, 

Their Presidents shall not be their common referee so much as 
their poets shall. 

(Soul of love and tongue of fire I 
£ve to pierce the deepest deeps and sweep the world ! 
Ah Mother, prolific and fiiU in aU besides, yet how long barren, 
barren?) 

10 

Of these States the poet is the equable man. 

Not in him but off from him things are grotesque, eccentric, fiul 

of their fuU returns. 
Nothing out of its place is good, nothing in its place is bad. 
He bestows on every object or quality its fit proportion, neither 

more nor less. 
He is the arbiter of the diverse, he is the key. 
He is the equalizer of his age and land. 

He supplies what wants supplying, he checks what wants checking, 
In peace out of him speaks the spirit of peace, large, rich, thrifty, 

building populous toi/^ns, encouraging agriculture, arts, 

commerce, lighting the study of man, the soul, health, 

immortality, government. 
In war he is the best backer of the i^v'ar, he fetches artillery as good 

as the engineer's, he can make every word he speaks draw 

blood. 
The years straying toward infidelity he withholds by his steady 

faith. 
He is no arguer, he is judgment, (Nature accepts him absolutelv,) 
He judges not as the judge judges but as the sun fisdling round a 

helpless thing. 
As he sees the farthest he has the most faith, 
Hb thoughts are the hymns of the praise of things, 
In the diqmte on God and eternity he is silent. 



He sees eWmity lets like a phy with a prolc^e and 
He sees eternity in men and women, be (kics not tec 
women as dreams or dots. 

For the great Idea, the idea of perfect and free 

For that, the bard walks in advance, leader of leados. 

The attitude of him cheers up slaves and horrifies foccigB 

Without extinction is IJbcrty. without rctrogTadc n Equality, 
They live in the feelings of young men and the best wm 
(Not for nothing have the indomitable head* of the ( 
always ready to fall for Liberty.) 




For the great Idea, 

'Hiat, O my brethren, that is the 

Songs of tteni defiance ever ready. 

Songs of the rapid arming and the march. 

The Aag of peace quick -folded, and instead the flag we kaow. 

Warlike flag of the great Idea. 

I (Angry clotli I saw there leaping I 

I I itand again in leaden rain your flapping folds salating, 

, I ling vou over all, flying beckoning through the fight — O 

turd-con tested fight t 
' The cannons ope iheir rosy-fUshing mnules — the bunlod I 
I scream, 

. The battle-front fonns amid the smoke — the voSeys poor ioon 
from the hne, 
Ha^ the ringing word Charge f — now the loade and the U 

maddening yells. 
Now the corpses tumble curl'd upon the gnxud, 
C(^ cold in death, for precious life of you, 
Angry doth 1 saw there le^>ing.) 



Are you ben 

iniheStatet? 
The place uaugoat. the b 



e« place toteadtor be ■ | 
< obdurate. 



Who would asnime to teach here may well prepwc 1 

and mind. 
He may well turrcy, ponder, ana, fortify, h ard e n, e 

self. 
He shall surely be qucidoo'd bdbfduiid bj inc wfth iMaj ■ 

item qacstkmv 
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"Who are you indeed who would talk or sing to America? 

Have you studied out the land, its idioms and men ? 

Hare you leam'd the physiology, phrenology, politics, geogrsqphy, 

pride, freedom, friendship of the land? its substratums and 

objects? 
Have jTOu consider'd the organic compact of the first day of the 

first year of Independence, sign'd by the Commissioners, 

ratified by the States, and read by Washington at the head 

of the army? 
Have you possessed yourself of the Federal Constitution? 
Do you see who have left all feudal processes and poems behind 

them, and assumed the poems and processes of Democracy ? 
Are you fiuthful to things? do you teach what the land and sea, 

the bodies of men, womanhood, amativeness, heroic angers, 

teach? 
Have you sped through fleeting customs, popularities? 
Can you hold your hand against all seductions, follies, whirls^ fierce 

contentions? are you very strong? are you really of the 

whole People? 
Are you not of some coterie? some school or mere religion? 
Are you done with reviews and criticisms of life ? animating now 

to Ufe itself ? 
Have you vivified yourself from the maternity of these States? 
Have you too the old ever-fresh forbearance and impartiality ? 
Do you hold the like love for those hardening to maturity? for the 

last-bom? little and big? and for the errant? 

What is this you bring ray America? 

Is it uniform with my country ? 

Is it not something that has been better told or done beibfe? 

Have you not imported this or the spirit of it in some ship? 

Is it not a mere tale? a rhyme? a prettiness? — is the good oki 

cause in it? 
Has it not dangled long at the heels of the poets, politicians, 

literats, of enemies' lands? 
Does it not assume that what is notoriously gone is still here? 
Does it answer universal needs? will it improve manners? 
Does it sound with trumpet-voice the proud victory of the Union 

in that secession war ? 
Can your performance face the open fields and the seaside? 
Win it absorb into me as I absorb food, air, to appear again in my 

strength, gait, face ? 
Have real employments contributed to it? original makers, not 

mere amanuenses ? 
I>oes it meet modem discoveries, calibres, facts, fiu:e to face? 
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W'hat does it mean to American pcnonx, piugimtj , cJtia? < 

cago, (Canada, Arkansas? 
Does it see L>chind the apparent custO(]ians the real ( 
standing, menacing, silent, (he mechanics, 1~ 
Western men. Southerners, significnnl alike in their > 
and in the promptness oi their love? 
Docs it sec what finally Itefalls, and has always fituDjr beCillen, a 
tempori/er, patchcr. outsiiler, panialist, al 
who has ever ask'd any thing of America? 
I What mocking and scurnful negligeoce t 
^~lte track urew'd witJi the dust of skeletons, 
)r the roadside othen disdainfully toss'd. 

Rhymes and rhymers pass away, poems distiU'd from 

away. 
The Bwarnis of reflectors and the polite pass, and leave 
Admirers, importers, obedient perwDs, make but the soil of 
I ture, 

KAmerica justifies itself, give it time, no disguise can dBcdte k 
■ conceal from it, it is imiussive enough, 

rOnly toward the likes uf itself will it advance to meet tbera, 
Klf iu {locts appear it will in due tiinc advance to loect d 
there is no fear of mistake, 
(The pnxtf of a poet shall be sternly deferr'd till his can 
absorbs him as affectionately as he has abiorb'd iL) 

He masters whose spirit masters, he tastes sweetest wtto m 

sweetest in the long run, 
Tbe Uood of the brawn beloved of time is uncoostrainl ; 
Id the need of songs, philosophy, on apptopriate native gn 

opera, shipcriult, any craft, 
He or she ii greatest who contributes the greatest oii^ml p 

tical example. 

Already a nonchalant breed, tileatly emeigiag, appon od 



People's lips salute only doers, lovers, satisfien, positive 
There wiD shortly be no more priests, I say their work is ifat. 
Death is without etoergencie* here, but life u perpeUMl «■ 

gCDdCShCK, 

Ar your body, days, nanncn, superb? after death yoa ifadi 

saperij, 
Iwticc, bcahh, teV-aleem, clear the way with tncsitftble poMI 
now dan yon place any thing betore a nun? 
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Fall behind me States ! 

A man before all — myself, typical, before alL 

Give me the pay I have served for, 

Give me to sing the songs of the great Idea, take all the rest, 

I have loved the earth, siin, animals, I have despised riches, 

I have given alms to every one that ask'd« stood up for the stupid 

and crazy, devoted my income and labor to others. 
Haled tyrants, argued not concerning God, had patience and 

indulgence toward the people, taken off my hat to nothing 

known or unknown. 
Gone freely with powerful uneducated persons and with the young, 

and with the mothers of families, 
Read these leaves to myself in the open air, tried them by trees, 

stars, rivers, 
Dismiss'd whatever insulted my own soul or defiled my body, 
Claim'd nothing to myself which I have not carefully daim'd for 

others on the same terms. 
Sped to the camps, and comrades found and accepted from every 

State, 
(Upon this breast has many a dying soldier lean'd to bfeaihe his 

last. 
This arm, this hand, this voice, have nourish'd, rais'd, restored. 
To life recalling many a prostrate form ;) 
I am willing to wait to be understood by the growth of the taste 

of myself. 
Rejecting none, permitting all. 

(Say O Mother, have I not to your thought been faithful? 
Have I not through life kept you and yours before me?) 

»5 

I swear I begin to see the meaning of these things. 

It is not the earth, it is not America who is so great. 

It is I who am great or to be great, it is You up there, or any one. 

It is to walk rapidly through civilizations, governments, theories. 

Through poems, pageants, shows, to form individuals. 

Underneath all, individuals, 

I swear nothing is good to me now that ignores individuals. 
The American compact is altogether with individuals. 
The only government is that which makes minute of individuals. 
The whole theory of the universe is directed unerringly to one 
maijit individual — namely to You. 
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( Mother I with subtle sense severe, with the naked sword in jam 
I saw you at last refuse to treat but directly with iadividaak.) 

Underneath all, Nativity, 

I iwear I wit) stand by my own nativity, pious or impioitt lo be k; 

I swear I am charai'd widi nothing except nativity. 

Men, women, cities, nations, are only beauliJul 6001 lUtMqr. 

Underneath all is the Expresnion of love ibr men and womea, 
(I swear I have seen enough uf mean and irapotenl nodet o( 

expressing love for men and women. 
After this day I lake my own modes of exprcaiog love far ma 

and women.) 

I swear I will have each quality of my race in myidf, 
(Talk as you like, he only suiu these Stales wfame ~ 
the audacity and sublime turbulence of the 

Underneath the lessons of things, spirits. Nature. 

ownerships, I swear I perceive otlicr Icsimku, 
Uodemeath all to me is myvdf, to you yourself; (the 

nous old song.) 

«T 

I see flashing that this Amerka b only yon tad me, 
It! power, weapons, testimony, are you and me. 
Its crimes, lies, thefts, defections, arc you and me. 
Its Congress is you and me, the otdcm, c^tob, 

you and me. 
Its endless gestations of new States an you and mc. 
The war, (that war *o bloody and grun. the war 1 win hi 

fuTifei), was yon and me. 
Natural arid artificiai are yoa and nte, 
Krcedom, buguage, pocmi, employoKMs, an: yoa uid ■ 
Pail. {iTcscnt, future, an: you and me. 

1 dare not shirk any port of mysdf, 
Not any part of Anintoa good or bad. 
Not to build fcr that irttidi builds for ■gaiktwd. 
Not lo balance ranks, complexioaa, creeds, and the acma 
HM to jmtify science nor du roucb oi equality. 
Nor tu feed the arrogant blood of ihc brawn bdor'd of t 
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I am (or those that have never been master'd, 

For men and women whose tempers have never been master'dy 

For those whom laws, theories, conventions, can never master. 

I am for those who walk abreast with the whole earth. 
Who inaugurate one to inaugurate all. 

I win not be outfoced by imuional things, 
I win penetrate what it is in them that is sarcastic upon me, 
I win make cities and civilizations defer to me. 
This is what I have learnt from America — it is the amount, and it 
I teach again. 

(Democracy, while weapons were ever3rwhere aim'd at your breast, 
I taw you serenely give birth to immortal children, saw in dreams 

your dilating form, 
Saw you with spreading mantle covering the worid.) 

i8 

I win confront these shows of the day and night, 

I win know if I am to be less than they, 

I win see if I am not as majestic as they, 

I win see if I am not as subtle and real as they, 

I wiB see if I am to be less generous than they, 

I win see if I have no meaning, while the houses and ships have 

meaning, 
I win see if the fishes and burds are to be enough for th em se l ves, 

and I am not to be enough for myself. 

I match my spirit against yours you orbs, growths, mountains, 

brutes. 
Copious as you are I absorb you all in myself, and become the 

roaster myself, 
America isolated yet embodying all, what is it frnaOy except 

myself? 
These States, what are they except myself ? 

I know now why the earth is gross, tantalizing, wicked, it is for my 

sake, 
I take you speciaUy to be mine, you terrible, rude forms. 

(Mother, bend down, bend close to me your face, 
I know not what these plots and wars and deferments are for, 
I know not fruition's success, but I know that through war and 
crime your work goes on, and must yet go on.) 
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Thus by blue Ontario's shore, 

While the vrjnds fann'd mc and the waves c 



I ihrill'd with the power's pulsations, and the chwm of 

was upon mc. 
Till the tissues thai held me parted ihcir ties upoo me. 

And t saw the Iree soub of poeis. 

The loftiest bards of past ages sutxle before me. 

Strange large men, long imwaked, undiscloacd, V 



O my rapt verse, my call, mock me not I 

Not for the bards of the past, not to invoke tbcm hairc I 

you forth, 
Not to call even those lody bartis here by Ontario's 
Have 1 sung so capricious and loud my uvage song. 

Bards for my own land only I invoke, 

( For the war the war is over, the field is rlear'd,) 

TtU they strike uj) marches henceforth Iriumphaot and o 

To cheer O Mother your boundless expectant sooL 

Bards of the great Idea I barda of the peaceful ii 

the war, the war is over I) 
Yet buds of latent armies, a million soldiers waiting < 
Bards with songs as from burning coab or the l^tiunf"! 

stripes! 
Ample Ohio's, Kinada's bards — bards of Califaniftl 

bards — bards of the war I 
Vou \rf my chann I invoke. 



ifteJ 



REVERSALS. 

Lit that which stood in &ont go behind. 

Let that which was behind advance lo the front, 

Let bigots, Ibols, unclean pcnons, olVin new [iropoattioa^ 

Lot the old propositions be poslpoDcd, 

Let ■ man acdk pleasure everywh er e except in hiniell. 

Let « woiDU s*^ happioeat everywhere except in hiinK^ 
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AS CONSEQUENT, EU. 

AS consequent from store of summer rains, 
^ Or wayward rivulets in autumn flowing. 
Or many a herb-lined brook's reticulations, 
Or subterranean sea-rills making for the sea. 
Songs of continued years I sing. 

Life's ever-modern rapids first, (soon, soon to blend, 
With the old streams of death.) 

Some threading Ohio's farm-fields or the woods. 
Some down Colorado's caflons from sources of perpetual snow, 
Some half-hid in Oregon, or away southward in Texas, 
Some in the north finding their way to Erie, Niagara, Ottawa, 
Some to Atlantica's bays, and so to the great salt brine. 

In you whoe'er you are my book perusing, 

In I myself, in dl the world, these currents flowing, 

AH, an toward the mystic ocean tending. 

Currents for starting a continent new. 

Overtures sent to the solid out of the liquid. 

Fusion of ocean and land, tender and pensive waves, 

(Not safe and peaceful only, waves rous'd and ominous too, 

Out of the depths the storm's abysmic waves, who knows whence ? 

Raging over the vast, with many a broken spar and tatter'd sail.) 

Or from the sea of Time, collecting vasting all, I bring, 
A windrow-drift of weeds and shells. 

O little shells, so curious-convolute, so limpid-cold and voiceless, 
Will you not little shells to the tympans of temples held. 
Murmurs and echoes still call up, eternity's music faint and far. 
Wafted inland, sent from Atlantica's rim, strains for the soul of the 

prairies, 
Whisper'd reverberations, chords for the ear of the West joyously 

sounding. 
Your tidings old, yet ever new and untranslatable. 
Infinitesimals out of my life, and many a life. 
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(For not ray life and years aJonc I give — all, all 1 give,) 
These waifs from the deep, cast high and dry, 
Wash'd on America's shores ? 



THE RETURN OF THE HEROES. 



For the lands and for these passionate days and for tnyadt 
Now I awhile retire to thee O soil «f autumn Adds, 
Reclining on thy breast, giving myscl/ to thcc. 
Answering the pulses of thy sane and equable heait. 
Tuning a vetse for thee. 

O eaith thai hast no voice, confide to mc a voice, 
O harvest of my lands — O boundless summer growthi, 
O lavish brown parturient caith — O infinite li 
A Kug to narrate thee. 



Ever npoD this tta^, 

la acted Cod's calm annual drama. 

Gorgeous processions, songs of birda. 

Sunrise that fullest feeds and freshens most the aool. 

The heaving sea, the waves upon the sboR. the rauMO 

waves. 
The woodi, the stalwart trees, the slender, upering trees, 
The liliput countless armies of the grass. 
The heat, the showcnt, the measurefeu pastungn. 
The scenery of the jinow», the winds' free orcheMn, 
The stretching light-hung roof of clouds, the dear 

the silvery fringes, 
The high dilating attars, the placid beclconing stars. 
The ntoving Hocks ajul herds, the plains and emerald me 
The shows of all the varied lands and all the growtiis and 



Fecund America— to-day. 

Thou art all over set in birthi and iof% 1 

Thou groan'st with riches, thy wealth clothes Ihce a> a aBMlii 

garment. 
Thou Uiiuhcsl loud with arhe ot great po s se iri ona, 
A mjriaif- twining life like tnterudng naei huadt aO d^ i 
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As some huge ship freighted to water's edge thou ridest into 

port, 
As xmin frdb from the heaven and vapors rise from earth, so have 

^ precious values fidlen upon thee and risen out of thee ; 
Thou envy of the globe I thou miracle I 
Thou, bathed, choked, swimming in plenty, 
Thou lucky Mistress of the tranquil barns. 
Thou Prairie Dame that sittest in the middle and lookest out upon 

thy workl, and lookest East and kx>kest West, 
Dispensatress, that by a word givest a thousand miles, a million 

frurms, and missest nothing, 
Thou aU-acceptress — thou hospitable, (thou only art hoqpitabk as 

God is hospitable.) 



When late I sang sad was my voice. 

Sad were the shows around me with deafening noises of hatred 

and smoke of war ; 
In the midst of the conflict, the heroes, I stood, 
Or pass'd with slow step through the wounded and dying. 

But now I sing not war. 

Nor the measwr'd march of soldiers, nor the tents of camps. 
Nor the regiments hastily coming up deploying in line of battle ; 
No more the sad, unnatural shows of war. 

Ask*d room those flush'd immortal ranks, the first forth-stepping 

armies? 
Ask room alas the g^iasdy ranks, the armies dread that foDow'd. 

(Fns, pass, ye proud brigades, with your tramping smewy legs. 
With your shoulders young and strong, with your knapsacks and 

vour muskets; 
How elate I stood and watch'd you, where starting off you 

march'd. 

Pms — then rattle drums again, 

For an army heaves in sight, O another gathering army, 

Swarming, trailing on the rear, O you dread accruing army, 

O you regiments so piteous, with your mortal diarrhoea, with your 

fever, 
O my land's maim'd dartingn, with the plenteous bloody bandage 

and the crutch, 
Lo, your pallid army foOowa.) 



But on these days of brigtitiwss, _ 

On the lar-stTvtching l>^tcous landscape, the roods and h 

tlie high-piled farm-wagons, and the fiuita and bafm. 
Should the dea<l intrude ? 

Ah the dead to me mar not, they fit well in Nature, 

'llicy fit very well in the laudscapc under the trees an! BWM, 

/Vnd along the edge of the t>ky in the horizon'a hr ntaign. 

Nor do I forget you Departed, 

Nor in winter or summer njy lost ones, 

Hut most in the open air as now when ray scml b itpt M 

peace, like pleading phanlonu. 
Your memories rising glide silently by roe. 



I saw the day the return of the heroes, 

(Yet the heroes never suniasa'd shall never tetum. 

Them that day I saw not.) 

I saw the micrminable corps, I saw the pTocesoona of j 
I saw them approaching, defiling by with divisions. 
Streaming norO\ward, their work done, camping awhBe i 
of mighty camps. 

No holiday soldiers — youlhfol, yet v 

Worn, swart, handsome, strong, of the slock of I 

workshop, 
llarden'd of many a long campaign and sweaty n 
Inured on many a haid-fought bloody field. 

A pause — the armies wait, 

A million flush'd embattled conqueror* wait. 

The world loo waits, (hen soft as brcaldng ni^ and stne d 

They melt, they disappear. 

[■jtult O lands I victorious Isiids I 

Not there your victory on those red draddering field% 

But here u>d hence your vtctmy. 

Meh. melt away ye armies— di«ier«e ye Uae-cUd lokBa^fl 
Resoh^ ye back again, give up lor good yonr deadly amH, ^ 
niher the arms the fields hcttcefixth for you, or South or ^ 
With uner wars, sweet wars, life-giviog wui. 
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Loud O my throftty and dear O totd I 

The ieason of thanks and the voice of fiill-viddii^ 

The chant of joy and power for boundkaa mSitf. 

AD tOI'd and untiD'd fields expand befoie me, 
I see the true arenas of my race, or first or last, 
Man's innocent and strong arenas. 



I see the heroes at other 

I see well-wielded in their hands the better weapons. 

I see where the Mother of AD, 

With fiiB-spanning eye gazes forth, dwells long, 

And counts the varied gathering of the products. 

Bu^ the far, the sunlit panorama^ 

Pnurie, orchard, and yellow grain of the North, 

Cotton and rice of the South and Louisianian cane. 

Open unseeded fallows, rich fields of clover and timothy, 

Kine and horses feeding, and droves of sheep and swine. 

And many a stately river flowing and many a jocund brook. 

And healthy uplands with herby-perfumed breezes. 

And the good green grass, that delicate miracle the ever-reconbig 
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Toil on heroes I harvest the products 1 

Not ak>ne on those warlike fields the Mother of AD, 

With dihoed form and lambent eyes watch'd yoo. 

ToO on heroes 1 toil well 1 handle the weapons weD 1 
The Mother of AD, yet here as ever she watches you. 

WeQ-pleased America thou behoklest. 

Over the fields of the West those crawling monsters, 

The human-divine inventions, the labor-saving implements ; 

Behoklest moving in every direction imbued as with life the 

revolving hay-rakes, 
The steam-power reaping-machines and the horse-power machines, 
The engines, thrashers of grain and cleaners of grain, well sepa- 
rating the straw, the nimble work of the patent pitchfork, 
fielioklest the newer saw-mill, the southern oottoii-gin, and the 
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h thy look O Maternal, 
With thes« and else aaA with theii own strong hands the I 
harvest 



M gather and all harvest, 

Vet but for thee O Powerful, not a scythe mi^ swing M i 

security. 
Not a maize-stalk dangle as now its silken taasela in peso*. 

Under thee only they harvest, even but a wisp of hay onder d 

great bee only, 
Harvest the wheat of Ohio, Illinois, Wisconsin, cveiy Imbed q 

under thee, 
Han'cst the maize of Missouri, Kentucky, ' 

its light-green sheath, 
(iather the hay to its mynnd vaa'tn in the odoroos ti 
Uats to their bins, ihc white itotato, the buckwheat of I 

to theirs ; 
Gather the cotton In Mississippi or Alabama, dig and I 

golden the sweet potato of Georgia and the C ' 
Clip Ihc wool of California or Pennsylvania. 
Cut the flax in the Middle States, or hemp or tobacco n i 

Bottlers, 
Hck the pea and the bean, or pull apples from the Uees or b 

of grapes from the vines, 
Or anght that ripens in all these States or North or Sottth, 
Under the beaming sun and lutder thee. 



THERE WAS A CHILD WENT FORTH. 1 

Thkre was a chikl went forth every day. 

And the first ot^ed he kiok'd ftpoa, ms. ot^cct he beciBW, 

And thai object became pan of him for the day ot a cefUia 

of the day. 
Or for many year* or stretching cycles of yean. 

The caHy hUct became pan of this child. 

And grass aitd white and red moming-gforiet, and white and i 

f lover, and the song of the pbcebc-Uid, 
And the Third-month lamb* and the sow's pbtk-bilN Utler, I 

the mare's foal and the cow's caU, 
And the TK»y brood of the twroywd or by the min of dw poi 

side, 
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And the fish suspending themselves so curiously below there, and 

the beautiful curious liquid. 
And the water-plants with their graceful flat heads, all became part 

of him. 

The field-sprouts of Fourth-month and Fifth-month became part 

of him, 
Winter-grain sprouts and those of the light-yellow com, and the 

esculent roots of the garden. 
And the apple-trees covered with blossoms and the fruit afterward, 

and wood-berries, and the conunonest weeds by the road. 
And the old drunkard staggering home from the outhouse of the 

tavern whence he had lately risen. 
And the schoolmistress that pass'd on her way to the school. 
And the friendly boys that pass'd, and the quarrelsome boys, 
And the tidy and fresh-cheek'd girls, and the barefoot negro boy 

and girl, 
And all the changes of city and country wherever he went 

His own parents, he that had father'd him and she that bad con- 

ceiv'd him in her womb and birth'd him, 
They gave this child more of themselves than that. 
They gave him afterward every day, they became part of him. 

The mother at home quietly placing the dishes on the supper- 
table, 

The mother with mild words, clean her cap and gown, a whole- 
some odor falling off her person and clothes as she walks by, 

The father, strong, self-sufficient, manly, mean, anger'd, unjust, 

llie blow, the quick loud word, the tight bargain, the crafty lure, 

The family usages, the language, the company, the ftimiture, the 
yearning and sweUing heart. 

Affection that will not be gainsay'd, the sense of what is real, the 
thought if after all it should prove unreal, 

The doubts of day-time and the doubts of night-time, the curious 
whether and how, 

Wliether that which appears so is so, or is it all flashes and specks? 

Men and women crowding Sz&X. in the streets, if they are not flashes 
and specks what are they? 

The streets themselves and the fi^ades of houses, and goods in 
the windows. 

Vehicles, teams, the heavy-plank'd wharves, the huge croMQg at 
the ferries. 

The village on the highknd seen from afitf at sunset, the over 
between. 
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Sautdon, aureok and mbt, the light falling on roofr and gaUc* 

white or brown two miles off. 
The schooner near by sleepily drop[MDg down the tide, tbe 

boat slack -tow'd aslem. 
The hunting tumbling waves, quick-broken cren&, sbpfring, 
The strata of color'd clouds, the long bar of maroon- tint aaraf 

solitary by itseir, the spread of jnirity it lies tnotJookn in. 
The horixon's edge, (he flying »ea-crow, the (ragrmnce of h 

nutrsh ani! shore mud. 
These became pan of that child who went forth evny day, H 

who now goes, and will always go fofth ererjr day. 

OLD IRELAND. 

Fax hence amid an isle of wondrous beauty. 

Crouching over a grave an ancient surruwful mother, 

(!)ncc a i{ueen, now lean and lallcr'il seated on the gro un d, 

ller old white hair drooping dishrvcl'd round her sbootden, 

At her feet fallen an unused royal harp, 

l^ng silent, she too long silent, mourning her shroacted hope ai 

heir. 
Of all the earth her hcan most full of sorrow because mott full < 

love. 

Yet a word ancient mother, 

Vou need crouch there no longer on the cold grooiKl with fan 

head lictwcen your knees, 
O you need not sit there vcil'd in your old white hair ao diahcvd'i 
For kitow you the one you muum is not in that grave, 
II was an illusion, the son you love was nut really dead. 
The Lord is not dead, he In risen again young aikl suoog i 

another country, 
Even while you wept there by your fallen har]i by the gravr. 
What you wept for was trao^tcd, poss'd from tbe grave, 
rhe winds (avor'd and the sea ioil'd it. 
And i>ow with roqr and new blood. 
Moves to^y io a new country. 



THE CITY DEAD-HOUSE. 

Br (he rity dcad-boutc by the gate. 
As idly sauntering wending my way from the clangia', 
I conoas panse, (or Io, an outcast form, a poor dead | 
Uought, 
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Her corpse they deposit undaim'd, it lies on the damp brick 

pavement. 
The divine woman, her body, I see the body, I look on it ak>ne, 
That house once full of passion and beauty, all else I notice not. 
Nor stflbess so cold, nor running water from fiuicet, nor odors 

morbific impress me. 
But the house alone — that wondrous house — that delicate lair 

house — that ruin I 
That immortal house more than all the rows of dwellings ever 

built! 
Or white-domed capitol with majestic figure surmounted, or all 

the old high-spired cathednds, 
That little house alone more than them all — poor, desperate 

house! 
Fair, fearful wreck — tenement of a soul — itself a soul, 
Undaim'd, avoided house — take one breath from my tremulous 

lips. 
Take one tear dropt aside as I go for thought of vou, 
Dead house of love — house of madness and sin, crumbled, 

crushed, 
House of life, erewhile talking and laughing — but ah, poor house, 

dead even then, 
Months, years, an echoing, gamish'd house — but dead, dead, 



THIS COMPOST. 



SoMiTHiNG Startles me where I thought I was safest, 

I withdraw from the still woods I loved, 

I will not go now on the pastures to walk, 

I will not strip the clothes from my body to meet my lover the sea, 

I will not touch my flesh to the earth as to other flesh to renew mc. 

O how can it be that the ground itself does not sicken? 

How can you be alive you growths of spring? 

How can you fiimish health you blood of herbs, roots, orchards, 

grain? 
Are they not continually putting distemper'd corpses within you? 
Is not every continent worked o\'er and over with sour dead? 

Where have you disposed of their carcasses? 

Those drunkards and gluttons of so many generations? 
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Where have you drawn off all ihc foul liquid and tncat? 

I do not see any of it upon you to-day, or pcrhap* I am deceiv'd 

1 will nin a furrow n-jth my plough, 1 will pms mj ipade dHDafl 

the sod and turn it up undeniealh, 
1 am sure I shall expose some of the foal meat. 



Behold this compost 1 behold it well I 

Perhaps every mite has once furm'd part of a tick penoa— wt 

behold I 
The grass of spring covers the pisirici. 
The bean bursts noiselessly through the moukt in ti 
The delicate spear of the onion pierces upward, 
'llie apple-buds cluster together on the apple -branches, 
The resurrection of the wheal appean with pale visage out of ii 

graves, 
The tiogc awakes over the willow-trcc and ibc muIbciTy-me, 
The hc-biids carol mornings and evciviitgs vhik tbe ifae>Unk • 

on their nests. 
The young of poultry break tlirough the haich'd cgp, 
lite new-bom of animals appear, the calf is dropt (cam the cOi 

the cull from the mare, 
Out of its litde hill faithfully rise the jiotato's dark green lesM^ 
Out of its hill rises the yellow maiic-stalk. the liUa tiloom ta d 

dooryards, 
"YitK numnei grtnrth is iimocent and diadainful abofc i 

itrsta m sour dead. 

What chemistry 1 

That the winds arc rcaOy not ii 

'Hiat this is du cbcai, thia transparent grecn-waah of 4 

which is so amorous after me, 
"nut it is safe to allow it to lick my naked body al o 

tongues, 
nut it wiU not endanger me with the fcven th«t hivs d 

themselves ia it. 
That all b dean forever and forever. 
That the cool diink from the wvU lutes so good. 
That bhckbeiTies are so Savoroui and juicy. 
That the &uits of the appic-orchird and tnc a 

melons, grmpes, peaches, plums, will none of u 

*nuU when I recline on tbe grass I do nut catch any d . 

Though probably every qiear oi grass rises out af what ■ 
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Now I am terrified at the Earth, it is that calm and patient. 

It grows such sweet things out of such corruptions, 

It turns harmless and stainless on its asos, with such endktt 

successions of diseas'd corpses, 
It distills such exquisite winds out of such infused fetor, 
It renews with such unwitting looks its prodigal, annual, sumptu- 
ous crops. 
It gives such divine materials to men, and accepts such leavings 
from them at last 



TO A FOIL'D EUROPEAN REVOLUTIONAIRE, 

Courage yet, my brother or my sister I 

Keep on — Liberty is to be subserv'd whatever occurs ; 

That is nothing that is queQ'd by one or two failures, or any num- 
ber of failures. 

Or by the indifference or ingratitude of the people, or by any 
un£Buthfulness, 

Or the show of the tushes of power, soldiers, cannon, penal statutes. 

What we believe in waits latent forever through all the continents. 
Invites no one, promises nothing, sits in c^imness and light, is 

positive and composed, knows no discouragement, 
Waiting patientiy, waiting its time. 

(Not songs of loyalty alone are these. 

But songs of insurrection also. 

For I am the sworn poet of every daundess rebel the world over. 

And he going with me leaves peace and routine behind him. 

And stakes Im life to be lost at any moment.) 

The battle rages with many a loud alarm and frequent advance 
and retreat. 

The infidel triumphs, or supposes he triumphs. 

The prison, scaffold, garroC^, handcuff, iron necklace and lead- 
balls do their work. 

The named and unnamed heroes pass to other spheres. 

The great speakers and writers are exiled, they lie sick in du 
lands, 

The cause is asleep, the strongest throats are choked with 
own blood. 

The young men droop their eyelashes toward the ground when 
thev meet; 

But for all this liberty has not gone out of the place, nor the 
infidel enter'd into full possession. 



Soo LsAyss OP Grass. 

When b'bcrty goes out of a place it is not the fitst to go, nor 4 

second or third to go, 
It waits for all the rest to go, it is the last 

When there are no more memories of heroes and nwtjn, 
And when all life nnd alt (he souls of men and women ■ 

charged front any part of the cailh. 
Then only shall libcny or the idea of liberty be diicbuged t 

that part of the earth. 
And the infidel come into full possession. 

llicn courage European rcvolter. rcvoltrcss 1 
For till all ceases neither miist you cease. 

I do not know what you ore for, (I da not know whu I ■ 

myself, nor what any thing is fur.) 
Rut [ will search carefully fur it even in liciiig foil'd. 
In defeat, poverty, raixconceptiun, iro]>rixonmeDt — 

arc great. 

Did we think victory great? 

So it is — but now it seems to mc, wben it ccnnot be || 

defeat » great. 
And that death and diunay are great. 



UNNAMED LANDS. 

N«noMs teo thousand yean before thete States, md i 

ten thousand yean before these States, 
Gamer'd clusters of ages that men and women like nig 

travcl'd their course and {>ass'd on. 
What vast-built cities, what orderly rcpuUics, «rhai | 

and nomads, 

What hlKoriea, rulers, heroes, perh^M tnnacndiog aB oAan^ 
What bws, curtomt, wealth, am, traditional 
What sort of maniage, what coctutne*, what phynologr ' 

phieoriogy. 
Whu or liberty and slavery among them, what they t 

death and the nut, 
Who wen wiov and wise, who beautifiil and poetic, who I 

and andcvelop'd. 
Not a mark, not a rccofd reniaiaa — and yet all icauJiM, 

O I know that tboae rocn and women woe not Ibr imf ^i^ n 
more than we arc for iMHlimg, 
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I know that they belong to the scheme of the world ereiy bit m 
nrach as we now belong to it 

Afiur they stand, yet near to me they stand. 

Some with oval countenances leam'd and calm, 

Some naked and savage, some like huge collections of insects, 

Some in tents, herdsmen, [>atriarchs, tribes, horsemen. 

Some prowling through woods, some living peaceably on fiurms, 

laboring, reaping, filling bams, 
Some traversing paved avenues, amid temples, palaces, iactorieSy 

libraries, uiows, courts, theatres, wonderful monuments. 

Are those billions of men really gone? 

Are those women of the old experience of the earth gone? 

Do their lives, cities, arts, rest only with us? 

Did they achieve nothing for good for themselves? 

I believe of all those men and women that fill'd the unnamed 
lands, every one exists this hour here or elsewhere, invisible 
to us, 

In exact propor ti on to what he or she grew from in life, and out 
of what he or she did, felt, became, loved, sinn'd, in life. 

I believe that was not the end of those nations or any person of 

them, any more than this shall be the end of my nation, or 

of me; 
Of Aeir languages, governments, marriage, literature, products, 

games, wars, manners, crimes, prisons, slaves, heroes, poets, 
I suspect their results curiously await in the yet unseen world, 

counterparts of what accrued to them in the seen world, 
1 suspect I shall meet them there, 
1 suspect I shall there find each old particular of those iwn^Tn^iH 

lands. 

SONG OF PRUDENCE, 

Manhattan's streets I saunter'd pondering. 
On Time, Space, Reality — on such as these, and abreast with 
them Prudence. 

The last explanation always remains to be made about prudence. 
Little and large alike drop quietly aside from the prudence tluu 
suits immortality. 

Hie toul is of itself, 

An verges to it, all has reference to what 



^ 



LXAtSS OF Ckass. 



AH ihot a person ilocs, uys, thinks, U 

Not a move can a man or woman moke, that aflccts hitn or ber 

a day, month, any pan of the direct ILfclicnc, or the b 

of death. 
But the same affects him or bcr onward aftcnranl thnidi^ i 

indirect lifcdmc. 

The indirect is just as much as the direct, 
The spirit receives from the body ju&t as much ai it ^rcs lo i 
body, if not more. 

Not one word or deed, not venereal sore, iliscotonitiaB, ptit; 

of the onanist. 
Putridity of glullons or nim-drinkcrs, pccubtioo, cunning, 

murder, seduction, prostitution, 
I But has results beyond death as really as before death. 

Charity and personal force arc the only invcttmcnta wotth . 
thing. 

No specification is necessary-, all that a male or fematc doe^ ikat 
vigorous, benevolent, clean, is so much prolil u> hina or ~ 

In the unshakable order of the universe and thmi^ ihe »l 
scope of it foro'cr. 

Who has been wise receives interest. 

Savage, felon. President, judj^e, fanner, sailor, imxhuic, Hn 

young, old, it is the same, 
The intcTGsi will come round — all will come roooil. 

Singly, wholly, to affect now, afferied their time, will ft 

an of the post and all of ihe present and all a' 
AH the brave actions of war ami [>cacc. 
All help given to relatives, strangerx, the poor, old, m 

children, widows, the •>», and to thunn'd p 
All self-denial that stood aUdy and aloof on \ 

others fill the scats of the boats. 
All offering of substance or life for the good old ( 

fri«>d's lake, or opintoa's sake, 
All pains of enthutiasta scoff'd at fay Iheir neighbon, 
AO the limtticM sweet love and pncious sufloi^ of raoUien^ 
An honest men baffled in strifes recorded or un re c ocdgd. 
All the giu)deur and good of ancient natiooa whoae t 

inherit, 
AH the good of the doxem of ancient nations unknown to «• | 
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AH that was ever manfully begun, whether it succeeded or no, 
AD suggestions of the divine mind of nian or the divinity of his 

naouth, or the shaping of his great hands. 
All that is well thought or said this day on any part of the globe, 

or on any of the wandering stars, or on any of the fix'd 

stars, by those there as we are here, 
All that is henceforth to be thought or done by you whoever you 

are, or by any one, 
These inure, have inured, shall inure, to the identities finom which 

they sprang, or shall spring. 

Did you guess any thing lived only its moment? 

The world does not so exist, no parts palpable or impalpable so 

exist. 
No consummation exists without being from some long previous 

consummation, and that from some other. 
Without the farthest conceivable one coming a bit nearer the 

beginning than any. 

Whatever satisfies souls is true ; 

Prudence entirely satisfies the craving and glut of souls. 
Itself only finally satisfies the soul, 

The soul has that measureless pride which revolts from every lesiOQ 
but its own. 

Now I breathe the word of the prudence that walks abreast with 

time, space, reality, 
That answers the pride which refuses every lesson but its own. 

What is prudence is indivisible. 

Declines to separate one part of life from every part, 

Divides not the righteous from the unrighteous or the living from 

the dead. 
Matches every thought or act by its correlative. 
Knows no possible forgiveness or deputed atonement, 
Knows that the young man who composedly peril'd his life and 

lost it has done exceedingly well for himself without doubt. 
That he who never peril'd his life, but retains it to old age in 

riches and ease, has probably achieved nothing for himself 

worth mentioning, 
Knows that only that person has really leam'd who has leam'd to 

prefer results. 
Who fiivors body and soul the same, 
Who perceives the indirect assuredly following the direct. 
Who in his spirit in any emergency whatever neither hunies nor 

avoids death. 



Leai-ss Of Gkmxs. 
THE SINGER IN THE PRISON. 



O tight cf pity, shame amtl iicle ! 
0/farful thought — a coiiviet tout. 

Raku the rcfniin nlong the hall, the prison, 

Rose to the roof, the vaults of hcat-en above. 

Pouring in Hoods of melody in tones so pensive nrerl and Mn 

the lite whereof was never heard, 
Reaching the t^^r-off sentry and the anned giuudi, who CoM d 

pacing, 
Making the hearer's pulses stop for ecstasy and awe. 



The sun was low in the west one winici day, 

When down a nanow aisle amid the thieves and outlawi of 

land, 
(There by the hundreds seated, sear-laced mutdcrcn, wily 

feitcn, 

Oather'd to Sunday chnrch in prison walls, the deepen igaail, 
l^entcons, wcU-anncd, watching with vigilant eyes,) 
Calmly a lady walk'd holding a little innocent child b^ dl 

hand, 
Whom scaling on ihcir stools beside her on tlie plufann. 
She, fim preluding with the insinirncnt a low and nos' 
In voice surpassing all, sang forth a quaint old hyuuL 

A soul confined by ban and bands, 
Cries, help ! O help I and wrincs her hxndk, 
Blinded her eyes, bleeding hci breast. 
Nor pardon luids, nor balm of rest. 

Ceaseless she pacca lo and fn, 
kdayil r " " 



O hcan-sick dkyi I O aigbta of woe I 
Nor hand of &iend, dot kmtig bee. 
Nor favor comes, nor word of gnce. 

It w»i aot I that sinn'd the sin, 
TIm nithlesB body dngg'd me in j 
Thoo^ long I strove coutaireoasly, 
Tite body was loo roixji for me. 

Dear prfson'd soul best np « spacer 
Par sooa or btc ibc certam grace ; 
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To set thee free and bear thee home^ 
The heavenly pardoner death shall come. 

Comnci no mcre^ nor shame ^ nor dole / 
Depart — a God-efrfranekis^d saui t 



The singer ceas'd. 

One s^i^ce swept from her clear calm eyes o'er aU those apCom'd 

fiM:es, 
Slrange sea of prison faces, a thousand varied, crafty, brutal, 

seam'd and beauteous faces. 
Then rising, passing back along the narrow aisle between them. 
While her gown touch'd them rustling in the silence. 
She vaniah'd with her children in the dusk. 

While upon aU, convicts and armed keepers ere they sdrr'dy 

(Convict forgetting prison, keeper his loaded pistol,) 

A hush and pause fell down a wondrous minute. 

With deep half-stifled sobs and sound of bad men bow'd and 

moved to weeping, 
And youth's convulsive breathings, memories of home. 
The mother's voice in lullaby, the sister's care, the happy childhood, 
The long-pent spirit rous'd to reminiscence ; 
A wondrous minute then — but after in the solitary night, to many, 

many there. 
Years after, even in the hour of death, the sad refrain, the tune, 

the voice, the words, 
Resumed, the large calm lady walks the narrow aisle. 
The wailing melody again, the singer in the prison sings, 

O sight of pity, shame and dele / 
O fearful thought — a convict soul. 

\ 

- WARBLE FOR LILAC-TIME. 

Warble me now for joy of liiac-timc, (returning in reminiscence,) 
Sort me O tongue and lips for Nature's sake, souvenirs of earliest 

summer. 
Gather the welcome signs, (as children with pebbles or stringing 

shells,) 
Put in April and May, the hylas croaking in the ponds, the elastic 

air, 
Bees, butterflies, the sparrow with its simple notes, 
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I^Ai'ES OF Grass. 



Blue-bird and darting swallow, nor forfprt l{i« Uglt-hole ( 

his golden wings. 
The tranquil sunny haize, the clinging smoke, (he vanor. 
Shimmer of waters with fish in them, the cerulean an>w. 
All that is jocund and sparkling, the Ivookx runntng. 
The maple woods, the crisp February <lBys and the sugaj 
The robin where he hops, bright-ey«J, brown-fareutcd. 
With musical clear call at sunrise, and again at ranct. 
Or flitting among the trees of the apple-orcbsnl, biAliag the M^ 

of his roAtc. 
'llie melted snow or Much, the willow sending forth iti ] 

green sprouts. 
For spring-time is here ! the summer is here 1 and what 

in it and from it? 
Thou, soul, unlooscn'd — the restlessness after I know oot m 
Come, let us Ug here no longer, let us be np and away ! 
O if one could but fly like a bird ! 
O to escape, to sail forth as in a ship I 
To glide with thee O soul, o'er alt, in all, as a ship o'er die i 
Gathering these hints, the prcluilcs, the blue dcy, the gn 

morning drops of dew, 
The lilac-scent, the hushes with dark green heait-ih^ed leai 
Wood-violets, the little delicate pale bloasoms called iwi^^w^ 
Samples and sorts not for themselves alone, but for tfadr i 

phere. 
To grace the bush I love — to sing with the bb^, 
A warble for joy of lilac-time, returning in reminacaiee. 



OUTLINES FOR A TOMB. 



What may we chant, O thou within this tomb? 
What tablcta, outlines, hang for thee, O 
The life thou lived'st we know not, 
Bui that thou wolk'dst thy years in batter, 

brokers, 
Ngr heroism thine, nor war, nor glocy. 



Silent, my soul. 
With drDO[»iig ttdt. ■■ 
Toning from all the 



wailhi^ ponder'd. 
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\Vhik through the interior vistas, 

Noiseless uprose, phantasmic, (as by night Auroras of the north,) 

Lambent tableaus, prophetic, bodiless scenes, 

Spiritual projections. 

In one, among the city streets a laborer's home appeared, 

Afler his day's work done, cleanly, sweet-air'd, the gasli^t burning, 

The carpet swept and a fire in the cheerful stove. 

In one, the sacred parturition scene, 

A hi^>py painless mother birth'd a perfect chikL 

In one, at a bounteous morning meal, 
Sat peaceful parents with contented sons. 

In one, by twos and threes, young people, 

Hundreds concentring, walk'd the paths and streets and roads, 

Toward a tall-domed school. 

In one a trio beautiful, 

Grandmother, loving daughter, loving daughter's daughter, sat, 

Chatting and sewing. 

In one, along a suite of noble rooms, 

'Mid plenteous books and journals, paintings on the walls, fine 

statuettes, 
Were groups of friendly journeymen, mechanics young and old, 
Reading, conversing. 

All, all the shows of laboring life, 

City and country, women's, men's and children's. 

Their wants provided for, hued in the sun and tinged for once 
with joy, 

Marriage, the street, the factory, farm, the house-room, lodging- 
room, 

I^bor and toil, the bath, gymnasium, playground, library, college, 

The student, boy or girl, led forward to be taught. 

The sick cared for, the shoeless shod, the orphan father'd and 
mother'd. 

The hungry fed, the houseless housed ; 

(The intentions perfect and divine. 

The workings, details, haply human.) 

3 
O thou within this tomb. 
From thee such scenes, thou stintless, bvish giver, 



sgfi Lmai'ks or Ckahs. 

Tallying the gifts of earth, large as the earth. 

Thy name an earth, «rith mountains, fields and tidCL 

Nor by >'our streams aJone, you rivets, 

Hy you, your banVs Connecticut, 

By you and all your teeming life old Thames, 

I^ you Potomac laving Uic ground Waahingtoa tiod,'1 

Patapsco, 
You Hudson, you endless Mississippi — nor you alooe. 
But to the high seas launch, my thought, hi» lacmoty. 



OUT FROM BEHIND THIS MASK. 

(7> Ctufrant It Ptrtntu.'i 



Out from behind this licnding rough-cut mask. 
These lights and shades, [his drama of the whole. 
This common curtain of the face containM in me 

for you, in carh for each, 
(Tragedies, sorrows, laughter, tcan — O hcKven I 
The panionate teeming pla>s this curtain hid I) 
This glaze of God's screnest purest sky, 
Thii film of Sttan's icctbing pit, 
Thii heart's geography's map, this limitless sn 

souodless sea ; 

Out ftom the convolutions of this globe, 

llus BubUcT astronomic orb than sun or moon, than Joptacs, \ 

Mus, 

This coDdeination of the univcrvc, (nay here the only uiatvene^ 
Here the idea, a!) in this mystic hawUBl wrapt ;) 
These burin'd eyes, flashing to yoa to pass to fiiturc time. 
To launch and spin tfanpi^ space revolring tkieliog, fra 

to emanate. 
To you whoe'er yod are — akiok. 



A trnvder of tbooKhts and yean, of neace ant) vai, 

Of youth long spra and middle age aeclining, 

<.\i the Am volume of a tale perused and laid nray, and d 

second. 
Songs, vcniurca. cprculationa, ptesenlly to close,) 
Uncling a momcm hoe and nam, lo yw I o^iotlic tan^ 
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As on the road or at some crevice door by chance, or open*d win- 
dow, 
Pausing, inclining, baring my head, yon spedallv I greet, 
To draw and clinch your soul for once inseparably with miney 
Then travel travel on. 



VOCALISM. 



VocALiSM, measure, concentration, determination, and the divine 
power to speak words ; 

Are you fiill-lun^'d and limber-lipp'd from long trial? from vigor- 
ous practice? from physique? 

Do you move in these broad lands as broad as they? 

Come duly to the divine power to speak words? 

For only at last after many years, after chastity, friendship, procrea- 
tion, prudence, and nakedness, 

After treading sround and breasting river and lake. 

After a loosen'd throat, after absorbing eras, tempenunentiy races, 
after knowledge, freedom, crimes. 

After complete faith, after clarifyings, elevations, and removing 
obstructions, 

After these and more, it is just possible there comes to a man, a 
woman, the divine power to speak words ; 

Then toward that man or that woman swiftly hasten all — none 
refuse, all attend, 

Armies, ships, antiquities, libraries, paintings, machines, cities, 
hate, despair, amity, pain, theft, murder, aspiration, form in 
close ranks. 

They debouch as thev are wanted to march obediently through 
the mouth of that man or that woman. 



O what is it in me that makes me tremble so at voices? 

Surely whoever speaks to me in the right voice, him or her I shall 

follow. 
As the water follows the moon, silently, with fluid steps, anywhere 

around the globe. 

An waits for the right voices ; 

Where is the practis'd and perfect organ? where is the develop*d 

soul? 
For I see every word utter'd thence has deeper, sweeter, new 

sounds, impossible on less terms. 



igt 



LBAtES Of GXASi 



I fice bnioa and lips closed, lympans and temples 
Until that comes which has the quality to strike and lo 
Until that comes nhich has the quditf to bring Ibrth 
slumbering forever ready in all wotds. 



TO HIM THAT WAS CRUCTFIED. 

My spirit to yours dear brotiier, 

Do not mind because ntany sounding your name do not i 

stand you, 
I do not sound your name, but I understand you, 
1 specify you with joy <) my comrade (o salute yoo, aikd lo 

those who are with you, before and since, and tin 

coroe also. 
That wc all labor together transmitting the same charge an 

ceasion. 
We few equals indifferent of lands, indifferent of times. 
We, endoscrt of all continents, all outcs, allowers of all 
Compuoionatcrs, pcrceivxrrs, rapport of men. 
We walk silent among disputes and asscttions, but reject not 

dinwtcn nor any tbing that is asserted, 
Wc hear the bawling and din, wc arc rcach'd at by 

ouiies, recriminations on every side. 
They close peremptorily upon us to surround us, my . _ 

Yet we walk unhefd, free, the whole earth over, \oamepitg op ' 

down till we make our ineKiceabIc mark upon time and I 

diverse eras, 
IID we saturate time and eras, that the men and womeo of no 

Bgcs to come, may prove brcthnm and loven as wc an. 



YOU FELONS ON TRIAL IN COURTS. 

Vou feloTU on trial in courts. 

You convicts in prison-cells, you sentenced assaBiu cliaiB'd ad 

handcuff'd with iron. 
Who am I too that I am not on (rial or in priwn ? 
Mc ruthless and devilish as any, that my wriUs arc oat dAJn'il 

with iron, or ray ankles with iron ? 

Von prostitutes flaunting over the trottoin or obaceiw ta yoB 
Who am I that I abouk) call you inoie obaccnc than nyvclf ? 
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culpable ! I acknowledge — I expose ! 

(O admirers, praise not me — compliment not me^yoa make 
me wince, 

1 see what you do not — I know what you do not) 

Inside these breast-bones I lie smutch'd and choked, 

Beneath this face that appears so impassive hell's tides contintiaUy 

run, 
Lusts and wickedness are acceptable to me, 
I walk with delinquents with passionate love, 
I feel I am of them — I belong to those convicts and prostitutes 

myself. 
And henceforth I will not deny them — for how can I deny myself ? 



LAWS FOR CREATIONS. 

Laws for creations^ 

For strong artists and leaders, for fresh broods of teachers and 

perfect literats for America, 
For noble savans and coming musicians. 

AH must have reference to the ensemble of the world, and the 

compact truth of the world. 
There shall be no subject too pronounced — aU works shall illus- 

tzate the divine law of indirections. 

What do you suppose creation is? 

What do you suppose will satisfy the soul, except to walk free and 

own no superior? 
What do you suppose I would intimate to you in a hundred ways, 

but that man or woman is as good as God ? 
And that there is no God any more divine than Yourself ? 
And that that is what the oldest and newest myths finally mean? 
And that you or any one must approach creations through such 

laws? 



TO A COMMON PROSTITUTE. 

Be composed — be at ease with me — I am Walt Whitman, liberal 

and lusty as Nature, 
Not till the sun excludes you do I exclude you. 
Not till the waters refuse to glisten for you and the leaves to rustle 

for you, do my words refuse to glisten and rustle for you. 



My girl I appoint with you an nppointinenl, anit 1 chaij^e jon l! 

you make preparation to be worthy to meet roe. 
And I charge you that you be patient and perfect till I cocne. 

im then I aalute you-with a signiiicaRt look thai yoa do oM 



I WAS LOOKING A LONG WHILE. 

I WAS looking a long while for Intentions, 

For a clew to the history of the past for myielf, and tot ihc 

chants — and now 1 Live found it. 
It is not in those paged tables in the libraries, (them 1 ndd 

accept nor reject,) 
It is no more in the legends than in all else. 
It ii in the present — it is this earth to-day. 
It is in Democracy — (Ihc purport and aim of all the pm,) 
It is the Ufe of one man or one wouian to-day — tltc avenge m 

of to-day. 
It b in languages, social customs, literatures, arts. 
It is in die broad show of artificial things, shiiu, raachtfwif, pa 

tics, creeds, modem improvements, and the interchnfc 

nations, 
AQ far the modem — all for the average man of to-daj. 



THOUGHT. 

Or |>eitotii arrived at high poutions, c e rem oni es, weahh, • 

ships, arid the like ; 
(To me all that those pcreons hare arrived at liiilca awnjr i 

them, except as it results to their bodies antf 
So that often U me Ihcy appear gaunt and naked, 
And often to me each one mocks the others, and mocja li 

herself. 
And of each one the core of life, narody happineM, ia foil of ll 

rotten cicremcni of maggoti. 
And often to me those men andwomen paat mtwittingtjr ibe t 

rcalitiet of Ufe, and go toward ithie teolitics. 
And often to me they are aUve after what cuMotn has wmd ti 

bat nothing more, 
And often to mr ther an sad, hasty, nnwakcd i 

ing the dusk.) 
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MIRACLES. 

Why, who makes much of a miracle ? 

As to me I know of nothing else but miracles, 

Whether I walk the streets of Manhattan, 

Or dart my sight over the roofs of houses toward the sky. 

Or wade with naked feet along the beach just in the edge of the 

water, 
Or stand under trees in the woods, 
Or talk by day with any one I love, or sleep in the bed at night 

with any one I love, 
Or sit at table at dinner with the rest. 
Or look at strangers opposite me riding in the car, 
Or watch honey-bees busy around the hive of a summer forenoon. 
Or animals feeding in the fields, 
Or birds, or the wonderfulness of insects in the air. 
Or the wonderfulness of the sundown, or of stars shining so quiet 

and bright. 
Or the exquisite delicate thin curve of the new moon in spring ; 
These with the rest, one and all, are to me miracles, 
The whole referring, yet each distinct and in its place. 

To me every hour of the light and dark is a miracle. 

Every cubic inch of space is a miracle, 

Every square yard of the surface of the earth is spread with the 

same, 
Every foot of the interior swarms with the same. 

To me the sea is a continual miracle. 

The fishes that swim — the rocks — the motion of the waves — 

the ships with men in them, 
What stranger miracles are there? 



SPARKLES FROM THE WHEEL. 

Where the city's ceaseless crowd moves on the livelong day. 
Withdrawn I join a group of children watching, I pause aside with 
them. 

By the curb toward the edge of the flagging, 
A knife-grinder works at his wheel sharpening a great knife. 
Bending over he carefully holds it to the stone, by foot and knee, 
\^th measured tread he turns rapidly, as he presses with lig^t but 
firm hand; 
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I'orth issue ihcn in copioua golden jeti, 
Sparkka &om the wheel. 

The scene and all its belongings, how ihcy sciie and aficct ii 
The sad sharp-chinn'd old man with worn clothes and 

shouMcr-band of leather, 
Hyself effusing and fluid, a phantom curiously flouiag, acn 

absorb 'd and arrested. 
The group, (an unminded jxjint set in a vast surraandioig,) 
The attentive, quiet children, the loud, proud, rajdn bale of tl 

streets, 
The low hoarse purr of the whirling stone, the ligbl-pres'd b 
Diffusing, dropping, side wa>-s- darting, in tiny sbowm of gol^ 
Sparkles from the wheel. 

TO A PUPIL. 

Is reform needed ? is it through you ? 
The greater the reform needed, the gmter the Pcnooai^Ff j 
need to accomplish it. 

You 1 do you not sec how it would serve to have cyo, I 

complexion, clean and sweet? 
Do you not see how it would serve to have such a body a: 

that when you enter the crowd an aOnotphcrc of « 

and command enters with you, and every ooc b i 

with your Personality? 

O the magnet I the flesh over and mxi I 

Go, dear tricnd, if need be give up oil ebe, and c 

to inure yourself to pluck, reality, ielf-C<te«ni, d 

clevatcdness, 
Rest not till you rivet and publish yourtclf of your own f 



UNFOLDED OUT OF THE FOLDS. 

Unfolded out of the folds of the woman man coiaes t 

and is always to come unfolded, 
UDlblded only out of the superbcsi woman of dM earth is lo c 

the tuporbest man of the canb. 
Unfolded out of the fiieadlie« woman is to come the f 

man, 
Unfolded uolv out of the pcrfed body of a wonut 

fonn'a of perfect body, 
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Unfolded only out of the inimitable poems of woman can come 

the poems of man, (only thence have my poems come ;) 
Unfolded out of the strong and arrogant woman I love, cnly 

thence can appear the strong and arrogant man I love, 
Unfolded by brawny embraces from the well-muscled woman I 

love, only thence come the brawny embraces of the man, 
Unfolded out of the folds of the woman's brain come aU the folds 

of the man's l»rain, duly obedient, 
Unfolded out of the justice of the woman all justice is unfolded. 
Unfolded out of the sympathy of the woman is all svmpathy ; 
A man b a great thing upon the earth and througn eternity, but 

every jot of the greatness of man is unfolded out of 

woman; 
First the man is shaped in the woman, he can then be shaped in 

himself. 

WHAT AM I AFTER ALL. 

What am I after all but a child, pleas'd with the sound of my own 

name? repeating it over and over; 
I stand i^>art to hear — it never tires me. 

To you your name also ; 

Did )rou think there was nothing but two or three pfonunciations 
in the sound of your name? 



KOSMOS. 

Who includes diversity and is Nature, 

Who is the amplitude of the earth, and the coarseness and sex- 
uality of the earth, and the great charity of the earth, and 
the equilibrium also, 

Who has not look'd forth from the windows the eyes for nothing, 
or whose brain held audience with messengers for nothing, 

Who contains believers and disbelievers, who is the most majestic 
lover. 

Who holds duly his or her triune proportion of realism, spiritualism, 
and of the »rthetic or intellectual, 

Who having consider'd the body finds aU its organs and parts 
good. 

Who, out of the theory of the earth and of his or her body under- 
stands by subde analogies all other theories, 

The theory of a city, a poem, and of the large politics of these 
States; 
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Who believes not only in our globe with its tun and tnooo, bat i 

other globes with their suns and moons, 
Who, consmicting the house of liimMlf or bcnelC not fa a d 

but for all time, sees races, ens, dates, gata 
The past, the future, dwelling there. Like space, i 

fjetlicr. 



OTHERS MAY PRAISE WHAT THEY UKE. 

Omras may praise what they like ; 

But I, from the banks of the running Misaouri, prusc 

art or aught else. 
Till it has well inhalctl the atmosphere of this river, 

western prairie-scent. 
And exudes it all again. 



WHO LEARNS MY LESSON COMPLKTEIJ 

Who learns my lesson complete? 

Boss, journeyman, apprentice, churchman and atheist, 

Itie smpid and the wise thinker, parents and ot^ring, n 

clerk, porter and customer. 
Editor, author, artist, and schoolboy — draw toA aoA cat 
It is no lesson — it lets down the bars lo a gooa Icaott, 
And that lo another, and every one to another stilL 

The great laws take anil effitse without aiKument. 

I am of the same style, for I am their friend, 

I love them cintU and ituits, I do not halt and make 

I lie abstracted and hear beautiful tales of things and ibe r 

of things. 
They arc so beautiful 1 nudge myself (o listen. 

I cannot say to any penon what I hear — I caaaat say 
— it Is very wonderfiiL 

tt b DO small nutter, this round and delickras ^obe 

euctly in its orbit far ever and ever, wiifaont usie Jok 

nntratn of a single second, 
1 do not think it was made in six days, nor in ten 

nor ten biUiona of years, 
Not plann'd and built one thing after aootbcr aa an 

l^ans and builds a bouse. 
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I do not think seventy yean is the time of a man or woman, 
Nor that seventy millions of yean is the time of a man or woman, 
Nor that yean will ever stop the existence of me, or any one else. 

Is it wonderful that I should be immortal? as every one is im- 
mortal; 

I know it is wonderful, but my eyesight is equally wonderful, and 
how I was conceived in my mother's womb is equally 
wonderful, 

And i>ass'd from a babe in the creeping trance of a couple of 
summen and winten to articulate and walk — all this is 
equally wonderful. 

And that my soul embraces you this hour, and we affect each 
other without ever seeing each other, and never perhaps to 
see each other, is every bit as wonderfiiL 

And that I can think such thoughts as these is just as wonderful. 
And that I can remind you, and you think them and know them 
to be true, is just as wonderful. 

And that the moon spins round the earth and on with the earth, is 

equaDy wonderful, 
And that they balance themselves with the sun and stan is equally 

wonderfuL 

TESTS. 

All submit to them where they sit, inner, secure, unapproachable 

to analysis in the soul. 
Not traditions, not the outer authorities are the Judges, 
They are the judges of outer authorities and of all traditions. 
They corroborate as they go only whate^-er corroborates them- 
selves, and touches themselves ; 
For an that, they have it forever in themselves to corroborate far 
and near without one exception. 



THE TORCH. 

On my Northwest coast in the midst of the night a fishermen's 

group stands watching. 
Out on the lake that expands before them, othen are iqiraring 

salmon, 
The canoe, a dim shadowy thing, moves acroa the black water. 
Bearing a torch ablaze at the prow. 
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O STAR OF FRANCE. 

ii70-7I. 

O STAR of France, 

The brightness of thy hope and strength and fasae, 
IJke some proud ship that led the fleet so bng, 
Ilcscems to-day a wreck dnven by the gtde, a mastlev 1 
And 'inid its teeming madden'd holf-dromi'd crowds. 
Nor helm nor helmsman. 

Dim smitten star, 

Orb not of France alone, pale symbol of my ntU, ib d 

hopes, 
The struggle and the daring, rage divine for bbcrty. 
Of aspirations toward the iax ideal, enthusiast's dreuna ofH 

hood, " 

Of tenror to the tyrant and the priesL 

Star crucified — by traitor; sold. 

Star panting o'er a land of death, heroic land, 

Strange, passionate, mocking, frivolous land. 

Miserable ! yet for thy errors, >-anit)e«, «ins, I wiH not dow t 

thee, 
Thy unexampled woes and pangs have quelt'd them aD, 
And left thee sacred. 

In that amid thy many faults thon ever aimedst highly. 

Id that thou wouldsi not really kU thyself howcvrt graat the pvia^l 

In thai thou surely wakcdsl weeping frofo thy dnigg'd sleen, 

In that alone among thy si^tera thou, giantess, didsl rend IBC a 

that bhamcd thee. 
In thai thou couldst not, wouldsi not, wear the osuil dwtn^ 
This cross, thy hvid (ace, thy juerccd haDds and feet, 
'llie spear ihriut in thy side. 

O (tar 1 O ship of France, beat back and bafied loi^ 1 
Bear up O smitten orb ! O ship continue on I 

Sure as the ship of all, the Eaith itMli; 
ftoduct o^ deathly fin and turbulent dtaos, 
Fonh from ita ^>asms of Any and ila poisons, 
iKuing at last in perfect power and beauty, 
Onwan) beneath the sun liDlkiwiDg its cotnse, 
So thee O ship of France I 
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Finish'd the days, the clouds dispel'd* 

The travail o'er, the long-sousht extrication, 

When lo ! reborn, high o'er tne European worid, 

(In gladness answering thence, as (ace afar to &ce, reflectiQg oon 

Columbia,) 
Again thy star O France, (air lustrous star, 
In heavenly peace, clearer, more bright than ever. 
Shall beam immortaL 



THE OX-TAMER. 

In a far-away northern county in the placid pastoral region, 
lives my farmer friend, the theme of my recitative, a fiunous 

tamer of oxen, 
There they bring him the three-year-olds and the four-3rear-olds to 

break them, 
He will take the wildest steer in the worid and Iveak him and 

tame him, 
He will go fearless without any whip where the young buDock 

chafes up and down the yard. 
The bullock's head tosses restless high in the air with raging eyes, 
Yet see you ! how soon his rage subsides — how soon this tamer 

tames him ; 
See you ! on the (arms hereabout a hundred oxen young and oki, 

and he is the man who has tamed them, 
They all know him, all are affectionate to him ; 
See you ! some are such beautiful animals, so lofty looking ; 
Some are buff-color'd, some mottled, one has a white line running 

along his back, some are brindled. 
Some have wide flaring horns (a good sign) — see yoal the 

bright hides. 
See, the two with stars on their foreheads — see, the round bodies 

and broad backs, 
How straight and square they stand on their legs — what fine 

sagacious eyes ! 
How they watch their tamer — they wish him near them — how 

they turn to look after him ! 
What yearning expression ! how uneasy they are iHien he moves 

away from them ; 
Now I marvel what it can be he appears to them, (books, pditks, 

poems, depart — all else departs,) 
I confess I envy only his fascination — my silent, illiterate 
Whom a hundred oxen love there in his life on fignns. 
In the northern county far, in the placid pastoral regioD. 



3o8 

AN OLD MAN'S THOUGHT OF SCHOOt. 

Ffr du iHaufuraHtn */ a PaMe Sciml. Camdta, Nfm Jtrttj, MN 

Aw oW man's thought of school. 




Now onlj- do I know you, 

£air auroral skies — O morning dew upon the 

And these 1 see, these sparkling cve«. 

These stores of mystic meaning, these yoong lives. 

Building, ci|uipping like a Iktrt of shi[is, imntofta] ihips. 

Soon to sail out over the nteosurcless seas, 

On the soul's voyage. 

Only a lot of boys and girls 7 

Only the tiresome spelling, writing, ciphering clasacs? 

Only a public school? 

Ah more, infinitely man ; 

(As George Fox rais'd his warning cry, " ts it titis pile of b 

and mortar, ilicsc dead floors, windows, raib, yua al 

church ? 
Why this is not the church at all — the dnnch i> living, ever fi 

souls.") 

And you America, 

Cast you the real reckoning ftw your present? 

The lights and shadows of your futuie, good at evil? 

To girlhood, boyhood look, titc teacher and tbc 



WANDKRINC. AT MORN. 

Wandwiing at mom, 

Emerging from the night &om gloomy thoughts, thee in wf 

thoughts, 
Veaming Ibr thee harmonious Union ' ihee, singing binl 
Thee coil'd in evil times my coimtr^-, whh crsft and lilack dlHiq^ 

with every meanness, treason thrust upon thee, 
Tfak common marvel I behekl — the parent thrush I 

iBg ita young, 
The tinging thrush whose tones of joy and Guih 
Fail not to ccrtily and dieer my soul. 



Autumn RtvuLETS, 309 



There pondcr'd, felt I, 

If worms, snakes, loathsome grubs, may to sweet spiritual songs 

be tum'd, 
If vermin so transposed, so used and Uess'd may be. 
Then may I trust in you, your fortunes, days, my country ; 
>Vho knows but these may be the lessons fit for you ? 
From these your future song may rise with joyous triUs, 
Destin'd to fill the worid 



ITALIAN MUSIC IN DAKOTA. 

Through the soft evening air enwinding all. 

Rocks, woods, fort, cannon, pacmg sentries, endless wilds. 

In dulcet streams, in fiutes* and comets' notes. 

Electric, pensive, turbulent, artificial, 

(Yet strangely fitting even here, meanings unknown before, 

Subder than ever, more harmony, as if bom here, related here, 

Not to the city's fresco'd rooms, not to the audience of the opera 

house. 
Sounds, echoes, wandering strains, as reaUy here at home, 
Sannamhmia^s innocent love, trios with Normals anguish, 
And thv ecstatic choms PoUuto ;) 
Ray'd m the limpid yellow slanting sundown. 
Music, Italian music in Dakota. 

While Nature, sovereign of this gnari'd realm, 

]4irking in hidden barbaric grim recesses. 

Acknowledging rapport however far remov'd, 

( As some old root or soil of earth its last-bom flower or fruit,) 

Listens well pleas'd. 



WITH ALL THY GIFTS. 

Wrra an thy gifb America, 

Standing secure, rapidly tending, overlooking the worid. 

Power, wealth, extent, vouchsafed to thee — with these and like 

of these vouchsafed to thee, 
What if one gift thou lackest? (the ultimate human problem never 

solving,) 
The gift of perfect women fit for thee — what if that gift of gifls 

thou lackest ? 
The towering feminine of thee? the beauty, health, completioii, 

fit for thee? 
The mothen fit for thee? 



Leaves of Grass, 



MY PICTURE-GALLERY. 



Ik a little house k?q> I pictures suspcndtrd, it is not a fix'd \ 
It is round, it is only a Tew inches from one side to the oAci 
Yet behold, it has room for all the shows of the woiid, all B 

rics ! 
Here the lablcaus of life, and here the groupings of des 
Here, do you know this? this is cicerone hitu^f. 
With finger rais'd he points to the prodigal picture*. 



THE PRAIRIE STATES. 



A KZWEK garden of creation, no prima! solitude, 

Dense, joyous, modern, populous mttlions, cities aad &fiBS, 

With iron interlaced, composite, tied, many in ooc. 

By all the world conlhbutcd — freedom's and law's and d 

society. 
The crown and teeming paiadiae, so fiv, of time'i ■iiiiiwJrt 
To jusdjy the past. 



PROUD MUSIC OF THE STORM: 



PKOUI) music of the storm. 
Blast that careers so free, whistling aotMS the (iniilii. 
SlTDDg hum of forest tree-tops — wind of the taoanaim. 
Personified dim shapes — you hidden orcheatm, 
Vou serenades of phantoms with insmunents aloi. 
Blending with Nature's riiythmus all the tongues of tnttiaaK; 
Vou cht^d* left OS by vast composers — you chorases. 
You foimlets, bee, reUgious dances — you (nun the Otienl, 
You undertone of riven, roar of pouring cataracts, 
Yoa •ooodt from distaat gam with gaUojuog cavalry, 
Ecboei of camp! with all the different bugle'calls. 
lYooiung tumultuous, filling the midnight late, bending ne fow 

leas, 
En^^ng ny loncsoine slumber-chamber, why hare yoa ida^ fl 



Come farw ar d O my aoul, ami let the rest retire, 
lirten. lose not, it n toward thee they tend, 
Iteting the midnight, entering ray tlumber-^Mnbcr, 
Foe thee they ting and daocc O souL 
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A festival song, 

The duet of the bridegroom and the Mde, a marria^-march, 
Widi lips of love, and hearts of lovers fill'd to the Imm with love, 
The red-flush'd cheeks and perfumes, the cortege swarming full of 

friendly faces young and old. 
To flutes' clear notes and sounding harps' cantabDe. 

Now loud approaching drums, 

Victoria 1 see'st thou in powder-smoke the banners torn but flying? 

the rout of the baffled ? 
Hearest those shouts of a conquering army? 

(Ah soul, the sobs of women, the wounded groaning in agony, 
The hiss and crackle of flames, the Uacken'd ruins, the embers 

of cities, 
The dirge and desolation of mankind.) 

Now airs antique and mediaeval fill me, 

I see and hear old harpers with their harps at Welsh festivals^ 

I hear the minnesingers singing their lays of love, 

I hear the minstreb, gleemen, troubadours, of the middle ages. 

Now the great organ sounds, 

Tremulous, while underneath, (as the hid footholds of the earth. 

On which arising rest, and leaping forth depend. 

All sluq)es of b«iuty, grace and strength, all hues we know. 

Green blades of grass and warbling birds, children that gambol 

and play, the clouds of heaven above,) 
The strong base stands, and its pulsations intermits not, 
Bathing, supporting, merging all the rest, maternity of all the 

rest. 
And with it every instrument in multitudes. 
The plajrers playing, all the world's musicians. 
The solemn hymns and masses rousing adoration. 
All passionate heart-chants, sorrowful appeals. 
The measureless sweet vocalists of ages. 
And for their solvent setting earth's own diapason. 
Of winds and woods and mighty ocean waves, 
A new composite orchestra, binder of years and climes, ten-fokl 

renewer. 
As of the far-back days the poets tell, the Pkradiso, 
The straying thence, the separation k>ng, but now the wandering 

done. 
The journey done, the journeyman come home, 
And man and art with Nature fused again. 
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Tutti ! for earth and hc&vco ; 

(The Almighty leader now for onoe tui lignaTd irith his «*ad.) 

The mAnly strophe of the husbands of the world. 
And all the wives tespoading. 

I The tongues of violins, 

A (I think O tongues ye tell this heirt, that cannot teD ItadC 

I This brooding yearning heart, that cannot tell itself.) 



Ah Irom a little child, 

Thou knoweat soul how to toe all sounds became ratnic, 

My mother's voice in lullaby or hymn, 

(The voice, O tender voices, roemocy's loving voices, 

Last miracle of all, O dearest roodier^ sister% voices ;) 

The rain, the growing com, the tveecc arooog the long-lear^ ca 

The measur'd sea-surf beating on the sand. 

The twittering bird, the hawk's sharp scream, 

'IV wild-fowl's notes at night as flying low mtgcuiBg doA 

south, 
The psalm in the country- church or mid the clustering tn^ I 

open air camp-mccling. 
The fiddler in the tavern, the glee, the long-strung saflor-aoo^ 
The lowing cattle, bleating &heep, the crowing cock at daaiL 

All songs of current lands come soundiiw round me. 
'ITic German aim of friendship, wine and love, 
Irish ballads, merry jigs and uances, Knglish warble^ 
Chansons of France, Scotch tunes, and o'er the lot, 
Italia's peerless compositions. 

Across the stage with palbr on her tux, yet h 
Stalks Norma brandishing the dagger in her h 

I see poor cnued Locia's eyes* unnatural gtcam. 
Her hair down her back lalls loose and disbcvcl'd. 

I nee where Emani walking the bridal garden. 

Amid the scent of night-roses, radiant, holding his faridi hf t 

hand, 
Hean the tnienul call, the deuh-ptedge of the baa. 

To cTOWDg fwords and gray hain bored to bea*«a. 
The dear elcctnc base and barilooc of the worid. 
The trotnboM duo, Llbenad favever I 
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From ^[Mmish chestnut trees' dense shade. 

By dkl and heavy convent walls a wailing song. 

Song of lost love, the torch of youth and life quench'd in despair, 

Song of the dying swan, Femando's heart is breaking. 

Awaking fix)m her woes at last retriev'd Amina sings, 

Copious as stars and glad as morning light the torrents of her joy. 

(The teeming lady comes, 

'llie lustrious orb, Venus contralto, the blooming mother, 

Sister of loftiest gods, Alboni's self I hear.) 



I hear those odes, symphonies, operas, 

I hear in the WliUam Tell the music of an arous'd and ai^giry 

people, 
I hear Meyerbeer's Huguenots, the Prophti, or Robert, 
Gounod's Faust, or Mozart's Don yuan. 

I hear the dance-music of all nations, 

The waltz, some delicious measure, lapsing, bathing me in bUss, 

The bolero to tinkling guitars and clattering castanets. 

I see religious dances old and new, 

I hear the sound of the Hebrew lyre, 

I see the crusaders marching bearing the cross on high, to the 

martial clang of cymbals, 
I hear dervishes monotonously chanting, interspers'd with frantic 

shouts, as they spin around turning always towards Mecca, 
I see the rapt religious dances of the Persians and the Arabs, 
Again, at Eleusb, home of Ceres, I see the modem Greeks dancing, 
I hear them clapping their hands as they bend their bodies, 
I hear the metrical Muffling of their feet. 

I see again the wild old Corybantian dance, the performers 

wounding each other, 
I see the Roman youth to the shrill sound of flageolets throwing 

and catching their weapons. 
As they fall on their knees ana rise again. 

I hear frtnn the Mussulman mosque the muezzin calling, 

I see the worshippers within, nor form nor sermon, argument nor 

word. 
But silent, strange, devout, rais'd, glowing heads, ecstatic 
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I hear the Egyptian harp of many siringB, 

The primitive chants of the Nile boalmcQ, 

tbx sacred imperial hymns of China, 

To the delicate sounds of the lung, (the stricken wood and M 

Or to Hindu (lutes and the fretting twang of the vtn&, 

A band of bayaderes. 



Now Asia, Africa leave mc, Eutopc seizing inSites 
To organs huge and bands I hear as from vast 

[ Luther's strong hymn Eintjcstc Burg in uitstr GvU, 

Rossini's Sla^at Matrr dohrota, 
I Or floating in some high cathedral dim with 
I windows, 

\ "nte passionate Agnus Dei or Gi^ria in Eseeiat. 

Composera ! mighty maestros 1 

And you, sweet singers uf old lands, soprani, Icnori, ba 

To you a new bard caroling in the Wen, 

Obebant sends his love. 

(Such ted to thee O soni, 

AD lensea, shows and objects, lead lo thee, 

Bat now it seems to me sound leads o'er all the rot.) 

I hew the tnnual singing of the children in St. Paul's 
Or, under the high roof of some ctriossal hoU, the 

oratorios of Beethoven, Handel, or Haydn, 
The Crtation in billows of godhood laves me. 

Give me to hold all tounds, (I madly struggling ciy,> 

FUI me with all the voices of the universe. 

Endow me with ihcirthrobbingt, Nalure's aho. 

The tempests, watcn, winds, opcraa and chants, a 

dances. 
Utter, pour in, for 1 would take ibeni all I 



n I woke softly. 



D 1 woke softly, I 

pntiog, questioning aviulc the music of my tbcaiB, I 

maestioning all those rcminiKenres, the tcrapest in ta Iqi I 
ul the songs of sopcanos and tenors, I 

tboM opt oriental dances of rebgiou* ferror, I 
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And the sweet varied instruments, and the diapason of orgus. 
And aU the artless plaints of love and grief and death, 
I said to my silent curious soul out of the bed of the dumber- 
chamber, 
Come, for I have found the clew I sought so long, 
\jex us go forth refresh'd amid the day. 
Cheerfully tallying life, walking the worid, the real, 
Nourish'd henceforth by our celestial dream. 

And I said, moreover, 

Haply what thou hast heard O soul was not the sound of winds, 

Nor dream of raging storm, nor sea-hawk's flapping wings nor 

harsh scream. 
Nor vocalism of sun-bright Italy, 
Nor German organ majestic, nor vast concourse of voices, nor 

layers of harmonies, 
Nor strophes of husbands and wives, nor sound of marrhing 

soldiers. 
Nor flutes, nor harps, nor the bugle-caDs of camps. 
But to a new rhythmua fitted for thee. 
Poems bridging the wav from Life to Death, vaguely wafted in 

night air, uncaught, unwritten, 
Which let us go forth in the bold day and write. 



PASSAGE TO INDIA. 



SINGING my days. 
Singing the great achievements of the present. 
Singing the strong light works of engineers. 
Our modem wonders, (the antique ponderous Seven outvied,) 
In the Old World the cast the Suex canal. 
The New by its mighty raihoad spann'd, 
The seas inlaid with eloquent gentle wires ; 
Yet first to sound, and ever sound, the cry with thee O tool, 
The PM 1 the Past I the PM ! 

The Put — the dark unHsithom'd retrospect ! 

The teeming gulf — the sleepers and the shadows I 

The past — the infinite greatness of the past I 

For what is the present after all but a growth out of the ptit^ 



3i6 Leaves of Crass. 

(As a projectile fomi'd, impeU'd, paanng a certain Uite, * 
So the piescnt, utterly fonn'tl, impelt'd t>>* the pau.) 



PUbb^ O soul to India I 

Eclaircisc the myths Asatic. tlic pnroitivc Eablo. 

Not you alone proud IniUu of the worid, 

Nor you alone ye facts of modem science, 

I)ut myths and Miles of eld, Asia's, Africa's &bkit 

'Ytxii far-darting beams of the s|>irit, the unloos'd drcuns, 

'Wk deep diving bibles and legend*, 

ITic daring plots of tlie poets, the elder religions ; 

O you temples fairer than lilies pour'd over by the rinil| 

O you fables spuming ihc known, eluding the hold of ti 

mourning to heaven ! 
You lofty and dazzling lowers, pinnacled, red as roact 

with gold ! 
Towera of fables immortal fashion'd from mortal dreaiM I 
You too I welcome and fully the itamc as the rest I 
Vou too with joy I sing. 

Passage to India I 

Lo, soul, seest thou not Uod's purpoee &om the fim? 
The earth to be spann'd, connect^ by network. 
The races, neighbors, to marry and be given in ma: 
The oceans to Ije cross'd. the distant brought near. 
The Lands to be welded together. 

A worship Dew I sing, 

You capbuns, voyagers, explorers, yours. 

You engineers, you architccu, machtrusts, youn, 

You, (kk for trade or transpcmabon only. 

But in God's name, and for thy aake O soul. 



e to Iitdia ! 
Lo kmI for thee of tableau* twain. 
I see in one the 9aex canal inktated. open'd. 
I see the pcoceaeion of stcaiuhipa, ibe Empnn \ 

the van, 
I mnb from on deck the strange landscape, the pure ikf, I 

levd sand in tike distance. 
In« twiftly the picturcs(]ue group*, tbc woria&ei) gailM**d, 
The ^gantic dredging machiDca. 
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n one again, difTerent, (yet thine, all thine, O soul, the same,) 

see over my own continent the Pacific railroad surmounting 
every barrier, 

see continual trains of cars winding along the Platte carrying 
freight and passengers, 

hear the locomotives ruSiing and roaring, and the shrill steam- 
whistle, 

hear the echoes reverberate through the grandest scenery in the 
world, 

cross the Laramie plains, I note the rocks in grotesque shapes, 
the buttes, 

see the plentiful larkspur and wild onions, the barren, colorless, 
sage-deserts, 

see in glimpses afar or towering immediately above me the 
great mountains, I see the Wind river and the Wahsatch 
mountains, 

see the Monument mountain and the Eagle's Nest, I pass the 
Promontory, I ascend the Nevadas, 

scan the noble Elk mountain and wind around its base, 

see the Humboldt range, I thread the valley and cross the river, 

see the clear waters of lake Tahoe, I see forests of majestk 
pines, 
>r crossing the great desert, the alkaline plains, I behold enchant- 
ing mirages of waters and meadows. 
Marking through these and after all, in duplicate slender lines, 
bridging the three or four thousand miles of land travel, 

ying the Eastern to the Western sea, 
The road between Europe and Asia. 

(Ah Genoese thy dream ! thy dream ! 
Centimes after thou art laid in thy grave, 
The shore thou foundest verifies diy dream.) 

4 
Passage to India t 

Scrug^es of many a captain, tales of many a saik>r dead. 

Over my mood stealing and spreading they come. 

Like doods and cloudlets in the unreach'd sky. 

Along an history, down the slopes. 

As a rivulet running, sinking now, and now again to the 8iirfiu:e 

rising, 
A ceaseless thought, a varied train — lo, soul, to thee, thy sight, 

they rise. 
The plans, the voyages again, the expeditions ; 



3lS LsAfSS or Gkass. 

Again Vasco de Gama sails forth. 
Again the knowledge gaJn'd, the mariner's a 
iXids found and nations bom. thou bom Ameiiai, 
For puqjose vast, man's long probation fiH'd, 
Thou rondure of the world at bst accompli^'d. 



O vast Rondure, snimnung in space, 
Covcr'd all over with visible power and beanty, 
Allcmate light and day and tlac teeming spirinul d 
Unspeakable high processions of sun aiid i 

star^ above. 
Below, the manifold grass and waters, apimah, 
^V'lth inscrutable purpose, some hidden prophetic iate 
Now first it seems my thought l>egin* to span thee. 

Down from the gardens of Asia descending radi 
Adam and Eve appear, then their myriad progeny 
Wandering, yearning, curious, with restless emlorHioia, 
With questionings, baffled, formless, feverish, with 

hearts, 
With that sad incessant refrain, IVkertfart mnuHisfifd svm/f 

Whi/hrr O m^cUng lifi t 

Ah who shall soothe these feverish children ? 

Who justify these restless explorations? 

^Vho speak the secret of impassive earth? 

Who bind it to us? what b this M-paralc Natnre bo 

^Vhat u this earth lo our affections? (unloving earth, 

throb to answer ours, 
CoW earth, the place of graves.) 

Yet soul lie sure (he first intent remains, and shall be carried o 
Perhaps even now the time has arrived. 

After the seas are aU crctn'd, (as they teem abeadjr ooM'd,) 
After the great c^taiiu and engineers hare ■ ccw n p Bih'd I 

work, 
After the noble inventors, after the sdentins, the 

geologist, ethnologist. 
Finally shall cone the poet worthy thai name. 
The true ton of God inall cocne lingiiig his aoogB. 

Then not your deeds only voyvfcn, O idenilai I 
■haU be JiutiAed, 
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An these heaitB as of fretted children shall be soothed, 

All affection shall be fullv responded to, the secret shall be told. 

All these separations and gaps shall be taken up and hook'd and 

link'd together, 
The whole earth, this cold, impassive, voiceless earth, shaD be 

completely justified, 
Trinitas divine shall be gloriously accomplish*d and compacted bjr 

the true son of God, the poet, 
(He shall indeed pass the straits and conquer the mountains. 
He shall double the cape of Good Hope to some purpose,) 
Nature and Man shall be disjoin'd and diffused no more. 
The true son of God shall absolutely fuse them« 



Year at whose wide-flung door I sing ! 

Year of the purpose accomplish'd ! 

Year of the marriage of continents, climates and oceans I 

(No mere doge of Venice now wedding the Adriatic,) 

I see O year in you the vast terraqueous globe given and ghring 

all, 
Europe to Asia, Africa join'd, and they to the New World, 
The lands, geographies, dancing before you, holding a festival 

garland. 
As brides and bridegrooms hand in hand. 

Passage to India I 

Cooling airs from Caucasus far, soothing cradle of man. 

The river Euphrates flowing, the past lit up again. 

Lo soul, the retrospect brought forward. 

The old, most populous, wealthiest of earth's lands. 

The streams of the Indus and the (langes and their many aA 

fluents, 
( I my shores of America walking to-day behold, resuming all,) 
The tale of Alexander on his warlike marches suddenly dying, 
On one side China and on the other side Persia and Arabia, 
To the south the great seas and the bay of Bengal, 
The flowing literatures, tremendous epics, religions, castes, 
Old occuh Brahma interminably far back, the tender and junior 

Buddha, 
Central and southern empires and all their belongings, posseswrs, 
The wars of Tamerlane, the reign of Aurungzebe, 
llie traders, rulers, explorers, Moslems, Venetians, Byzanthun, tbe 

Arabs, Portuguese, 
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': The linl tiat-eleis lamous yet, Mjitco Polo, BatouU the Moor, 
' Doubts to be solv'd, the mAp incognita, blanks to be fitl'd. 

The fool or man unslay'd, the hands never at test. 

Thyself O soul thai will not brook a challenge. 

The medixval navigntors rise before me. 

The world of 1491, with its au-akcn'd enterprise, 

, Something swelling in humanity now like the Mp of the emi 

I spring, 

The sunset splendor of chivalry declining. 

And who art thou sad shade? 

Gigantic, visional)', thyself a visioMry, 

With majestic linil>s and pious beaming eyes, 

^reading around with every look of thine a goUea wnid, 

&ihuing it n-ith gorgeous hues. 

As the chief histrion, 

Down to the footlights walks in some great icciM, 

Dominating the re^t I xe tlie Admiral bimscl^ 

(History's tyjw of courage, action, faith,) 

Behold liim sail from Haloa leading his little fleet. 

His voyage behold, his return, his great tune, 

His tnisfbrtunes, calumniators, behold him a prisoQcr, cfaifa^ 

fiehold bis dejection, poverty, death. 

(Curious in time I stand, noting the efforts of heroes, 

Is the deferment long? bitter the slander, poveny, deaths 

Lies the seed unrvcit'd for ccatuiics in (he ground? k^ to Gl 

- due occasion, 

PtJpnsing in the night, it sprouts, Uooma, 

■And filb the eanli with use and beaaty.) 



,e indeed O soul 10 priioal thought, 
BNot tand* and sea* alone, thy own dear fr es h nes s 
rn^he young maturity of brood and Uoom, 



y drconinarigation of the world begin, 
e of his mind's return, 



m't btatb, to imoGcnt iiiflt fa»% 
n with nir crgatiojL 
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O we can wait no longer, 

We too take ship O soul. 

Joyous we too launch out on trackless seas, 

Fearless for unknown shores on waves of ecstasy to sail, 

Amid the wafting winds, (thou pressing me to &ee, I thee to roe, 

O soul,) 
Caroling free, singing our song of God, 
Chanting our chant of pleasant exploration. 

With laugh and numy a kiss, 

(Let others deprecate, let others weep for sin, remorse, humilia- 
tion,) 
O soul thou pleasest me, I thee. 

I Ah more than any priest O soul we too believe in God, 
t But with the mystery of God we dare not dally. 

soul thou pleasest me, I thee, 

Sailing these seas or on the hills, or waking in the night, 
Thoughts, silent thoughts, of Time and Space and Death, like 

waters flowing. 
Bear me indeed as through the regions infinite. 
Whose air I breathe, whose ripples hear, lave me all over. 
Bathe me O God in thee, mounting to thee, 

1 and my soul to range in range of thee. 

Thou transcendent. 
Nameless, the fibre and the breath. 

Light of the light, shedding forth universes, thou centre of them, 

'II10U mightier centre of the true, the good, the loving. 

Thou moral, spiritual fountain — affection's source — thou reser* 

voir, 
(O pensive soul of me — O thirst unsatisfied — waitest not there ? 
Waitest not haply for us somewhere there the Comrade perfect?) 
Thou pulse — thou motive of the stars, suns, systems. 
That, circling, move in order, safe, harmonious. 
Athwart the shapeless vastnesses of space. 
How should I think, how breathe a single breath, how q>eak, if| 

out of myself, 

1 could not launch, to those, superior universes? 

Swiftly I shrivel at the thought of God, 

At Nature and its wonders. Time and Space and Death, 

But that I, turning, call to thee O soul, thou actual Me, 
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11 And lo. thou gently mastcrest the orbs, 
"Thou matest Time, smilcst content at Death, 
And fiUcsl, swcUest full the vastncsscs of ^lace. 

Gteater thoii stars or suns, 

Bounding O »oul thou joumeyest furth ; 

What love than thine and ohk could wider amplifjr? 

What aspirations, wishes, outvie thine and OMn O Kml^ 

What dreams of the ideal? what plans uf purity, i 

strength? 
What cheerful willingness for others' sake to give np oU? 
For otliers* sake to suffer all? 

Reckoning ahead O soul, when lliou, the time achiev'd, 
Tlie seas ftU cross'd, wealher'd the cAp«, the voyag« door. 
Surrounded, coiKst, fronlest Ood, yiclddt, l1>e atm attain'd. 
Aa fiU'd with (rirndship, love complete, the Elder Brother fboal \ 

iThe Younger melts in fondncKs in his arm*. 



„e to more than India I 
Ale thy wings plumed indeed for such far DighU? 
O soul, voyagest thou indeed on voyages like those? 
Disportest thou on waleni such as those? 
Soundest below tlie Sanscrit and the Vcdas? 
Then have thy bent unlcash'd. 

Paasagc to yon, ytmr shores, yc aged fierce enlgnuu I _^^ 

hnage to you, to nuuienhip of you, ye strangling protile^T 
Von, strew'd with the wrecks of skeletons, thai, Hvit^ ■ 
reach'd you. 

I*xssagc to more than India I 

O secret of tlic carlh and sky \ 

Of you U waters of the sea ! O winding credcs and rrvcn I 

Of you O woods and fields 1 of you stnH^{ tnounuina of nqr k 

(V you O pnuries I of you gray rudu ! 

O roomiag ted 1 O clouds I O rain and toon I 

O day and nif^t, passage to you I 

O wn and moon and all jmi Man t Strius and Juphcr t 
nonge toyoul 

PlMigc. bnmcdiaie paiuge I the Uood bonta Id najr v 
Amy O kmI I bcrfa Waatly the aodwrl 
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Cut the hawsers — haul out — shake out every sail! 

Have we not stood here like trees in the ground kmg enoogji? 

Have we not grovel'd here long enough, eating and drinking like 

mere brutes? 
Have we not darken'd and dazed ourselves with books kmg enough? 

Sail forth — steer for the deep waters only, 
Reckless O soul, exploring, I with thee, and thou with me. 
For we are bound where mariner has not yet dared to go, 
Aixl we will risk the ship, ourselves and alL 

O my brave soul ! 

O £mher farther sail 1 

O daring joy, but safe 1 are they not all the seas of God? 

O £uther, fiuther, farther sail 1 



' PRAYER OF COLUMBUS. 

A BATTER'D, wreck'd old man, 
^ A. Thrown on this savage shore, far, far from home^ 
Pent by the sea and dark rebellious brows, twelve dreary monthly 
Sore, stiff with many toils, sicken'd and nigh to death, 
I take my way along the island's edge. 
Venting a heavy heart 

I am too full of woe ! 

Haply I may not live another day ; 

I cannot rest O God, I caimot eat or drink or sleep. 

Till I put forth myself, my prayer, once more to Thee, 

Breathe, bathe myself once more in Thee, commune with Thee, 

Report myself once more to Thee. 

Thou kixnrest my years entire, my life. 

My long and crowded life of active work, not adoration merely ; 

Thou knowest the prayers and vigils of my youth. 

Thou knowest my manhood's solemn and visionary meditations. 

Thou knowest how before I commenced I devoted all to come to 

Thee, 
Thou knowest I have in age ratified all those vows and strictly 

kept them, 
Thou knowest I have not once lost nor fiuth nor ecstasy in Thec^ 
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[n shackles, nriwn'd, in disgmcc, repining not, 
Acccptmg all from "Hiee, as duly conic from Tinee. 

All mj emprises have been fill'd with Thee, 
My speculations, plans, begun and earned an in Ihongfala of Hi 
Sailing the deep or journeying the land for Thee ; 
Intentions, purports, aspirations mioc, leaving icmtta (o Tbee. 

I am sure they really came from Thee, 
The urge, the ardor, the unconquerable will. 

The potent, felt, interior command, stronger tlun words, 

A message from the Heavens whispering to me even in dccfl^ 

These sped me on. 

By me and these the work >o far accomplish'd. 

By me earth's elder cloy'd and stilled lands uncloy'd, nidoo*^ 

By me the hemispheres rounded and tied, the unknown to the kWM 

Tbe end I know not, it is all in Thee, 

Or small or great I know not — haply what broad frchU, what Im^ 
Haply the Ivutish measureless human under g rowth I know. 
Transplanted there may rise to statnre, knowledge wortfay T^ee, 
Haply the swords I know may there indeed be tum'd to k^M^ 

toob, 
Hi^ the lifeless cross I know, Euro]>e*s dead cniM, may bod ■ 

blos»m there. 

One effort more, my altar this bleak sand ; 

That Thou O God my life hast lighted. 

With ray of light, steady, ineffable, vouchsafed oT TImc^ 

Ught rare unlcllablc, lighting the very light, 

Be)rond all signs, descriptions, languages ; 

Far thai O God, be it my Eatcsl word, here on my laiec% 

Okl, poor, and paralyzed, I thank Thee. 

My terminus near. 

The cloudR already closing in upon roe, 

1^ voyage balk'tl, the course oisputcd, loct, 

1 yickl my ships to Thee. 

My hands, my limbs grow Mtveten, 

My Drain feels rack'd. bcwQdcr'd, 

Let the old timbcTiMn, I wil not p«rt, 

I will cling Eul to Thee, O God, though the waves buflb i 

Thee, Thee tt least I know. 



The Sleep ems. 3^5 



Is it the prophet's thouriit I speak, or am I raviog? 
What do I know of life? what of myself? 
I know not even my own work past or present, 
Dim ever-shifting guesses of it spread before me. 
Of newer better workls, their mighty parturition, 
Mocking, perplexing me. 

And these things I see suddenly, iriiat mean they? 
As if some miracle, some hand divine unseal'd my eyes. 
Shadowy vast shapes smile through the air and sky, 
And on the distant waves sail countless ships. 
And anthems in new tongues I hear saluting me. 



THE SLEEPERS. 



I WANDER all night in my vision, 
Stepping with Ught feet, swiftly and noiselessly stepping 
and stopping. 
Bending with open eyes over the shut eyes of sleepers, 
Wandering and conAised, lost to myself, ill-assorted, contradic- 
tory. 
Pausing, gazing, bending, and stopping. 

How solemn they look there, stretch'd and stiU, 

How quiet they breathe, the little children in their cradles. 

The wretched features of ennuy^, the white features of corpses, 
the livid (aces of drunkards, the sick-gray (aces of onanists, 

The gash'd bodies on battle-fields, the insane in their strong-door'd 
rooms, the sacred idiots, the new-bom emerging from 
gates, and the dying emerging from gates, 

The ni^t pervades them and infolds them. 



The married couple sleep calmly in their bed, he with his palm on 
the hip of the mfe, and she with her palm on the hip of 
the husband. 

The sisters sleep lovingly side by side in their bed. 

The men sleep lovingly side by side in theirs. 

And the nx>ther sleeps with her little child carefuDy wrapt 
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The btinil sleep, antl the deaf and dum!i ilccp. 
The prisoner sleeps well in the pmon, t}ic ninawajr Km dcep^ 
The murderer that is to be hung next day, how doei he ilcq>? 
And the murder'd person, how does he ueep? 

TTie female that loves unrequited sleeps, 

And the male that Iovl's unrequited sleeps, 

The head of the money-maker that ploUcd all day ileefia. 

And the enraged and treacherous dispositions, aU, alt sleep. 

1 stand in the dark with drooping eyes l>y the woist-nflediifa 

the most restless, 
I pass my hands soothingly to and fro a few Indwc boot Ifan^ 
The restless sink in their beds, they fitfully sleep. 

Now I pierce the darkness, new beings appear, 
The earth recedes from me into the night, 
I saw that it was beautiful, and I see that what is ncK the omI 
beautiful. 

I go Irom bedside to bedside, I sleep ckwe with the other 

each in tiun, 
I dream in my dream all the dreams of the other dreamei^ 
And I become the other dreamers. 

I am a dance — pl.iy up there I the fit is wfaiilii^ mc Cut I 

I am the cvcr-laughing — it is new moon and twifiglit, 
I see the hiding of douceurs, I ice nimble giu»u wl 

llook. 
Cache and cache again deep in the ground aad sea, and whni 

is neither ground nor sea. 

Well do they do their job* those journeymen divrne. 
Only from mc can they hide nothing, anid wouU not H they onIi 
1 reckon I am their boss and they make me a pet besidet. 
And surrotmd mc and lead ne and run ahead when I wsIIe. 
To UA their cutming covers to signify roc with stictch'd wtum, m 

resume the way ; 
Onward we move, a gay gang of Uackgnard* I with taiittMhaMi^ 

music and wild-tapping pcimania of }oy 1 

I im the actor, the adrett, the voter, the nolidiciaii. 
The emigrant and the exile, the (rimmal iliat stood in dn Im, 
He who has been fuoous and he who shall be (Mmoat after mftii 
The stammerer, the wdl-fann'd petaoa, the waMcd or iA 
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I am she who adorn'd henelf and folded her hair expttituoSif, 
My truant lover haa come, and it is dariL 

Double yourself and receive me darkness, 
Receive me and my lover too, he will not let me go without 
him. 

I roU myself upon you as upon a bed, I resign myself to the dusk. 

He whom I call answers me and takes the place of my k)ver. 
He rises with me silently from the bed. 



Darkness, you are gentler than my lover, hb flesh was sweaty and 

panting, 
I fed the hot moisture yet that he left me. 



My hands are spread forth, I pass them in all 

I would sound up the shadowy shore to which you are journeying. 

Be careful darkness I already what was it touch'd me? 

I thought my lover had gone, else darkness and he are one, 

I hear the heart-beat, I follow, I fiauie away. 



I descend my western course, my sinews are flaccid. 
Perfume and youth course through me and I am their wake. 

It is my hct yellow and wrinkled instead of the old woman's, 
I sit low in a straw-bottom chair and carefully dam my grandson's 
stockings. 

It is I too, the sleepless widow looking out on the winter mid- 
night, 
I see the sparkles of starshine on the icy and pallid earth. 

A shroud I see and I am the shroud, I wrap a body and lie in the 

coinn, 
It is dark here under ground, it b not evil or pain here, it is blank 

here, for reasons. 

(It seems to me that every thing in the light and air ought to be 

happy. 
Whoever is not in his coffin and the dark grave let him know he 

has enough.) 
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I see a bcxutilul gigantic swimmer eirtmratog nalced 

eddies of the sea, 
Hb brown hair lies close and even to his heid, be (trikes 

courageous arms, he urges himself with hit legs, 
I see his while body, I sec his undaunted eyes, 
1 hate the swift-mnning eddies that would dash tuni 

most on the rocks. 

\Miat arc you doing you ruffianly red-trickled waves? 
Will you kill the couragcoua giant? will you kOl him io 
of hU middle age ? 

Steady and long he struggles. 

He ia 1>afncd,lxmg'd, bniis'd, he holds out whik Ms 

out. 
The slapping eddies are spotted with his bkxxl, thej 

away, they roll him, swing him, torn him. 
His beautiful body is borne in the circling eddies, k is 

bruts'd on rocks. 
Swiftly and out of n^ is borne the bcsve cofpw. 



I turn but do not extricate myself, 

ConAised, a past-reading, another, but with dariuKSi ytL 

The beach is cut by the raioiy ice-wind, the wrcc^-guns KMail 
ITie tempest lulls, the moon comet floundering throii{[fa the Mk 

I look where the ship helplessly heads end on, I hear the bntfl ■ 
she strikes, I hear the howb of dismay, they grov Ihw 
and fainter. 

I cannot aid with nqr wrin^ng 6ngets, 
I can but nisb to the iwf and let it drench me ml 1 
upon me, 

I search with the crowd, not one of the company b «:^M to m 

alive, 
la the morning I help ptdi op the dead and by thctn in torn k 
abam. 

5 
Now of the older wv-dsyi, the defeat at Brooklyn, 
*** " 'a MaiMla iiuide the fates, he ttsndi on the iMra 
ban^acrowd of officets. 
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Hb bet b cold and damp, he cannot repress the weeping dnm, 
He lifts the glass perpetually to hb eyes» the color b ramch'd mxn 

hb cheeks, 
He sees the slau^^ter of the southern braves confided to him by 

their parents. 

The same at last and at last when peace b declared, 

He stands in the room of the old tavern, the weU-belov'd soldieiB 

all pass through. 
The officers speechless and slow draw near in their turns. 
The chief encircles their necks with hb arm and kisses them on 

the cheek. 
He kisses lightly the wet cheeks one after another, he shakes 
hands iad bids good-by to the army. 

6 

Now what my mother toM me one day as we sat at dbmer 

together. 
Of iHien she was a nearly grown girl living home with her parents 

on the old homesteaid. 

A red squaw came one break£Burt-time to the old homestead. 

On her back she carried a bundle of rushes for rush-bottoming 

chairs. 
Her hair, straight, shiny, coarse, Uack, profuse, half-envek>p*d her 

faice. 
Her step was free and elastic, and her voice sounded exqubitdy 

as she spoke. 

My mother kx>k'd in delight and amazement at the stranger. 
She kx>k'd at the freshness of her taU-bome fiu:e and fiill and 

pliant limbs. 
The more she look'd upon her she loved her, 
Never before had she seen such wonderful beauty and purity. 
She made her sit on a bench by the jamb of the fireplace, she 

cook'd food for her. 
She had no work to give her, but she gave her remembrance and 



The red squaw staid all the forenoon, and toward the middle of 

the afternoon she went away, 
O my nx>ther was loth to have her go away. 
All the week she thought of her, she waitch*d for her maiqr a 

month, 
She remember'd her many a winter and manv a summer. 
But the red squaw never came nor was heard of there again. » 
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A show oT the summer softness^ a contact of tomOiaa^ ■ 

— an amour of the light and air, 
I am jealous and overwhelm'd with friendliness. 
And will go gallivant with the light and air roysctt 

love and summer, you are in the dreams and tn me. 
Autumn and winter are in the dreams, the farmer goa 

thrift, 
The droves and crops increase, the bams ore weQ-fiQ'iL 

Elements merge in the night, ships make tacks in the 

The sailor sails, the exile relums home. 

The fugitive returns unhann'd, the immigrant ti bat 

months and years, 
I'he poor Irishman lives in the sim]>le bouse of his 

with the well-known neighbors and fa ces . 
They wannly welcome him, he is barefoot ogiia, he forptt hr 

well ofT, 
The Dutchman voyages home, and the Scotchman and WeUMi 

voyage home, and the native of the McdhcmDcaa w 

ages home. 
To every port of England. France, Spain, enter wdl-SITd aMffc 
The Swiss foots it toward his hills, the Prussian goes Ut waj, t 

Hungarian his way. and the Pole his way, 
The Swede returns, and the Dane aad Norwegian RtuiB. 

The homeward bound and the outward boaod. 

The beautiful lost »wimmer, the eanuit, the ooanist, the fcsM 

that loves unre<]uitcd, the moncy-n^er, 
The actor and actress, those tbrougfa with their parts atid tha 

waiting to commence. 
The affectionate boy, the husband and wife, the voter, the 00010 

that is chosen and the nominee that has UH'A, 
The great already known and the great any inne afler to-dqr. 
The stammerer, the sick, the tierfeet-fonn'd, the hcMDcly. 
The criminal that stood in the box, the Judge that w md m 

tenced him, the fluent lawyer*, the fury, the audieno^ 
The laugher and weeper, the dancer, the midt^ght widow, the n 

vjuaw, 
The consumptive, the cryspalite, the idiot, he thai is wnMic*d, 
The antiixxlcs, and every one between this and them in the dac^ 

1 swear uiey are averaged now — one U no better than tbc olhv. 
The night and sleep have hiten'd thom and rcSEotcd than. 
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I swear they are all beautiful, 

Every one that sleeps is beautiful, every thing in the dim Ught is 

beautiful, 
The wildest and bloodiest is over, and all is peace. 

Peace is always beautiful, 

The myth of heaven indicates peace and night 

The myth of heaven indicates the soul. 

The soul is always beautiful, it appears more or it appears less, it 

comes or it lags behind, 
It comes from its embower'd garden and looks pleasantly on 

itself and encloses the world, 
Perfect and clean the genitals previously jetting, and perfect and 

clean the womb cohering, 
The head well-grown proportion'd and plumb, and the bowds and 

joints proportion'd and plumb. 

The soul is always beautiful, 

The universe is duly in order, every thing is in its place, 

What has arrived is in its place and what waits shall be in its place. 

The twisted skull waits, the watery or rotten bkxxl waits, 

The child of the glutton or venerealee waits long, and the child 

of the drunkard waits long, and the drunkard himself waits 

long. 
The sleepers that lived and died wait, the far advanced are to go 

on in their timis, and the far behind are to come on in 

their turns, 
The diverse shall be no less diverse, but they shall flow and unite 

— they unite now. 

8 

The sleepers are very beautiful as they lie unclothed. 

They flow hand in hand over the whole earth from east to west as 
they lie unclothed, 

The Asiatic and African are hand in hand, the European and 
American are hand in hand, 

Leam'd and unleam'd are hand in hand, and male and female arc 
hand in hand, 

The bare arm of the girl crosses the bare breast of her lover, they 
press close without lust, his lips press her neck. 

The fiuher holds his grown or ungrown son in his aims with meas- 
ureless love, and the son holds the fittbor in his anni 
roeasurelen love, 
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The white hair cX the moUicr shino od the white wral of 

daughter, 
The bnath of the boy goes with the breath of the nuo. frkn 

inann'd by friend, 
The scholar kisses the teacher and the teacher kiiscs the 

the wTong'd is made right, 
The call ol* the slave is one with the roaster's call, and the 

salutes the slave. 
The feloR steps forth from the prison, the insane 

the sutTering of sick persons a. rcliev'd, 
The sweatings and fevers stop, the throat that 

sound, the lungs of the consumptive arc 

distiess'd head is free. 
The Joints of the rheumatic move as smoothly u ever, m 

smoother than ever, 
Stiflings and passages open, the panlyzed becoinc supole. 
The swell'd and convub'd and congested awake to inriiiwliii 



condition. 

They pass the invigoraliun of tltc night and the cbemitfiy of t 
night, and awake. 

I too pass from the night, 

1 stay a while away O night, but I return to you again and locc f 

Why should I be afraid to trust myself to yon ? 

I ara not afraid, I have been well brought forward \rf yoo. 

I love the rich nmoing day, but I do not dcacit her in whoa 1 

so long, 
I ksow not how I came of you and I know not where I (d w 

you, but I know 1 came well and shall go wriL 

I wiU stop only a time with the night, and rise tjcitmet, 

I will duly pass the day O my mother, and duly return to yo^ 



TRANSPOSITIONS. 



Lit the reformers descend frt>m the stands where they are I 
bawling — let an idiot or insane pcnon appear on la 
the stands : 

Let judges and chminah be transposed — let the priiiM hoy 

put in prl«m — let thoae thai were prisoocn lake Hw hef» 
t them thai dismiai birth and death Icaa the rtaL 
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TO THINK OF TIME. 



TO think of time — of all that retrospectioiit 
To think of tonday, and the ages continued henceforward. 

Have yon guess'd you yourself would not continue? 

Have you dreaded these earth-beetles? 

Have you fear'd the future would be nothing to you ? 

Is to-day nothing? is the beginningless past nothing? 
If the future is nothing they are just as surely nothing. 

To think that the sun rose in the east — that men and women 

were flexible, real, alive — that every thing was alive, 
To think that you and I did not see, feel, think, nor bear our part, 
To think that we are now here and bear our part. 

3 

Not a day passes, not a minute or second without an accouche- 
ment. 
Not a day passes, not a minute or second without a corpse. 

The dull nights go over and the dull days also, 

The soreness of lying so much in bed goes over. 

The physician after long putting off gives the silent and terrible 

look for an answer. 
The children come hurried and weeping, and the brothers and 

sisters are sent for, 
Medicines stand unused on the shelf, (the camphor-smell has long 

pervaded the rooms,) 
The faithful hand of the living does not desert the hxmd of the 

dying. 
The twitching lips press lightly on the forehead of the dying. 
The breath ceases and the pulse of the heart ceases. 
The cor]:)se stretches on the bed and the Uving look upon it. 
It is palpable as the living are palpable. 

The Uving look upon the corpse with their eyesight, 
But without eyesight lingers a different living and looks curiously 
on the corpse. 

3 
To think the thought of death merged in the thought of materials. 
To think of all these wonders of city and country, and others taking 
great interest in them, and wc taking no interest in them. 
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1'o think how eager we arc in building our houses, 

To think oihera shall be just aa eager, and we quite indiSmoL 

(1 see one building the house that serves him a few jnena, 

seventy or eighty yeats at most, 
I see one building the house that scn'cs bim longer dun ibiL) 

Slow-moving and blad: lines creep over the wliok eafth— ik 

never cease — they are the burial lines. 
He that was Preaideni vras buried, and he that is tww fteadt 

shall surely be buried. 



A reminiscence of the vulgar late, 

A frequent sample of tlie life and death of 

Each after hix kind. 

Cold dash of waves at the ferry-wharf, posh and ke io fiie r* 

half-lrozcn mud in the streets, 
A gray discouraged sky overhead, the short bat d«jii|fat 

December, 
A heane and stages, the funeral of an old Broadway 

the cortege mosUy drivers. 

Steady the trot to the cemetery, doly rattles the dcath-bdl^ 
Hie gate is past'd, the new-dug grave is bailed oi, the IMa| alii 

the beaiae unckmca. 
The cofiin u pus'd out, lower'd and actilcd, tbe whip b kid 

the comit, tbe earth b swiftly ibovcl'd in, 
Tbe mound above is flatted with the spades — sileoce, 
A minute — no one moves or speaks — it i* done, 
y — is there a 



He is decently put away — 



e any thing n 



i 



He was a good fellow, frcc-mouth'd, quick-temper*!!, 

looking, 
Ready with Ufe or death for a friend, food of women, 

ate licarty, drank hearty, 
Had known what it was to be flush, grew low'Spnited ti 

last, sicken'd, was help'd by a conuibatton. 
Died, iged forty-one ycata — and that was his ftcncial. 

Huunb extended, finger uplifted, apron, aq>e, glovea, Mn^ wtt 

weather clothes, wbip cardnlly choaen, 
Boss, spotter, starter, hostler, somebody loaAng on yon, ma kHfag 

on somebody, beadwiqr. nan befara and man b»fad. 
Good day's wotk. bad day'k work, pet ttodt, mean alock, fintoK 

bat Dot, turning-b at night. 
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To think that these are so much and so nigh to other drivers, and 
he there takes no interest in them. 

5 

The maricets, the government, the working-man's wages, to think 
what account they are through our nights and days. 

To think that other working-men wUl make just as great account 
of them, yet we make little or no account 

The vulgar and the refined, what you call sin and what you call 

goodness, to think how wide a difference, 
To think the difference will still continue to others, yet we lie 

beyond the difference. 

To think how much pleasure there is. 

Do you enjoy yourself in the city? or engaged in business? or 

planning a nomination and election ? or with your wife and 

family? 
Or with your mother and sisters? or in womanly housework? or 

the beautiful maternal cares? 
These also flow onward to others, you and I flow onward. 
But in due time you and I shall take less interest in them. 

Your farm, profits, crops — to think how engrossed you are, 
To think there will still be fiauins, profits, crops, yet for you of 
what avail? 

6 

What will be will be well, for what b is well. 

To take interest is well, and not to take interest shall be weU. 

The domestic joys, the daily housework or business, the buikling 

of houses, are not phantasms, they have weight, form, 

k)cation, 
Farms, profits, crops, markets, wages, government, are none of 

them phantasms. 
The difference between sin and goodness is no delusion. 
The earth is not an echo, man and his life and all the things of 

his life are well-consider'd. 

You are not thrown to the winds, you gather certainly and safely 

around yourself, 
Yourself 1 yourself 1 yourself, for ever and ever 1 

7 

It is not to diffuse you that you were bom of your mother and 
father, it is to identify you, 
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It is not that you should be uodecidcd, but that yoa ihoMM 

decided, 
Something long preparing and fonnlcaa is arrived and liirm'd ia f 
You are henceforth secure, wliatcvcr comes or goes. 

c threads that wrrc spun are gather'd, the weft 
the pattern is systematic. 

I The preparations have every one been Justified, 
e urchesua have suBiciently timed their ' 
has given the signal. 

The guest that was coming, he waited long, he ii ijow 
He is one of those who arc beautiful and happy, be is one m ii 
that to look upon and be with is enough 

e law of the past cannot Ite eluded, 
e bw of the present and future cannot lie dnded, 
The law of the living cannot lie eluded, it i* eterna]. 
The law of jiromotion and Inuuifonnation cannot be Hadod, 
The bw i)f heroes and good-doers cannot \x eluded. 
The law of drunkards, infonncrs, mean penons, not ooc 
thereof can be elndcd. 



Slow moving and Uock lines go ceaselessly over the caith, 
Northcraer goes rarried and Snuihcmer goes carried, and ihtf 

the Atlantic side ami they on the I'arific, 
[.And they between, and all through the Missivsippi conntfjr, ■ 

all over the earth. 

e great tnaitets and kosmoa are well as they go, the heroes a 
good-doen are well, 
iTIie known leaden aiul inventors and the rich owners and fk 
and distinguish'd may be well, 
Bot there is more account than that, there is strict acxfROft' 
an. 

Tite intcrrolnable hordes of the tgnoraDt and widted are i 

fxtthing, 
c barbarians of Africa and Alia are not nothing. 
The pcrpcttud succcssiaot of shallow people are not iiiufcjpi 

ihey go. 

Of and in aU these things, 

I ba*« draun'd that we arc not to be changed so taach, narl 
law of us changed. 
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I have dream*d that heroes and good-doen shall be under the 

present and past law, 
And that murderers, drunkards, liars, shall be under the present 

and past law, 
For I have dream 'd that the law they are under now is enough. 

And I have dream'd that the purpose and essence of the known 

life, the transient. 
Is to form and decide identity for the unknown life, the permanent 

If all came but to ashes of dung. 

If maggots and rats ended us, then Alarum ! for we are betray'd, 

'llien indeed suspicion of death. 

I>o you suspect death ? if I were to suspect death I shook! die 

now, 
I)o you think I could walk pleasantly and weU-soited toward 

annihilation ? 

Pleasantly and well-suited I walk. 

Whither I walk I cannot define, but I know it is good» 

The whole universe indicates that it is good. 

The past and the present indicate that it is good. 

I low beautiful and perfect are the aninvds ! 

How perfect the earth, and the minutest thing upon it I 

What is called good is perfect, and what is called bad is just as 

perfect, 
llie vegetables and minerals are all perfect, and the imponderable 

fluids perfect ; 
Slowly and surely they have pass*d on to this, and slowly and surely 

they yet pass on. 



I swear I think now that every thing without exception has an 

eternal soul i 
The trees have, rooted in the ground ! the weeds of the sea have ! 

the animals ! 

I swear I think there is nothing but immortality ! 

That the ex(]uisite scheme is for it, and the nebulous float is for it, 

and the cohering is for it ! 
And all preparation is for it — and identity is for it — and life and 

materials are altogether for it 1 



33^ Leaves of Grass, 

WHISPERS OF HEAVENLY 

DEATH. 



DAREST THOU NOW O SOUI. 

DAREST thou now O soul. 
Walk out with me toward the unknown region. 
Where neither ground is for the feet nor any path to IbDov? 

No map there, nor guide, 

Nor voice sounding, nor touch of human hand, 

Nor Dure with blooming flesh, nor lips, nor eyes, are in that Luki 

I know it not O soul. 

Nor dost thou, all is a blank before us. 

All waits undream'd of in that region, that inaccessible land. 

Till when the ties loosen. 

All but the ties eternal. Time and Space, 

Nor darkness, gravitation, sense, nor any bounds boundiiig xkl, 

Then we burst forth, we float. 
In Time and Space O soul, prepared for them. 
Equal, equipt at last, (O joy ! O fruit of all !) them to fulfil 
soul. 



WHISPERS OF HEAVENLY DEATH. 

Whispers of heavenly death murmur'd I hear, 
labial gossip of night, sibilant chorals, 

Footsteps gently ascending, mystical breezes wafted soft and km, 
Ripples of unseen rivers, tides of a current flowing, forever flo«in|. 
(Or is it the plashing of tears ? the measureless waters of human 
tears ?) 

I see, just see skyward, great cloud-masses. 
Mournfully slowly they roll, silently swelling and mixing. 
With at times a half-dimm\l saddcn'd far-off" star, 
Appearing and disappearing. 

(Some parturition rather, some solemn immortal birth ; 
On the fix)ntiers to eyes imp>enetrable, 
Some soul is passing over.) 
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CHANTING THE SQUARE DEIFIC 



Chanting the square deific, out of the One advandng, out of the 

sides, 
Out of the old and new, out of the square entirely divine, 
Solid, four-sided, (all the sides needed,) fix)m this side Jehovah 

am I, 
Old Brahm I, and I Satumius am ; 
Not Time affects me — I am Time, old, modem as any, 
Unpersuadable, relentless, executing righteous judgments, 
As the E^arth, the Father, the brown old Kronos, with laws. 
Aged beyond computation, yet ever new, ever with those mighty 

laws rolling. 
Relentless I forgive no man — whoever sins dies — I will have 

that man's life ; 
Therefore let none expect mercy — have the seasons, gravitation, 

the appointed days, mercy? no more have I, 
But as the seasons and gravitation, and as all the appointed days 

that forgive not, 
I dispense from this side judgments inexorable without the least 

remorse. 



Consolator most mild, the promis'd one advancing. 

With gentle hand extended, the mightier God am I, 

Foretold by prophets and {)oets in their most rapt prophecies and 

poems. 
From this side, lo ! the Lord Christ gazes — lo 1 Hermes I — lo ! 

mine is Hercules' face. 
All sorrow, labor, suffering, I, tallying it, absorb in myself, 
Many times have I been rejected, taunted, put in prison, and 

crucified, and many times shall be again. 
All the world have I given up for my dear brothers* and sisters' 

sake, for the soul's sake. 
Wending my way through the homes of men, rich or poor, with 

the kiss of affection, 
For I am affection, I am the cheer-bringing God, with hope and 

all-enclosing charity. 
With indulgent words as to children, with fresh and sane words, 

mine only. 
Young and strong I pass knowing well I am destin'd myself to an 

early death ; 
But my charity has no death — my wisdom dies not, neither early 

nor late. 
And my sweet love bequeath'd here and elsewhere never dies. 
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itislied, plotting nvtAi, 
Commde of diminals, brother of sUrea, 
Oafly, despised, a drudge, ignorant. 
With sudnt face and worn brow, black, but in the dcptbft of I 

heait, proud as any, 
Lifted now and al wsys against whoever scorning ««i ing« to nle H 
Morose, full of guile, full of n.-minisccnces, broodinf;, trith ir ' 

wiles, 
(Tliough it was thought I was baffled and dicpcl'd, and 117 « 
I done, but thai wUl never be,) 

I Defiant, I, Satan, sull live, still utter ¥rordi, in new lamb 
appearing, (antl old one* alM,) 
Permanent here jrum my siile, warlike, equal with any, real ai 
Nor time nor change shall ever change me or my wtodi. 

Santa Spiriia. breather, life. 

Beyond the light, lighter than light, 

B^nd the flames of hell, joyous, Icaptng casil]' above bd^ 

Beyond Fandisc, perfumed solely with mine own pcrfiunc. 

Including all life on canb, touching, including God, i 

Saviour and Satan, 
Ethereal, pervading all, (for without me what wwt aH? 1 

God?) 
Essence of fonns, life of the real identities, |i 

(namely the unseen,} 
Life of the great round world, the cun aitd stan, 1 

1, the general soul. 
Here the sijttare finishing, the solid, I the moM solid. 
Breathe my breadi also through these aoogs. 



OT mM I LOVE DAY AND NIGHT. 

Or him I kn-e day and ni^t I dream'd I heaid be wu dai^ 
\iu\ I dream'd I went where tiiey had boned htm I kMc, Ml 

was not in thai place, 
.\Dd I dream'd 1 wandcr'd scaiching am 

him. 
And I (uund that evcty place wa* a burial- filace ; 
The houses full of Ufe orere equally foS of death. (tUa 1 

The amcts, the ihiiming, the places of amuaement. tha C 

BoMoo. Philadelphia, the MannahaUa, were as M off i 
dead as of the livjnj. 
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And fuller, O vastly fuller of the dead than of the living ; 

And what I dream'd I will henceforth tell to every person and age, 

And I stand henceforth bound to what I dream'd, 

And now I am willing to disregard burial-places and dispense 
with them, 

And if the memorials of the dead were put up indifferently every- 
where, even in the room where I eat or sleep, I should be 
satisfied. 

And if the corpse of any one I love, or if mv own corpse, be 
duly render'd to powder and pour'd in the sea, I shall be 
satnfied, 

Or if it be distributed to the winds I shall be satisfied. 



YET, YET, YE DOWNCAST HOURS. 

YiT, vet, ye downcast hours, I know ye also. 

Weights of lead, how ye clog and cling at my ankles. 

Earth to a chamber of mourning turns — I hear the o'erweening, 

mocking voice. 
Matter is conqueror — matter^ triumphant onfy^ continues onward. 



cries float ceaselessly toward me. 
The call of my nearest lover, putting forth, alarm'd, uncertain, 
Tht sea I am quickly to sail, come tell me, 
Come tell me where I am speedings tell me my destination. 

I understand your anguish, but I cannot help you, 

I approach, hear, behold, the sad mouth, the look out of the eyes, 

your mute inquiry, 
Whidur I go from the bed I recHne on^ come tell me ; 
Old age, alarm'd, uncertain — a young woman's voice, appealing 

to me for comfort ; 
A young man's voice, Shall I not escape f 



AS IF A PHANTOM CARESSED ME. 

As if a phantom caress'd me, 

I thought I was not alone walking here by the shore ; 

But the one I thought was with me as now I walk by the shore, 

the one I loved that caress'd me, 
As I lean and look through the glimmering light, that one has 

utterly disappear'd, 
.\nd those appear that are hateful to me and mock me. 
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ASSURANCES. 
I NKKD no Msannces, I un i man who » pre-oempted of I 

own soul i 
1 do not doubt that from under the feet and bescte the hmdi a 

face I am cognizant of, are nov looking faces I am ■ 

cognizant of. cajm and actual faces, 
I do not doubt but the majesty and beauty of ibe world ne Ilk 

in any iota of the world, 
I do not doubt I am limitlcia. and that the 

in vain I try to think how limitless, 
1 do not doubt tlut the orbs and the systems of orbs plqr tUr 

swift sports through the otr on purpose, uid that I smB oat 

day be eligible to do ait much as tney, and more Haan tht^ 
I do not doubt lluu temporary aSiain keep on and oa iwilliOBt « 

years, 
I do not doubt interiors have their intrrion, and cxteiian 

their exteriors, and (hat the eyesight has anott 

and the hearing another hearing, and the vo 

voice, 
I do not doubt thai the passiooaiely-wept deaths of 

are provided for, and tliai the deaths of young 

the deaths of little children are provided for, 
(Did you think Life was ra well provided for, and Death, the fi^ 

port of all Life, is not well provided for?) 
I do not doubl that wreckn at jea, no mailer wlut the 

them, no matter whose wife, rhild, husliand, ft 

ha* gone down, arc providetl for, to the 
I do not doutA thAi whatever can possibly 

any time, is provided for in the inherences of i 
I do not think Life provides for all and for Time aad 

beUcve Heavenly Ocath provides lor all. 



QUICKSAND YKARS. 

QncRSAMD yean that whirl roe I know nut whitber, 

Vour schemes, pcditics, fall, lines give way, subatances mock 

elude me. 
Only the iheme I sing, the great and siran^panes'd tool, a 

not, 
One's-self must i>cvcr give way — that is the Soal ™*— " 

that out of all is sure, 
Oot of Kditicx, triumphs, baitles, life, what at bst fiiuDy rcaai 
When ibows break up wbai but Ooc's-SeU' is vatt ? 
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THAT MUSIC ALWAYS ROUND ME. 

That music always round me, unceasing, unbeginning, jfet loQg 

untaught I did not hear, 
But DOW the chorus I hear and am elated, 
A tenor, strong, ascending with power and health, with g^ notes 

of daybreak I hear, 
A soprano at intervals sailing buoyantly over the tops of immense 

waves, 
A tran^Moent base shuddering lusciously under and throu^ the 

universe. 
The triumphant tutti, the funeral wailings with sweet flutes and 

vioUns, aU these I fill myself with, 
I hear not the volumes of sound merely, I am moved by the 

exquisite meanings, 
I listen to the diflerent voices winding in and out, striving, contend* 

ing with fiery vehemence to excel each other in emotion ; 
I do not think the performers know themselves— but now I think 

I begin to Imow them. 



WHAT SHIP PUZZLED AT SEA. 

What ship puzzled at sea, cons for the true reckoning? 

Or coming m, to avoid the bars and follow the channel a perfect 

pilot needs? 
Here, sailor ! here, ship 1 take aboard the most perfect pilot. 
Whom, in a little boat, putting off and rowing, I hailing you offer. 

A NOISELESS PATIENT SPIDER. 



A NOBELXSB patient spider, 

I mark'd where on a little promontory it stood isolated, 

Mark'd how to explore the vacant vast surrounding. 

It launch'd forth nlament, filament, filament, out (^ itself, 

Ever unreeling them, ever tirelessly speeding them. 

And you O my soul where you stand, 

Surrcwnded, detached, in measureless oceans of space, 

Ceaselessly musing, venturing, throwing, seeking the spheres to 

connect them. 
Tin the bridge you will need be form'd, till the ductile anchor 

hoM, 
Tin the gossamer thread you fling catch somewhere, O my soul. 
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O LIVING ALWAYS. ALWAYS DYING. 

O ijvmn aJtrays, always dying I 

O ihe burials of me past and present, 

O cne while ! stride ahead, matenol, vixible, imperious a cw ; 

O rue, what I was for yean, now dead. (I laoKiU not, I i 

content ;) 
O to disengage myself from those coq^scs of tnc, which I li 

and look at where I cast them. 
To pass on, (O living I always living I) and leswe the osp 

behind. 



TO ONE SHORTLY TO DIE. 

From all the rest I single out you, having a mcvage for yoa. 
You are to die — let uthers tell you whu thejr pleaie, I on 

pre^'aricate, 
I aiD exact lAd mercilcas, but I love yon — then is no ocapc 

you. 

Softly I lay my right hand upon you, you Juit (eel it, 

I do not argue, t bend roy head dose and half enrelop it, 

I sit quietly tiy, I remain faithful, 

I am more than nurse, more than parent or neishbor. 

1 absolve you Irom all except younelf (pirilual bodily, that to d 

nal, you youradf wiU surelv escape. 
The coipae you will leave will be but excrcmeDtitioDs. 

The min bursts throtigh in unlooked-for directions. 

Strong lluMightft fill you and confidence, you sraOe, 

Vou forget you arc sick, as I forget you arc sick, 

Vou do not see the medicines, you do not mind the vav 

friends, I am with you, 
I exclude others from you, there b nothing to be conauMiMtt 
1 do not commiserate, I congtatulatc you. 



NIGHT ON THE PRAIRIES. 
Nmn- on the pralriea, 

The supper is over, the (b« on the graund boms knr. 
The wearied emigranis sleep, wrapt in their blankett ; 
I walk hymyKlf— Istandand took u (he itan. which | tl 
I never reahied before. 
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Now I absorb immortality and peace, 
I admire death and test propositions. 

How plenteous ! how spiritual 1 how resume ! 
The same old man and soul — the same old aspiradons, and die 
same content 

I was thinking the day most splendid till I saw what the nol-day 

exhibited, 
I was thinking this globe enough till there sprang out so noiseless 

around me myriads of other ^bes. 

Now while the great thoughts of space and eternity fill me I will 

measure mvself by them, 
And now touch'd with the lives of other globes arrived as fiur 

along as those of the earth, 
Or waiting to arrive, or pass'd on further than those of the earth, 
I henceforth no more ignore them than I ignore my own life, 
Or the lives of the earth arrived as fiiuras mine, or waiting to arrhre. 

I see now that life cannot exhibit aU to me, as the day cannot^ 

1 see that I am to wait for what wiU be exhibited by death. 



THOUGHT. 

As I sit with others at a great feast, suddenly while the musk is 

playing. 
To my mind, (whence it comes I know not,) spectral in mist of 

a wreck at sea. 
Of certain ships, how they sail from port with flying streamers and 

wafted kisses, and that is the last of them. 
Of the solemn and murky mystery about the (ate of the President, 
Of the flower of the marine science of fifty generations founder*d 

off the Northeast coast and going down — of the steamship 

Arctic going down. 
Of the veil'd tableau — women gather'd together on deck, pale, 

heroic, waiting the moment that draws so close — O the 

moment! 
A huge sob — a few bubbles— > the white foam spirting up — and 

then the women gone. 
Sinking there while the passionless wet flows on — and I now 

pondering, Are those women indeed gone? 
Are souls drown'd and destroy'd so? 
Is only matter triumphant? 



54l! Leaves of Grass. 

THE LAST INVOCATION. 

At the last, tenderly, 

F>om the walls of the powerful fortieK'd house, 

Ttmn the clasp of the knitted locks, &om the keep of Ae 

dosed Qoon, 
Let me be wafted. 

Lei me glide noiselessly forth ; 

With the key of softness unlock the locks — wil 

Set ope the doon O soul. 

Tenderly — be not impatient, 
(Strong is your hold O mortal flesh, 
Suong k your hold O love.) 



AS I WATCITD THE PLOUGHMAN PLOUGMINC 
As I watch'd the ploughman ploughing. 
Or the sower sowing in the fields, or the harvester hatvcatii^ 
I saw there too, O life and death, your analogica \ 
(Life, life is the tillage, and Death b llie karrat accordiag.) 



f ENSIVE AND FALTERING. 

PlMSnt and faltering. 

The words tkt Dtad 1 write. 

For hving are the Dead. 

(Haply the only Uving, only real. 

And I the appuition, I the spectre.) 



THOU MOTHER WITH THY EQUAL 
BROOD. 



THOU Mother with thy equO brood. 
Thou varied chain of different States, yel ooa ideatiqr o 

A ipecia) song before I go I'lt ting o'er all the rest. 
For thee, dx future. 
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I'd sow a iced for thee of endless NationalitVy 
I'd fashion thy ensemble including body and soul, 
I'd show away ahead thy real Union, and how it may be aooom- 
plish'd. 

The paths to the house I seek to make. 
But leave to those to come the house itself. 

Belief I sing, and preparation ; 

As Life and Nature are not great with reference to the pictent 

only, 
But greater still from what is yet to come, 
Out of that formula for thee I sing. 



As a strong bird on pinions free. 
Joyous, the amplest spaces heavenward cleavings 
Such be the thought I'd think of thee America, 
Such be the recitative I'd bring for thee. 

The conceits of the poets of other lands I'd bring thee not. 

Nor the compliments that have served their turn so long, 

Nor rhyme, nor the classics, nor perfume of foreign court or 

indoor library ; 
But an odor I'd bring as from forests of pine in Maine, or bieath 

of an Illinois prairie. 
With open airs of Virginia or Georgia or Tennessee, or from Teias 

uplands, or Florida's glades. 
Or the Saguenay's black stream, or the wide blue spread of 

Huron, 
With presentment of Yellowstone's scenes, or Yosemite, 
And murmuring under, pervading all, I'd bring the rustling tea- 
sound, 
lliat endlessly sounds from the two Great Seas of the world. 

And for thy subtler sense subtler refrains dread Mother, 

Preludes of intellect taDying these and thee, mind-lbrmulat fitted 

for thee, real and sane and large as these and thee, 
Thou I mounting higher, diving deeper than we knew, thou 

transcendental Union ! 
Bv thee fact to be justified, blended with thought. 
Thought of man justified, blended with God, 
Through thy idea, k), the immortal reality I 
Through thy reality, k), the immortal idea 1 
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Brain of the New World, vhat a Uulc ti thine, 

ToformuUtc the Modem — out o( the i>eerkas gnfukaraTl 

modem. 
Out or thyself, comprising science, to recast poenu, cbordx^ a 
(Recast, may-be discard them, end them — nuy-be their* ' 

done, who knows?) 
By vision, hand, conception, on the background of the i 

past, the dead, 
To limn with absolute laith the mighty lii-ing present. 

And yet thou living present lirain, heir of the dead, die I 

World brain. 
Thou that lay Toldeil like an unborn babe within iU Ibldl I 
Thou carefully prepared by it so long — haply thtiu bat 1 

it, only maturest il, 
It to eventuate in ihec — the essence of the by-gooe t 

in thee. 
Its poems, churches, arts, unwittlag to tfacmKhret, c 

reference to thee ; 
Thou but the apples, long, long, lor% a-growiog, 
The fruit of all the Old ripening to-day in thee. 



Sail, sail thy best, ship of Democracy, 

Of value is thy freiglii, 'tis not the Present only, 

The Past is alio stored in liice. 

Thou holdest not tlie venture of thyself alooe, not of die W^ 

continent alone. 
Earth's risume entire floats on thy ked O ship, ts ftf>aiBfd ly 1 

spars. 
With thee Time voyages in Inist, the antecedent natioaa iiifc 

swim «ilh thee. 
With bD their ancient struggles, martyrs, haoes, epks, mi, dl 

bcar'st the other continents, 
Thein, thein aa much as thine, the dcstinadon-poR «naa|ifeiM. 
Steer then wtth good strong hood and wary eye O bdnni^Ai 

caniett great companions, 
Veoeiable pricey Asia aula this day with thee, 
Aad royal nrudaJ Eoiopc huIb with thee. 



BeMitifiil worid of new snpeifoer birth thai rtiei ID my eyc^ 
like a limitlcM golden dind filling the western sky. 
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ICmblem of general maternity lifted above all. 

Sacred shape of the bearer of daughters and sons, 

Out of thy teeming womb thy giant babes in ceaseless procession 
issuing, 

Acceding fh)ro such gestation, taking and giving continual strength 
and life, 

World of the real — world of the twain in one, 

World of the soul, bom by the world of the real alone, led to 
identity, body, by it alone. 

Yet in beginning only, incalculable masses of composite precious 
materials, 

By history's cycles forwarded, by every nation, language, hither 
sent. 

Ready, collected here, a freer, vast, electric worid, to be con- 
structed here, 

(The true New World, the world of orbic science, morals, litera- 
tures to come,) 

Thou wonder world yet undefined, unform'd, neither do I define 
thee, 

How can I pierce the impenetrable blank of the future? 

I feel thy ominous greatness evil as well as good, 

1 watch thee advancing, absorbing the present, transcending the 
past, 

I sec thy light lighting, and thy shadow shadowing, as if the 
entire globe, 

Hut I do not undertake to define thee, hardly to comprehend thee, 

I but thee name, thee prophesy, as now, 

I merely thee ejaculate ! 

Thee in thy future. 

Thee in thy only permanent life, career, thy own unloosen*d mind, 

thy soaring spirit. 
Thee as another equally needed sun, radiant, aUaze, swift-moving, 

fructifying aU, 
Thee risen in potent cheerfulness and joy, in endless great 

hilarity, 
Scattering for good the cloud that hung so long, that weigh'd so 

long upon the mind of man, 
The doubt, suspicion, dread, of gradual, certain decadence of man ; 
Thee in thy larger, saner brood of female, male — thee in thy 

athletes, moral, spiritual. South, North, West, East, 
(To thy immortal breasts. Mother of All, thy ever)* daughter, son, 

endear'd alike, forever equal,) 
Thee in thy own musicians, singers, artists, unborn yet, but oev> 

tain, 
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Thee in thy moral wealth and ciriliution, (ustO wfatcb iJqr f 

est malerial civilizatioa must rnnain in vain.) 
Thee in thy all-supplying, all-entlosing worahip — Ifaee in M» i 

bible, saviour, merely. 
Thy savioun countless, latent within thyKlf; thy fatbtes ■ 

within thyself, equal to any, divini 
(Thy loahng course thee formulating, not in thy two | 

DOT in thy century's visible growth. 
But far more in these leaves and chants, thy chonti, grealC 
Thee in an education grown of thee, in teachen, Kudle^ % 

bom of thee. 
Thee in thy dcmocntic t^tes en-masse, thy high onpn*! I 

operas, lecturers, preachers. 
Thee in thy ultimata, (the preparations only now < 

edifice ou sure foundations tied,) 
Thee in thy pinnacles, intellect, thought, tiiy b 

thy love and godlike aspiration. 
In thy resplendent coming Uicrati. thy fuU-lung'd 

sacCTdotal bards, kosmic savans. 
These I these in thee, (certain to come,) to-day I pw>|j MJ| . 



Land toletxting all, accepting all, not for the good akjo 

for thee, 
Land in the realms of Cod to be a realm unto thyscIC 
/ Under the rule of God to be a rule unto thyielt 

{Lo, where arise three pecrlcst stars. 

To be thy natal stars my country. Ensemble, EvohAkm, 

Set in the sky of l^w.) 

Land of unprecedented ^th. Cod's faith, 

Thy soil, thy very subsoil, all upheav'd. 

The general inner caith so long h) sedulously (liqied O 

hence for what it is boldly Uid bale, 
Opcn'd by thee to heaven's Ught (or benefit or bole. 

Not for succcM alone. 

Not to biT-«ul unintennitted always, 

Tbe nana shall duh tlqr (ace, the murk of war and wo 

WW iImM cover tbee all over, 
(Wert cmUe of war. ila tug and trials? be capoUc of | 

fa (be tog and nonal strain of natioos come xt laol tat ] 
ou* peace, rtot war ;) 
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In many a smiling mask death shall approach beguiling thee, thoa 

in disease shall swelter, 
The livid cancer spread its hideous claws, clinging upon thy 

breasts, seeking to strike thee deep within, 
Consumption of the worst, moral consumption, shall rouge thy 

&ce with hectic. 
But thou shalt bet thy fortunes, thy dis e ases, and surmount them 

all, 
Whatever they are to-day and whatever through time they may be, 

Thev each and aU shall mt and pass away and cease from thee. 

While thou, Time's spirals rounding, out of thyself thyself still 

esctricating, fusing. 
Equable, natural, mystiail Union thou, (the mortal with immortal 

blent,) 
Shalt soar toward the fulfilment of the future, the wgint of the 

body and the mind. 
The soul, its destinies. 

The soul, its destinies, the real real, 

(Purport of all these apparitions of the real ;) 

In thee America, the soul, its destinies. 

Thou globe of globes 1 thou wonder nebulous I 

By many a throe of heat and cold convuls'd, (by these thyadf 

solidifying,) 
Thou mental, moral orb — thou New, indeed new. Spiritual Workl I 
The Present holds thee not — for such vast growth as thine. 
For such unparallel'd flight as thine, such brood as thine. 
The FviURK only holds thee and can hold thee. 



A PAUMANOK PICTURE. 

Two boats with nets lying off the sea-beach, quite still, 
Ten fishermen waiting — they discover a thick school of moss- 
bonkers — they drop the join'd seine-ends in the water. 
The boats separate and row off, each on its rounding coutk to the 

beach, enclosing the mossbonkers. 
The net is drawn in by a windlass by those who stop ashore. 
Some of the fishermen lounge in their boats, others stand ankle- 
deep in the water, pois'd on strong legs. 
The boats partly drawn up, the water slapping against them, 
Strew'd on the sand in heaps and windrows, well out from the 
water, the green-back*d spotted nxMsbonkers. 
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FROM NOON TO STARRY NIGt 



THOU ORB ALOFT FULL-DAZZLING. 



Flooding with sheeny hght the gTA; Ixracli Mad, 
The sibilant near sea with vbtas far and foam. 
And Uwny atreaka and shades and spreading bloc ; 
O sun of noon refulgent ! my sjiccial word to Uiec. 

Hear me illustrious I 

TTiy lover rac, for always I have loved ihce, 

Even as backing babe, then happy boy alone by some wo 

thy touching -distant beams enough. 
Or man matured, or young or old, as now to iface I Is 

invocation. 



(Thou canst not with thy dumbness mc deceive, 

I know before the fitting roan all Nature yields, 

Tlwugh answering not in words, the skies, trees, bear hit 

and thou O sun. 
As for ihy throes, thy jiertuibation*, sudden breaks and ■ 

flame gigantic, 
I undentantl them. [ know those flames, ihoae peiturlMtioMV 

Thoa tiut with fructifying heat and light. 

O'er myriad &nna, o'er lands and waters Nonh and Sooth, 

O'er Miintsippi's endless course, o'er Texas' gnssy pUoiv ' 

da's woods, 
r O'er an the globe that tumt its bee to thee shining in ^ 
r Thou that imp art i ally infbldest aU, not only coatinam^ ■ 
Tliou that to grapes and weeds and little wiM Bowcn 

liberally. 
Shed, .ihcd thvsclf on mine and me, with but a AectiDg u^ ■ 

thy million millioiu. 
Strike through these chants. 

I Nor only launch thy nbde daiale and tliy Mtength Cor Titfw. 
Prepare the later aftemoon of me nyielf — prepare my li 

ing shadows, 
I^Tpare my sUfiy niglua. 
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FACES. 



SAUNmoNO the pavement or riding the conntiy by-road, lo, such 
fitces! 

Faces of friendship, precision, caution, suavity, ideality, 

The spiritual-prescient fieure, the always welcome common benevo- 
lent Dace, 

The fiBu:e of the singing of music, the grand foces of natural law- 
yers and judges htowA at the badc-top, 

The fitces of hunters and fishers bulged at the brows, the shaved 
blanch'd faces of orthodox citizens, 

The pure, extravagant, yearning, questioning artist's face. 

The ugly face of some beautiful soul, the handsome detested or 
despised face, 

The sacred faces of infants, the iUuminated face of the mother of 
many children, 

The fieure of an amour, the face of veneration, 

The face as of a dream, the face of an immobile rock. 

The iajce withdrawn of its good and bad, a castrated fkce, 

A wild hawk, his wings clipp'd by the clipper, 

A stallion that yielded at last to the thongs and knife of the gelder. 

Sauntering the pavement thus, or crossing the ceaseless ferry, fiures 

and faces and faces, 
I see them and complain not, and am content with alL 



Do you suppose I could be content with all if I thought them 
their own finals? 

This now is too lamentable a fieure for a man. 

Some abject louse asking leave to be, cringing for it. 

Some milk-nosed maggot blessing what lets it wrig to its hole. 

This fiure is a dog's snout sniffing for garbage. 
Snakes nest in that mouth, I hear the sibilant threat 

This fiice is a haase more chill than the arctic sea. 
Its sleepy and wabbling icebergs crunch as they go. 

This is a &ce of bitter herbs, this an emetic, they need do label, 
Aixl more of the drug-shelf, laudanum, caoutchouc, or hog's-lard. 
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This Cace is an cpileps}-, its wordlos tongue gi<rcs out the n 

ay, 
Its veins down the neck distend, its eyes toD tiH Ihcy show o 

but their whiles, 
Its teeth grit, the palms of (he hands are cut by the taai 

nails. 
The nun fklls stnigf^itig aad foaming to the groaad, i 

speculates well 

This face b bitten by vennin and wonns. 

And this b some murderer's knife with a half-poU'd 

Thb face owes to the sexton hii dismalest fee, 
g death-bell tolls there. 



Features of my equals would you trick me with y 

cadaverous march ? 
Wdl, you cannot trick me. 

I see your rounded never-erased flow, 

I sec 'ncath the rmu of your haggard and m 

Splay and twist as you like, pake with the taacltng fates 

or tats, 
YouH be unmuzcled, you certainly will. 

I law the face of the most smear'd and slobbenng fa&M 

at the asylum. 
And I knew for my consolation what they knew not. 
1 knew of the agents thai emptied and broke my brother. 
The same wait to clear the rubbiih from the lalleD Icoetac 
And I shall look again in a score or two of nj^es. 
And I sbaD meet the real landlord perfect aad xahatafif 

(nchasgood as myiclC 



The Lord advances, and yet adrances, 
Always the shadow in front, always the rcacb'd hand briop 
the laggards. 

Out of ihii fact emerge baancn and hones — O anpcrfil 

what b coming, 
I ace the high pionecr-csps, see lUvcs of runncn 
I hear viciorioua drums. 
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This bee is a life-boat, 

This is the &ce commanding and bearded, it asks no odds of die 

rest, 
This &ce is flavor'd fruit ready for eating, 
This fiace of a healthy honest boy is the p rogr am me of all good 

These faces bear testimony slumbering or awake, 
They show their descent from the Master himsel£ 

Off the word I have spoken I except not one — red, trtiite, black, 

are all deific, 
In each house is the ovum, it comes forth after a thousand years. 

Spots or cracks at the windows do not disturb me, 
Tall and sufficient stand behind and make signs to me, 
I read the promise and patiently wait 

This is a full-grown lily's face, 

She speaks to the limber-hipp*d man near the garden pickets, 

Come here she blushingly cries. Come nigh to me hmber-kipfd 

mafij 
Siand at my side till I lean as high as I can upon you^ 
FiU me wiA albescent honey, bend down to me, 
Rub to me with your chafing beard^ rub $o my breast mmd 

shoulders. 

5 

The old face of the mother of many children, 
Hliist ! I am fiilly content 

\ LuU'd and late is the smoke of the First-day morning, 
\ It hangs low over the rows of trees by the fences, 
' It hangs thin by the sassafras and wild-cheny and cat-brier under 
them. 

I saw the rich ladies in full dress at the soiree, 
I heard what the singers were singing so long, 
Heard who sprang in crimson youth from the trtiite froth and the 
water-blue. 

Sehold a woman I 

looks out from her quaker cap, her face is clearer and moce 
beautiful than the sky. 



sits in an armchair under the shaded porch of the 
*Tbe sun just shines on her old white bead. 
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Her ample gown is of cream-huetj linen, 
Hei grandsons raised the JUx, and her gnuKl-<lBia^i(en 
with the distaff and the wheel. 

The mclcxlious character of the eanh, 

1'he finish beyond which philosophy cannot go and di 

to go, 
The justified mother of men. 



THE MYSTIC TRUMPETER.- 



Rasx, some wild trumpeter, some strange n 
Hovering unseen in air, vibrates capricious tunet to-ai 

I hear thee trumpeter, listening alert I catch thy notei 
Now pouring, whirling like a tempcsi round me. 
Now low, subdued, now in the distance k»L 



Come nearer bodiless one, haply in thee 
Some dead composer, haply thy pensive life 
Was ftird with aspirations high, imTorm'd ideals. 
Waves, oceans muuc^l, chaotically surging, 
Thai now ecstatic ghost, close to me ben£ng, thy 

pealing. 

Gives out to no one's vm but mine, but tedjr civa Iq 
That 1 may thee translate. 



Bknr inmipetci &ee and dear, I follow thee. 

While at thy liquid prrlude, glad, serene. 

The fretting world, the »treei«, the noisy bourt of dty i 

A holy calm detcends like dew upon me, 

I walk in cool refmhing night the walks of I 

I scent the graas, the moist air and the roses ; 

Thy song expands my nomb'd imboodcd spirit, { 

Isuncbest me, 
PloatJng foA basking upon hcsven's lake. 



Bkiw apun trumpeter I and for my scnsuoua cyo^ 
Bring the old pageants, show (he fi.ii>lal worid. 
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What charm thy music works 1 diou makest pass before me, 
Ladies and cavaliers bug dead, barons are in their castle haDs, the 

troubadours are singing, 
Arm'd knights go forth to redress wrongs, some in quest of the 

holy Graal ; 
I see the tournament, I see the contestants incased in heavy 

armor seated on stately champing horses, 
I hear the shouts, the sounds of blows and smiting steel ; 
I see the Crusaders' tumultuous armies — hark, how the cymbals 

clang, 
Lo, where the monks walk in advance, bearing the cross on high. 



5 

Blow again trumpeter 1 and for thy theme. 

Take now the enclosing theme of all, the solvent and the setting. 

Love, that is pulse of all, the sustenance and the pang, 

The heart of man and woman all for love, 

No other theme but love — knitting, enclosing, all-difiiising love. 

how the immortal phantoms crowd around me ! 

1 see the vast alembic ever working, I see and know the flames 

that heat the world, 
The glow, the blush, the l)eating hearts of lovers. 
So iSissfol happy some, and some so silent, dark, and nigh to 

death; 
Love, that is all the earth to lovers — love, that mocks time and 

space. 
Love, that is day and night — love, that is sun and moon and stars, 
Love, that is crimson, sumptuous, sick with perfume. 
No other words but words of love, no other thought but love. 

6 
Blow again trumpeter — conjure war's alarums. 

Swift to thy spell a shuddering hum like distant thunder rolls, 
Lo, where the arm'd men hasten — lo, mid the clouds of dust the 

glint of bayonets, 
I see the grime-figu:ed cannoneers, I mark the rosy flash amid the 

smoke, I hear the cracking of the guns ; 
Nor war alone — thy fearful music-song, wild player, brings every 

siffht of fear. 
The deeds of ruthless brigands, rapine, murder — I hear the cries 

for help ! 
I see ships foundering at sea, I behold on deck and bekyw deck 

the terrible ubleaus. 
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InimpetcT, methinks I un mysHf the b mra mcni tfeoo 
Thou raclt'sl my heart, my brain — thou morest, ' 

gcsl them at will ; 
And now Ihy sullen notes send daikncas through mt 
Thou takcst away all cheering light, all hope, 

1 see the enslaved, Uic overthrown, the hun, the 

whole earth, 
I reel the measureless shame and humtliatiott of mf ■ 

becomes all mine, 
Mine too the revenges of hnmonity, the wiongi of i^u^ 

feuds and hatreds, 
Utter defeat upon me weighs — all lost — the foe vk 
(Vet 'mid the niins Pride coIobuI stands unshaken ' 
Endurance, resolution to the last.) 



Now tnimpcter for thy close. 

Vouchsafe a higher strain than any yet. 

Sing to my soul, renew its languishing faith and hope. 

Rouse up my slow belief, give me some visioa of Ibc ft 

Give me for once its prophecy and joy. 

O glad, exulting, culminating song ! 

A vigor more than eart>i'B is in thy notes, 

Marches of victory — man disenthral'd — the COU(|UBni 

Hynms to the universal God from universal mra^aD jfifl 

A reborn race appears — a perfect wodd, all joy I 

Women and men in wiadom innocence and beatth — all )a| 

Riotous lauding bacchanals fill'd with joy I 

War, sorrow, suffering gone — the rank earth pmged— i 

but )oy left I 
The ocean fill'd with joy — the atmosphere all Joy ! 
Joy t joy I in freedom, worship, lore ! joy in the ccAaqr at 
Enough to merely be ! enough to btcathe ! 
Joy I joy ! all over joy I 



TO A LOCOMOTIVE IN WINTER, 

TtaD for my recitative. 

Thee in the driving dorm even as now, the now, the «■■ 

declining, 
Hwe in thy Mooply, thy tDcMWT'd dual thiDbfainf aad A| 

coanmn. 
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Thjr black qrlindric body, golden \tnm and nlveiy steel. 

Thy ponderous side-bars, parallel and connecting rods, gyrating, 

shnttling at thy sides, 
Thy metrical, now swelling pant and roar, now tapering in the 

distance. 
Thy great protruding head-light fix'd in front. 
Thy long, pale, floating vapor-pennants, tinged with delicate 

purple. 
The dense and murkv clouds out-bekhing from thy smoke-stack. 
Thy knitted frame, thy springs and valves, the tremulous twinkle 

of thy wheels. 
Thy train of cars behind, obedient, merrihr following. 
Through gale or calm, now swift, now slack, yet steadily careering ; 
Type of the modem — emblem of motion and power — pulse of 

the continent. 
For once come serve the Muse and merge in verse, even as here 

I see thee, 
With storm and buffeting gusts of wind and fidling snow. 
By day thy warning ringing bell to sound its notes, 
%f night Uiy silent signal lamps to swing. 

Fierce-throated beauty I 

Roll through my cluuit with all thy lawless music, thy swinging 

lamps at night. 
Thy madly-whistled laughter, echoing, rumbling like an earth- 

quiJce, rousing all. 
Law of thyself complete, thine own track firmly holding, 
(No sweetness debonair of tearful harp or glib piano thine,) 
Thy trills of shrieks by rocks and hills retum'd, 
Launch'd o'er the prairies wide, across the lakes. 
To the free skies unpent and glad and strong. 



O MAGNET-SOUTH. 

O maoht-South I O glistening perfumed South ! mv South ! 

O quick mettle, rich blood, impulse and love ! good and evil 1 O 

all dear to me I 
O dear to me my birth-things — all moving things and the trees 

where I was bom — the grains, plants, rivers. 
Dear to me my own slow slug^sh rivers where they flow, distant, 

over flats of silvery sands or through swamps. 
Dear to me the Roanoke, the Savannah, the Altamahaw, the 

Pedee, the Tombigbee, the Santee, the Coosa and the 

Sabine, 
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pensive, far away wandering, I return with my soul to 

their banks again, 
Again in Florida I float on transparent lakes, I float on the Okee- 
chobee, I cross the hummock-land or through p**^***"* 
openings or dense forests, 

1 see the parrots in the woods, I see the pq)aw-tree and the blos- 

soming titi ; 
Again, sailing in my coaster on deck, I coast off Georgia, I coatt 

up the Carolinas, 
I see where the live-oak is growing, I see where the yeOow^pine. 

the scented bay-tree, the lemon and orange, the cypies. 

the graceful palmetto, 
I pass rude sea-headlands and enter Pamlico sound through as 

inlet, and dart my vision inland ; 
O the cotton plant ! the growing fields of rice, sugar, hemp ! 
The cactus guarded with thorns, the laurel-tree with large white 

flowers. 
The range afar, the richness and barrenness, the old woods 

charged with mistletoe and trailing moss. 
The piney odor and the gloom, the awful natural stilhiess, (bcrr 

in these dense swamps the freebooter carries his gun, and 

the fugitive has his conceal 'd hut ;) 
O the strange fascination of these half-known half-impasabk 

swamps, infested by reptiles, resounding with the beOov 

of the alligator, the sad noises of the night-owl and the 

wild-cat, and the whirr of the rattlesnake, 
The mocking-bird, the American mimic, singing all the forenooo. 

singing through the moon-lit night, 
The humming-bird, the wild turkey, the raccoon, the opossum ; 
A Kentucky corn-field, the tall, graceful, long-leavVi com, slcmkr. 

flapping, bright green, with tassels, with beautiful ears each 

well-sheath'd in its husk ; 
O my heart ! O tender and fierce pangs, I can stand them not I 

will depart ; 
O to be a Virginian where I grew up ! O to l)c a Carolinian ! 
O longings irrepressible ! O I will go back to old Tennessee imi 

never wander more. 



MANNAHATTA. 

I WAS asking for something specific and perfect for my city, 
Whereu|K)n lo I upsprang the aboriginal name. 

Now I see what there is in a name, a word, Uquid, sane, unnilj. 
musical, sclf-sufhcicnt. 
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I see that the word of my city it that word from of old. 
Because I see that word nested in nests of water-bays, soperbi 
Rich, hemm*d thick all around with sailships and steamshipsy an 

island sixteen miles long, solid-founded. 
Numberless crowded streets, high growths of iron, slender, itroog, 

light, splendidly uprising toward clear skies, 
Tides swift and ample, well-loved by me, toward sundown. 
The flowing sea-currents, the little islands, larger adjoining islaiids» 

the heights, the villas. 
The countless masts, the white shore-steamers, the lighters, the 

ferry-boats, the black sea-steamers well-moderd, 
The down-town streets, the jobbers' houses of business, the houses 

of business of the ship-merchants and money-broken, the 

river-streets. 
Immigrants arriving, fifteen or twenty thousand in a week. 
The carts hauling goods, the manly race of drivers of horses, die 

brown-faced sailors. 
The summer air, the bright sun shining, and the sailing ckmds 

aloft. 
The winter snows, the sleigh-bells, the broken ice in the river, 

passing along up or down with the flood-tide or ebb-tide. 
The mechanics of the city, the masters, well-form'd, beautiftil- 

faced, looking you straight in the eyes, 
Trottoirs throng'd, vehicles, Broadway, the women, the shops and 

shows, 
A million people — manners free and superb — open voices^ 

hospitality — the most courageous and friendly young men, 
City of hurried and sparkling waters I city of spires and masts I 
City nested in bays I my city I 



ALL IS TRUTH, 

ME, man of slack faith so long, 
Standing aloof, denying portions so long, 
C^nly aware to-day of compact all-difliisctl truth. 
Discovering to-day there is no lie or form of lie, and can be 

but grows as inevitably upon itself as the truth does upon 
itself 
Or as any law of the earth or any natural production of the eaith 
does. 

(This is curious and may not be realixed immediately, but it man 
be realized, 

1 feel in myself that I represent (idsehoods equally with the ical» 
And that the universe does.) 
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Where has bi]'d a perfect ntuni indiflcrent of l>ei or the 1 
Is it upon the ground, or in •nUt or fire? or tn the tpirh of a 
or in ihc meal and blood ? 

Meditating among liars and retreating stemlf into TOfttM, I 

that there are really no liars ur lies afier aO, 
And that nothing fails its perfect return, and ihjt what a 

lies are perfect returns, 
And thai each thing exactly rcprc&cnti itself onit what has p 

ceded it. 
And that the imth includes all, and ts compad jost as a 

space is compact, 
And that there is no flaw or vacuum in the amount of the t 

but that all is truth without exception ; 
And henceforth 1 will go celebrate any thing I tec 
And sing and laugh aiid deny nothing. 

A RIDDLE SONC'^ 

That whidi dudes this verse and any vene. 

Unheard by sharpest ear, unform'd in clearest eye or 

mind. 

Nor lore nor fame, nor happiness nor wealth, 
And yet the pulse of every heart and life throughoat tte 

incessanthr. 
Which yoa and 1 and all pursuing ever ever miss, 
Open but still a secret, the real of the teal, in illuBkMi, 
Costless, vouchsafed to each, yet never ouui the owtta*. 
Which poets vainly seek to piit in rhyme, historians in praw^ 
Which sculptor never rhisel'd yet, nor painter painted. 
Which vocalist never sung, nor orator nor actor ever utUi'dL 
Invoking here and now I challenge for my song. 

Indiflcrendy. 'mid public, private haunts, in soblade. 
Behind the mountain and the wood. 

Companion of the city's busiest streets, through the aawnU 
. It and iu radiations constantly glide. 

I' la kxAs of fiur unconscious babes, 
Ot Krmgehr in the coffin'd dead. 
Or ibow of breaking dasm or stais \n ni^^ 
Aisonw disMlving delicale fihn of dreatni, 
Rdtag )M Hogcring. 

jwo nUle bwilhi of wofda conipnsiiig it, 

Tira avrds, yet all from Atsi to lost comprised in it. 
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How ardentlv for it I 

How many ships have sail*d and sunk for it I 

How manv travelers started from their homes and ne'er ittum'd I 

How much of genius boldly staked and lost for it ! 

What countless stores of beauty, love, ventur'd for it I 

How all superbest deeds since Time began are traceable to it — 

and shall be to the end ! 
How all heroic martyrdoms to it I 

How, justified by it, the horrors, evils, battles of the earth I 
How the bright fascinating lambent flames of it, in every age and 

land, have drawn men's eyes, 
Rich as a sunset on the Norway coast, the sky, the islands, and the 

clif&. 
Or midnight's silent glowing northern lights unreachable. 

Haply God's nddle it, so vague and yet so certain, 
The soul for it, and all the visible universe for it. 
And heaven at last for it 



EXCELSIOR. 

Who has gone Cuthest? for I would go fruther, 

And who has been just? for I would be the most just person of 

the earth. 
And who most cautious? for I would be more cautious. 
And who has been happiest? O I think it is I — I think do one 

was ever happier than I, 
And who has lavish'd all ? for I lavish constantly the best I have. 
And who proudest? for I think I have reason to be the proudest 

SOD alive — for I am the son of the brawny and tall-topt 

city, 
And who has been bold and true ? for I would be the boldest and 

truest being of the universe, 
And who benevolent ? for I would show more benevolence than 

all the rest, 
And who has received the love of the most friends? for I know 

what it is to receive the passionate love of many friends. 
And who possesses a perfect and enamour'd body? for I do not 

believe any one possesses a more perfect or enamour'd 

body than mine. 
And who thinks the amplest thoughts? for I would surround thoae 

thoughts. 
And who has made hymns fit for the earth? for I am mad widi de- 
vouring ecstasy to make joyous hymns lor the whole eaitfL 



/, 
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AH POVERTIES, MnNCINCS, AND SUUCV R£T1t£, 

Ah poverties, winciogs, and sulky rcticau, 

Ah you foes that in conflict have overcome me, 

(For whst is my life or any man's life but a cooAkt with fai 

old, the incessant war?) 
You degradations, you tussle with passions and i^fpctitc^ 
Vou smarts from dissatisfied friendships, (ah wocuidi Ihie A 

of all!) 
You toil of painful and choked aiticulations, )'oa rai iiiiiK^i 
Vou shallow tongue-talks at tables, (my tongue the thiHrm 

any;) 
You broken resolutions, you rorking angcn, you sniotha'd a 
Ah think not )-ou finally triumph, my real >elf haa ytH lo 

forth. 
It shall yet march forth o'ermaslcring. till oil lies 
It shall yet stand up the soldier of ultimate victofy. 



THOUGHTS. 
Or public opinion. 
Of a calm and cool flat sooner or later, (hoir 

certain and findl 1) 
Of the President witli pale &ce asking secretly to 

wiU the pfof-lt say atlastl 
Of the frivolous Juilge — of liie cooMpl 

Mayor — of such as these staniling helplew 1 
Of the mumbling and screaming print, (mod, aooa 
Of the Icncning year by year of vencrabli^cM, and of 

of officers, statutes, pulpits schools. 
Of the riung forever taller and stronger and broader of tfae 

tions of men and women, and of Self-^slreni and 

•onality ; 
Of the true New World — of the Democracies 




Of the conformity of politics, armies, navies, to them. 
Of the thiniiig sun by them — of the inherent tight, 

the rest. 
Of Um envelopment of aU by them, and the rffiwion of a| 

tbem. 

MEDIUMS. 

TteriluD irke in tlte Sates, 

TlK]r alwn ivport Nature, bin, pfaytiotogy, and happjm^ 

t^tj ihall iUimraie Detnocrary and the kotunoa. 
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They shall be alimentive, amative, perceptive, 

They shall be complete women and men, their pose brawny and 

supple, their drink water, their blood clean and dear, 
They shall fully enjov materialism and the sight of products, they 

shall enjoy the sight of the beef, lumber, bread-stuA, of 

Chicago the great city, 
They shall train themselves to go in public to become orators and 

oratresses, 
Strong and sweet shall their tongues be, poems and materials of 

poems shall come from their lives, they shall be makers 

and finders, 
Of them and of their works shall emerge divine conveyers, to 

convey gospeb, 
Characters, events, retrospections, shall be convey'd in gospeb, 

trees, animals, waters, shall be convey'd, 
Death, the ftiture, the invisible fiuth, shall all be convey'd. 



WEAVE IN, MY HARDY LIFE. 

Weavk in, weave in, my hardy life, 

Weave yet a soldier strong and fuU for great campaigns to come. 

Weave in red blood, weave sinews in like ropes, the senses, sight 

weave in. 
Weave lasting sure, weave day and night the weft, the warp, 

incessant weave, tire not, 
(We know not what the use O life, nor know the aim, the end, 

nor really aught we know, 
But know the work, the need goes on and shall go on, the death- 

envelop'd march of peace as well as war goes on,) 
For great campaigns of peace the same the wiry threads to weave, 
We know not why or what, yet weave, forever weave. 



SPAIN, 1873-74. 

Oirr of the murk of heaviest clouds. 

Out of the feudal wrecks and heap'd-up skeletons of kings, 

Out of that old entire European debris, the shattcr'd mummeries, 

Ruin'd cathedrals, crumble of palaces, tombs of priests, 

Lo, Freedom's features fresh undimm'd look forth — the same 

immortal face looks forth ; 
(A glimpse as of thy Mother's &ce Columbia, 
A tHa^ significant as of a swoid. 
Beaming towards thee.) 



I. 
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Nor think wc forget thee matenuJ ; 

Lsg'd'st thou so long? shall the clouds close a^un opon thee? 
Ah, but thou hast thyself now apfKu'd to in — are know Ifaec, 
lliou hast given us a sure proof, the ^mpae of thyself, 
lliou waitest there as everywhere thy time. 



BY BROAD POTOMACS SHORE. 

' Bv txoad Potomac's share, again old tongue, 
(Still uttering, still ejaculating, const never cease thU babUcT) 
Again old heart so gay, again to you, your sense, the Ml ft 

spring reluming. 
Again the freshness and the odon, again Virginia's sumB i 

pellucid blue and silver. 
Again the forenoon purple of the hiUi, 
Again the deathless graxs, so noiseless soft and greca. 
Again the blood-red roses lilooining. 

Perfume this book of mine O blood-red roses 1 
Lave subtly with your waters every line Potomac I 
Give mc of you O spring, before I close, to put 

pages! 
O forenoon purple of the hills, before I close, of yoa I 
O deathless grasa, of you I 



FROM FAR DAKOTA'S CASONS. 

fant jj. 1876. 

From far Dakota's caAons, 

Lands of the wild ravine, the dusky Sioux, the lonesocDe 

the silence, 
H^Iy to-day a mounifiil wail, haply a trumpei-notc for be 

The battle-bultctin. 

The Indian ambuwarle, the craft, the fatal enritimrocDt, 
The cavalry companies fighlins to the last in stenicst ~ 
In the midst of their little drde, with their Uaughtcr'd 

breastworks, 
The M of Custer and all his ofBccrs and met). 

Continua yet the old, old legend of tna race, 
The loftiest of life upheld by death. 
The ancient banner perfecdy maintain'd, 
O lesson opportune, O how I welcome thee I 
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As sitting in dark days, 

Lone, si&yy through the time's thick murk k>oking in vain for Ugiili 

for hope, 
From unsuspected parts a fierce and momentary proof, 
(The sun there at the centre though conceal'd, 
Electric life forever at the centre,) 
Breaks forth a lightning flash. 

Thou of the tawny flowing hair in battle, 

I erewhile saw, with erect head, pressing ever in front, bearing a 

bright sword in thy hand. 
Now ending well in death the splendid feverof thy deeds, 
(I bring no dirge for it or thee, I bring a glH triumphal sonnet,) 
Desperate and glorious, aye in defeat roost desperate, mostgkmoos, 
After thy many battles in which never yielding up a gun or a cofor, 
Leaving behiml thee a memory sweet to soldiers, 
Thou yieldest up thyself. 



OLD WAR-DREAMS. 

In midnight sleep of many a face of anguish. 

Of the look at fint of the mortally wounded, (of that indescribable 

took,) 
Of the dead on their backs with arms extended wide, 
1 dream, 1 dream, I dream. 

Of scenes of Nattue, fields and mountains. 

Of skies so beauteous after a storm, and at night the moon so 

unearthly bright, 
Shining sweetly, shining down, where we dig the trenches and 

gather the heaps, 

I dream, I dream, I dream. 

Long have they pass'd, (aces and trenches and fields. 

Where through the carnage I moved with a callous composure, 

or away firom the OEdlen, 
Onward I sped at the time — but now of their forms at ni^t, 
I dream, I dream, I dreanu 



THICK-SPRINKLED BUNTING. 

Thick-sprinkled bunting ! flag of stars ! 

Long yet your road, foteful flag — long yet your road, and Hned 
with bloody death, 



^68 L£Af£S OF CRASX 

For ihe priic I sec at issue at last is ihc world. 

All its ships and shores I sec Intciwov-eo with yonr t 

bajinei; 

Dream'iJ again tlic flags of kings, highest bomc, to Asoai rani 
O hasten flag of raaii — O with sure and Mcady atcp^ pa 

highest flags of kings, 
Walk supreme tu the heavens mighty symljol — run op A 

them oU, 
Flag of stars ! thick- sprinkled btinting I 

WHAT BEST I SEE IN THEE. 

T0V.S.G. fitmt^4/nm Ui Wwtfi 7Wr. 

What best I sec in thee. 

Is not that where ihoii mov'st down history's gremt h i ghwj u. 

Ever undimm'd by time shoots warlike victory's danle. 

Or that thou sat'st where Washington sat, ruling the bod ■■ f* 

Or thou the man whom feudal Europe feted, vcaenbli i 

swarm 'd upon, 
^Vho walk'd with kings with even pace Ihe rouDd «atld*i pM 

nadc; 
But that in forvign lands, in all thy walks with kings. 
Those prairie sovereigns of the West, Kansas, Mlssoari, Dbot 
Ohio's, Indiana's millions, comrades, fanners, soldki^ al M 

front. 
Invisibly with thee walking with kings with even piocc tfac w 

world's |)romenadc. 
Were all so justifled. 

' SPIRIT THAT FORhTD THIS SCENlC^ 

WriUtn <•• AMI> cam. Ciiwyttm. 

ftwr that fonn'd this scene, 
fTIicsc tumbled rock-piles grim and red, 
\ These reckless heaven -ambitious peaks, 
■IlKBe gorges, lurbolenl-dear strcanu, tM* naked bKAoKm, 
vTlicse fonnlcss wild arrays, lor lasons of their own, 
bI know thee, savage spint — w e hsre comrauned tog ct bg , 
llCine too such wira arrays, for reasons of iheii own ; 

Was't charged against my chant* they had foraotten art? 

To fiise within thcrosehres its rules precise ana ddicaicve? 

Tbe lyrist's measur'd beat, the wn>ught-oai temple's giaoc— 
column and potish'd arch forgot ? 

But thou that melcst here —spirit that form'd this scene, 
Ulbey have renteinber*d thee. 
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AS I WALK THESE BROAD MAJESTIC DAYS. 

As I walk these broad majestic ^ys of peace, 

(For the war, the struggle of blood finished, wherein, O terrific 

Ideal, 
Against vast odds erewhile having gloriously won, 
Now thou stridest on, yet perhaps in time toward denser wars, 
Perhaps to engage in time in still more dreadful contests, dangers, 
linger campaigns and crises, labors beyond all others,) 
Around me I hear that eclat of the world, politics, produce, 
'I'he announcements of recognized things, science, 
The approved growth of cities and the spread of inventions. 

I see the ships, (they will last a few years,) 

The vast factories with their foremen and woricmen. 

And hear the indorsement of all, and do not object to it 

But I too announce solid things, 

Science, ships, politics, cities, factories, are not nothing, 

Like a grand procession to music of distant bugles pouring, 

triumphantly moving, and grander heaving in sight, 
They stand for realities — all is as it should be. 

Then my realities ; 

What else is so real as mine ? 

Libertad and the divine average, freedom to every slave on the 
face of the earth. 

The rapt promises and lumin^ of seers, the spiritual world, these 
centuries-lasting songs, 

And our visions, the visions of poets, the most solid announce- 
ments of any. 



A CLEAR MIDNIGHT. 

I Tms is thy hour O Soul, thy free flight into the wordless, 

I Away from books, away from art, the day erased, the lesson done, 

; Thee fiilly forth emerging, silent, gazing, pondering the themes 

I thou lovest best, 

I Night, sleep, death and the stars. 
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SONGS OF PARTING. 



AS THE TIME DRAWS NICH. 

AS the time ilraws nigh glooming a doud, 
^~^ A dtead beyond of I know not what dukeni ae. 

I shall go forth, 

I shall tnivrree the States awhile, but I cannot tell wfitiha of hF 

long, 
Perhaps soon some day or night while I am sinffing my wtee d 

suddenly cease. 

O book, O chants I must all then amount to bat this? 

Must we barely arrive at this beginning of na?— ai^ I** ' * 

enough, O soul ; 
O soul, wc have positively appeai'd — that is 



YEARS OF THE MODERN. 

Veabs of the modem ! yeais of the unpcrforra'd I 

Your horizon rises, I sec it parting awny for more magun de^H 

I sec not America only, not only Ulieriy's nation bat other dm 

preparing, 
I see tirmcndous entrances and exits, new combmatkiaa, tkc a 

daiity of races, 
I see that force advancing with incnstOile power cm the «rf 

stage, 
(Have the old forces, the old mus. played their pans? mt fl 

acts suitable to them clooed ?) 
I see Freedom, completely aim'd and vjctocious and voy li 

with Law on one side and Peace on the other. 
A stupendous trio all tHUieg forth against the Mea oT ^^wj ■ 
What historic denoocinents are tbete we to npidhr cpaRMBlif 1 



1 see the frontiers and boundaries of the c 

I see tiw landmarks of Eoropean kin^ removed. 

I He this day the Pet^ beginning their bndraarki^ (il « 

give way;) 
never were inch iharp i]iicstiotis uk'd as thh day. 
Never was avnage man, his soul, nunc coergetk:, more I 
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Lo, how he urges and urges, leaving the masses no rest ! 

His daring foot is on land and sea everywhere, he colonizes the 

Pacific, the archipelagoes, 
With the steamship, the electric telegraphy the newspaper, the 

wholesale engines of war, 
With these and the world-spreading factories he interlinks all 

geography, all lands ; 
What whispers are these O lands, running ahead of you, passing 

under the seas? 
Are all nations communing? is there going to be but one heart to 

the globe? 
Is humanity forming en-masse? for lo^ tyrants tremble, crowns 

grow dim, 
The eail^, restive, confronts a new era, perhaps a general divine war, 
No one knows what will happen next, such portents fill the days 

and nights ; 
Years prophetical ! the space ahead as I walk, as I vainly try to 

pierce it, is full of phantoms, 
Unborn deeds, things soon to be, project their shapes around me, 
This incredible rush and heat, this strange ecstatic fever of dreams 

O years 1 
Your dreams O years, how they penetrate through me ! (I know 

not whether I sleep or wake ;) 
The performed America and Europe grow dim, retiring in shadow 

behind me, 
The unperform'd, more gigantic than ever, advance, advance upon 

me. 

ASHES OF SOLDIERS. 

Ashes of soldiers South or North, 
As I muse retrospective murmiuing a chant in thought. 
The war resumes, again to my sense your shapes. 
And again the advance of the armies. 

Noiseless as mists and vapors. 

From their graves in the trenches ascending, 

From cemeteries all through Virginia and Tennessee, 

From every point of the compass out of the countless graves. 

In wafted clouds, in myriads laige, or squads of twos or threes or 

single ones they come. 
And silendy gather round me. 

Now sound no note O trumpeters, 

Not at the head of my cavalry parading on spirited horses, 
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With sabres drawn and glisteaing, and caituMS bjr tbcir ik 

avf brave horeemen '. 
My handsome tan-iaccd bunemen ! what hie, viiat jojr ■■ 
With all the perils were yotrn. ) 

Nor you dnimmcre, neither at rcTcilM al dnro. 

Nor the long roll alanning the camp, tsat rvm the tnafl 

for a burial. 
Nothing from you this lime O druiumcn bearing tajr waiBta 

But aside from these and the marts of wealth and tbe < 

promenade. 
Admitting around me comrades dose uiuccn by the n 

voiceless, 
The slain elate and alive again, the dust and ddjcit aikt^ 
I chant this chant of my silent soul in ibe name ot i 

sddiers. 

Faces so pole with wondrous cy«s, very dear, gsther dniB 
Draw close, but speak noL 

lliantoms of countless lost. 

Invisible to the rest hencefotrh become mv cotnpaiiianii 

Follow me ever — desert me not while I live. 

Sweet are the blooming cheeks of the living — swem an d 

cal \'oices sounding, 
But sweet, ah sweet, ore the dead with their silcoi eyes. 

Dearest comrtdcs. all is oi-cr and long gone, 
But love is not over — and what love, O cod 
Perfume from battle-fields rising, up from the fmor 

PcrAime thenfore my chant, Q love, iminonal lore, 
(>ive me to bathe the memories of bB dead loldten. 
Shroud them, emtalin tl 

ferfumc all — make all 

Make these ashes to nourish and 

U love, sohre all, ftuctify all with the last 



Thai I eihale \an from me wherever I go like a rooirt i 

dew. 
For the aabes of all dead •oMkn Sooth or North. 
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THOUGHTS. 



Op these years I sing, 

How they pass and have pass'd through convuls'd pains, as throogh 

{^uturitions, 
How America illustrates birth, muscular youth, the promise, the 

sure fulfilment, the absolute success, despite of people — 

illustrates evil as well as good, 
The vehement struggle so fierce for unity in oneVself ; 
How many hold despairingly yet to the models departed, caste, 

myths, obedience, compulsion, and to infidelity. 
How few see the arrived models, the athletes, the Western States, 

or see freedom or spirituality, or hold any faith in results, 
(But I see the athletes, and I see the results of the war glorious 

and inevitable, and they again leading to other results.) 

How the great cities appear — how the Democratic masses, turbu- 
lent, wilful, as I love them. 

How the whirl, the contest, the wrestle of evil with good, the 
sounding and resounding, keep on and on. 

How society waits unform'd, and is for a while between things 
ended and things begun. 

How America is the continent of glories, and of the triumph of 
freedom and of the Democracies, and of the fruits of so- 
ciety, and of all that is begun. 

And how the States are complete in themselves — and how all 
triumphs and glories are complete in theniselves, to lead 
onward, 

And how these of mine and of the States will in their turn be con- 
vuls'd, and serve other parturitions and transitions, 

And how all people, sights, combinations, the democratic masses 
too, serve — and how every fact, and war itself, with all its 
horrors, serves. 

And how now or at any time each serves the exquisite transition 
of death. 



Of seeds dropping into the ground, of births. 

Of the steady concentration of America, inland, upward, to im- 
pregnable and swarming places. 

Of what Indiana, Kentucky, Arkansas, and the rest, are to be, 

Of what a few years will show there in Nebraska, ColoradOi 
Nevada, and the rest, 

(Or afar, mounting the Northern Pacific to Sitka or Aliaaka,) 
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Of what the feuilUgc of America is the prcpuition far — mA 4 

what all sights, Nonh, South, East and WoL, an. 
Of this Union weldcil in bloo<l, of the solemn price paid, of At 

unnamed lost ever present in my mind ; 
Of the tempoTary use of materials for identity** ««ke. 
Of the present, passing, departing — of the growth <rf 

men than any yci. 
Of all sloping down there where the &esh free gircr ll 

the Mississippi flows. 
Of mighty inland cities yet iinsmvcy'd and Ul 
Of the new and good names, of the modem 

inalienable homesteads. 
Of a free and original life tlierc, of simple diet and dam i 

sweet blood. 
Of litheness, majestic fices, dear eyes, and perfect phnaqoe * 
Of immense spiritual results future yean far West, each nde rf i 

Anahuacs, 
Of these songs, well undenlood there, (being mule far that mi 
Of the native scorn of grossness and gain llterc, 
(O it lurks in me night and day — wtui ii gain «fier atU to on 

ncss and freedom t) 

SONG AT SUNSET. 

SPI.ENDOX of ended day floating and fnUt^ me, 
Hour prophetic, hour resuming the past. 
Inflating my ihroal, you divine a\-rragc, 
You earth and life till the last ray glcarus I sing. 

Open mouth of my soul uttering gladnen, 
%m of my soul seeing perfection. 
Natural life of me fai^fully praising ihin^ 
Corroborating forever the triumph of Uunga. 

ShiStrkMis every 

nbutrknu what \ 

lUuitrious the mystery uf motion in all beings, even 

insect, 

Illustrious the attribute of tpeecli. the seines, the bodjr, 
Dlutfriotu the paasing light — tDuHrious the pale r e fle cii Mi M 

new moon in the westera sky, 
nhutrioua «4>atcvet I sec or hc«r or touch, to die Int. 

Good fnaO, 

In the MtiAction and iptomb ot aniinth. 



space, sphere of untumiber'd wMBw 
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In the annual return of the seasons, 

In the hilarity of youth, 

In the strength and flush of manhood, 

In the grandeur and exquisiteness of old age. 

In the superb vistas of death. 

Wonderful to depart I 
Wonderful to be here ! 

The heart, to jet the all-alike and innocent blood ! 
To breathe the air, how delicious ! 
To speak — to walk — to seize something by the hand ! 
To prepare for sleep, for bed, to look on my rose-color'd flesh ! 
To be conscious of my body, so satisfied, so large ! 
To be this incredible God I am ! 

To have gone forth among other Gods, these men and women I 
love. 

Wonderful how I celebrate you and myself ! 

How my thoughts play subdy at the spectacles around ! 

How the clouds pass silently overhead ! 

How the earth darts on and on ! and how the sun, moon, stars, 

dart on and on ! 
How the water sports and sings ! (surely it is alive !) 
How the trees rise and stand up, with strong trunks, with branches 

and leaves 1 
(Surely there is something more in each of the trees, some living 

soul.) 

O amazement of things — even the least particle 1 
O spirituality of things ! 

strain musical flowing through ages and continents, now reaching 

me and America ! 

1 take your strong chords, intersperse them, and cheerfully pass 

them forward. 

I too carol the sun, usher'd or at noon, or as now, setting, 

I too throb to the brain and beauty of the earth and of all the 

growths of the earth, 
I too have felt the resistless call of myself. 

As I steam'd down the Mississippi, 
As I wander'd over the prairies, 

As I have lived, as I have look'd through my windows my eyes. 
As I went forth in the morning, as I beheld the light breaking in 
the east. 
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As I bathed on the beach of the Eastern Sea, and 

beach of the Western Sea, 
As I roam'd the streets of inland Chicago, whatever streeti I 

roam'd, 
Or cities or silent woods, or even amid the sights of war. 
Wherever I have been I have charged myself with cootcnc 

and triumph. 

I sing to the last the equalities modem or ddy 
1 sing the endless finales of things, 
I say Nature continues, glory continues, 
I praise with electric voice, 

l^^or I do not see one imperfection in the universe. 
And I do not see one cause or result lamentable at litt a 
universe. 

setting sun ! though the time has come, 

1 still warble under you, if none else does, unmiti 



AS AT THY PORTALS ALSO DEATH. 

I As at thy portals also death, 

I Entering thy sovereign, dim, illimitable grounds, 

T'> memories of my mother, to the divine blending, materam 

To her, buried and gone, yet buried not, gone not from mt, 

( I sec again the calm benignant face fresh and beautiful stiL 

I sit by the form in the coffin, 

1 kiss and kiss convulsively again the sweet old lips, the cjjc 
the closed eyes in the coffin ;) 

'i'o her, the ideal woman, practical, spiritual, of all of carti. 
love, to me the best, 

I ^ave a monumental line, before I go, amid these songs. 

And set a tombstone here. 



MY LEGACY. 

The business man the acquirer vast. 

After assiduous years sun'cying results, preparing for departur 

1 )c vises houses and lands to his children, beiiueaths stocks. r> 

funds for a s<:liool or hospital, 
Ixraves muncy to certain com] Kin ions to buy tokens, souvnun 

gems and ^'old. 

But I, my life sun-eying, closing. 
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With nothing to show to devise from its idle years, 

Nor houses nor lands, nor tokens of gems or gold for my friends, 

Yet certain remembrances of the war for you, and after you. 

And litde souvenirs of camps and soldiers, with my love, 

I bind together and bequeath in this bundle of songs. 



PENSIVE ON HER DEAD GAZING. 

Pensive on her dead gazing I heard the Mother of All, 
Desperate on the torn bodies, on the forms covering the batde- 

fields gazing, 
(As the last gun ceased, but the scent of the powder-smoke 

linger'd,) 
As she call'd to her earth with mournful voice while she stalk'd, 
Absorb them well O my earth, she cried, I charge you lose not 

my sons, lose not an atom. 
And you streams absorb them well, taking their dear blood. 
And you local spots, and you airs that swim above lightly 

impalpable. 
And all you essences of soil and growth, and you my rivers' depths. 
And you mountain sides, and the woods where my dear children's 

blood trickling redden'd. 
And you trees down in your roots to bequeath to all future trees. 
My dead absorb or South or North — my young men's bodies 

absorb, and their precious precious blood. 
Which holding in trust for me faithfully back again give me many 

a year hence. 
In unseen essence and odor of surface and grass, centuries hence, 
In blowing airs from the fields back again give me my darlings, 

give my immortal heroes, 
Exhale me them centuries hence, breathe me their breath, let not 

an atom be lost, 
O years and graves ! O air and soil ! O my dead, an aroma sweet ! 
Exhale them perennial sweet death, years, centuries hence. 

' • <5aMPS of GREEN. 

Not alone those camps of white, old comrades of the wars. 
When as order'd forward, after a long march. 
Footsore and weary, soon as the light lessens we halt for the night, 
Some of us so fatigued carrying Uie gun and knapsack, dropping 

asleep in our tracks. 
Others pitching the litde tents, and the fires lit up begin to 

sparkle. 
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Outposts of pickets posted siiirotindtnc alert thtan^ ibm A 
And a word provided for cuunteni)^, careful fur sifctjr 
Till to (he coll of the dninunere ai daybteak loudly 

drums. 
We rise up refresh 'd, the ni|;ht and sleep pcHs'd over, ad 

our journey. 
Or proceed to batde. 

Lo, the camps of the tents of gKen, 

Which tlie days of peace keep fllling, and dw d^v af* 

filling. 
With a mystic anny, (is it too ordcr'd forward ? is k Hafli 

itig awhile. 
Till night and sleep pass over?) 

Now in tliose camps of green, in their teoti 
In the parents, children, husbands, wives, in 

young. 
Sleeping under the sunlight, sleeping under the 

and silent there at taal. 
Behold the mightv bivouac -IWld and waiting-cjunp 
Of the corps and generals all, and the I*rc3idci)t 

and generals all, 
;VDd of each of us O soldiers, and of each and all fai^ 

fought, 
(There without hatred we all, aS meet) 

For prcsendy O soldiers, we too camp in our piftce I 

camps of green. 
But we need not provide for outposts, no 

sign. 
Nor drummer to beat the tnoming drum. 




THE SOBBING OV THt U£LLS. ' 

t^n^migkt, s^ .»■•», .»..) n//. f^f^ 

Tri aobbing of the bells, the sudden deaihn 
The iluraborers rouse, the rapport of the People, 
(FuR well they know that message in the daiknoi. 
Full nell return, mpnnd within their hrcasb, tbdr | 

revcrbciaiiiins.) 
The passioiutc toll and dang — dty to citjr, 

punng, 
Tboae heart-beats of a Natioa m the night 
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AS THEY DRAW TO A CLOSE. 

As they draw to a close, 

Of what underlies the precedent songs — of my aims in them, 

Of the seed I have sought to plant in them, 

Of joy, sweet joy, through many a year, in them, 

(For them, for them have I lived, in them my work is done,) 

Of many an aspiration fond, of many a dream and plan ; 

Through Space and Time fUsed in a chant, and the flowing eternal 
identity, 

To Nature encompassing these, encompassing God — to the joy- 
ous, electric all. 

To the sense of Death, and accepting exulting in Death in its 
tiun the same as life. 

The entrance of man to sing ; 

To compact you, ye parted, diverse lives, 

To put rapport the mountains and rocks and streams. 

And the winds of the north, and the forests of oak and pine. 

With you O soul. 

JOY, SHIPMATE, JOY! 

Joy, shipmate, joy ! 
(Pleas'd to my soul at death I cry,) 
Our life is closed, our life begins, 
The long, long anchorage we leave, 
The ship is clear at last, she leaps ! 
She swiftly courses from the shore, 
Joy, shipmate, joy. 

THE UNTOLD WANT. 

The untold want by life and land ne'er granted, 
Now voyager sail thou forth to seek and And. 



PORTALS. 

What are those of the known but to ascend and enter the 

Unknown ? 
And what are those of life but for Death? 



THESE CAROLS. 

These carols sung to cheer my passage through the world I see, 
For completion I dedicate to the Invisible World. 
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NOW FINALt TO THE SHOR 

Now finals to the shor«. 

Now land and life finals and farewell, 

Now Voyager deport, (much, much for thee ia yet ii 

Ol^en enough hast thou advcntur'd o'er tbc teat. 

Cautiously cruising, studying the charts. 

Duly again lo port and hawser'n tie rctunung ; 

But now obey thy cherish 'd secret wish, 

Embrace thy friends, leave all in order. 

To port and hawser's tie no more retumii^. 

Depart upon thy endless cruise old Sailor. 



SO LONGI 

To conclude, I announce what comes after n 

I remember I said before my leaves sprang at all, 
I would raise my voice jocuml and strong whh 



When America docs what was promis'd, 

When through these States walk a hundred i 

persons. 
When the rest part away for superb penons and o 
When breeds of the most perfect mothers denote i 
Then to me and mine our due fruition. 

1 have press'd through in my own right, 

I have sung the bouy and the soul, war an! j 

and the tougi of life and dcUh, 
And the songs of birth, and shown that tliete a 

I have offer'd my iKjic to every one, I hare } 

dent step; 

While my pleasure is yet at the full I whiqier & i 
And take the young woman's hand and IM 

the lost time. 

I announce notunl perwna to arise, 

I announce justice triumphant, 

I announce uncompromising Uberty and 

I announce the justificatiat of candor inA 
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I announce that the identity of these States is a single identity 
only, 
announce the Union more and more compact, indissoluble, 
announce splendors and majesties to make all the previous poli- 
tics of the earth insignificant 

announce adhesiveness, I say it shall be limidess, unloosen'd, 
say you shall yet find the friend you were looking for. 

announce a man or woman coming, perhaps you are the one, 
{So long /) 

announce the great individual, fluid as Nature, chaste, affection- 
ate, compassionate, fully arm'd. 

announce a life that shall be copious, vehement, spiritual, bold, 
announce an end that shall lighdy and joyfully meet its transla- 
tion. 

announce myriads of youths, beautiful, gigantic, sweet-blooded, 
announce a race of splendid and savage old men. 

O thicker and faster — {So long /) 
O crowding too close upon me, 
foresee too much, it means more than I thought, 
t appears to me I am dying. 

Hasten throat and sound your last, 

Salute me — salute the days once more. Peal the old cry once 
more. 

Screaming electric, the atmosphere using. 

At random glancing, each as I notice absorbing. 

Swiftly on, but a little while alighting, 

Curious envelop'd messages delivering. 

Sparkles hot, seed ethereal down in the dirt dropping. 

Myself unknowing, my commission obeying, to question it never 
daring. 

To ages and ages yet the growth of the seed leaving, 

To troops out of the war arising, they the tasks I have set promul- 
ging, 

To women certain whispers of myself bequeathing, their affection 
me more clearly explaining, 

To young men my problems offering — no dallier I — I the mus- 
cle of their brains trying. 

So I pass, a little time vocal, visible, contrary. 
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Afterward a melodious echo, passionately bent for, (detth n 

me really undying,) 
The best of me then when no longer visible, for toward that \ 

been incessantly preparing. 

What is there more, that I lag and pause and cfooch en 

with unshut mouth? 
Is there a single final farewell? 

My songs cease, I abandon them, 

From behind the screen where I hid I advance penocui}y 
to you. 

Camerado, this is no book, 
* Who touches this touches a man, 
(Is it night? are we here together alone?) 
It is I you hold and who holds you, 
I spring (rom the pages into your arms — decease calls v.yc *. 

how your fingers drowse me, 

Your breath falls around me like dew, your pulse lulls the t^ 
of my ears, 

1 feel immerged ftoia head to foot, 
Delicious, enough. 

Enough O deed impromptu and secret, 

Enough O gliding present — enough O summ*d-up past. 

Dear friend whoever you are take this kiss, 

I give it especially to you, do not forget me, 

I feel like one who has done work for the day to retire awkjc 

I receive now again of my many translations, from my a% aur 

cending, while others doubtless await me. 
An unknown sphere more real than I dream'd, more direct. 

awakening rays about me. So long ! 
Remember my words, I may again return, 
I love you, I depart fh)m materiak, 
I am as one disembodied, triumphant, dead. 
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MANNAIIATTA. 

MY city's fit and noble name resumed, 
Choice aboriginal name, with marvellous beauty, mcanin;;, 
A ro€ky founded island — shores where ever gayly dash the comin^^ 
gaingt hurrying sea waves, 

PAUMANOK. 

Sea-beauty ! stretch'd and basking ! 

One side thy inland ocean laving, broad, with copious commerce, 

steamers, sails, 
And one the Atlantic's wind caressing, fierce or gentle — mighty 

hulls dark-gliding in the distance. 
Isle of sweet brooks of drinking-water — healthy air and soil ! 
Isle of the salty shore and breeze and brine ! 

FROM MONTAUK POINT. 

I stand as on some mighty eagle's beak. 

Eastward the sea al)sorbing, viewing, (nothing but sea and sky,. 

llie tossing waves, the foam, the ships in the distance. 

The wild unrest, the snowy, curling caps — that inbound urj^e 

smd urge of waves, 
Seeking the shores forever. 

TO THOSE WHO'VE FAIL'D. 

To those who've fail'd, in aspiration vast, 

To unnam'd soldiers fallen in front on the lead. 

To calm, devoted engineers — to over-ardent travelers — to pilots 

on their ships. 
To many a lof^y song and picture without recognition — I'd rear 

a laurel -cover 'd monument, 
High, high above the rest — ^To all cut off before their time, 
Possess'd by some strange spirit of fire, 
Quench'd by an early death. 
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A CAROL CLOSING SIXTV-NINB. 



A carol closing siKty-iiioc — a rimmi — a rqjctitioo. 

My tioes in joy and hope continuing an the sunct 

Of yc, O God, Life, Nature, Freedom, Poetry ; 

Of you, my Land — youi riv-ers, (irairic*, Suic* — ytm, w 

Flag ! love. 
Your aggregate retain'd entire — Of north, south, east tad 

your items all ; 
Of me myself— the jocund he.-tri yet beating in my bnait. 
The body wreck'd, old, poor aud paralyzed— the stmtp ii 

falling pall-like round me. 
The burning fires down in my sluggish blood not yet 
The undiminish'd faith — the groups of loviag rricMs. 

THE BRAVEST SOLDIERS. 
Bnve, brave were the soldiera (high named io-d*y) «to I 

through the fight ; 
But the bravest press'd to the front and (Ml, unnamed, nofai 

A FONT OF TYPE. 

This latent mine — these unlaunch'd voices — pMuonale p(m 
Wralh, argument, or praise, or comic leer, or |iniyer 
(Not nonpareil, brevier, bourgeois, long primtr nerdy,) 
These ocean waves arousablc lo fury and to death. 
Or sooth'd to ease and sheeny sua and sleep, 
Within the pallid ilivera slumbering. 

AS I SIT WRITING HERE. 
As I til writing here, sick and grown old. 
Not my least burden is that dulncs of the years. 
Ungracious glooms, aches, lethargy, coutipatioa, 

May filter in my daily sooga. 

UV CANARY BIRD. 

[ Did we count great, O wnl, to pcnctnuc the themes of ^ 
books, 

Abaorbing deep and full from thoughts, plays, ^ecnUtta^? 

But now from thee la me, caged bird, to feel thy '~ ' 

[ Filling the air, the lonesome room, the long 

la it not JuM as great, O soul ? 
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QUERIES TO MY SEVENTIETH YEAR. 

Approaching, neariog, curious, 

Thou dim, uoceitaio spectre — ^bringest thou life or death ? 

Strength, weakness, blindness, more paralysis and heavier? 

Or placid skies and sun ? Wilt stir the waters yet ? 

Or haply cut me short for good ? Or leave me here as now. 

Dull, parrot-like and old, with crack'd voice harping, screeching ? 

THE WALLABOUT MARTYRS. 

[In Brooklyn^ in an old vanity marked by no tfitial retcgniH^n^ lie 
kuidUd at ikis mcmeni the undoubtedly auikentie remains of the stanekett 
and earliest Krt*olutionary patriots from the British prison skips and prisons 
of the times of tjj6-^^^ in and around AVw York^ and from all over Ijong 
Island; originally buried — many thousands of tkem — in trenehes tn tie 
Wallaboui sands.] 

Greater than memory of Achilles or Ulysses, 

More, more by far to thee than tomb of Alexander, 

Those cart loads of old charnel ashes, scales and splints of 

mouldy bones. 
Once living men— once resolute courage, aspiration, strength. 
The stepping stones to thee to-day and here, America. 

THE FIRST DANDELION. 

Simple and fresh and fair from winter's close emerging, 
As if no artifice of fashion, business, politics, had ever been, 
Forth from its sunny nook of shelter'd grass — innocent, golden, 

calm as the dawn, 
The spring's first dandelion shows its trustful &ce. 

AMERICA. 

Centre of equal daughters, equal sons. 

All, all alike endear d, grown, ungrown, >x>ung or old. 

Strong, ample, fair, enduring, capable, rich. 

Perennial with the Earth, with Freedom, Law and Love, 

A grand, sane, towering, seated Mother, 

Cluir'd in the adamant of Time. 

MEMORIES. 

How sweet the silent backward tracings I 
The wanderinffs as in dreams — the meditation of old times re> 
sumed — their loves, joys, persons, voyages. 
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TO-DAV AND THKE. 

Tlic appointed winncn in a tong-slrctch'd gxme i 
The couise of Time and nations— Egypt. Indu, 

Rome; 
The past entire, with all its heroes, histories, mthi, c 
lis store of songs, inventions, voyages, teacben, *'^rti, 
Girncr'd for now and thee— To think of it I 
The heirdom all converged in thee 1 

AFTER THE DAZZLE OF DAV. 

After the datzle of day is gone. 

Only the dark, dark night shows to my eya (he Stan ; 
After the clangor of organ majestic, or chorui, or perfect t 
Silent, athwart my soul, moves the symphony trtie. 

ABRAHAM UNCOI.N, BORN FEB. 13. fSo^ 

To-day, from each and all, a brcaih of pnycr — * pi 

thought, 
To memory of Him— to birth of Htm. 

PuUkh'd ttb. It, >HS. 



OUT OF MAVS SHOWS SELBCTCD. 
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Apple orchards, the trea all cover'd with blonoms 
AVhcsi fields carpeted far and near in vital cmet^ald 
The eternal, cKhaustless freshnem of each early nii 
The yellow, golden, transparent haie of (he n 
The aspiring lilac bushes with profuse purple or wbite 

HALCVON DAYS. 

Not from Micccssfal love alone. 

Nor wealth, nor honor'd middle age, nor victoria of 

war; 
'■ But as life wiuies, and all the tiubuleni ]M»ions calm, 
, As gorgeous, vapory, lilent hues cover the evening aky. 
As softness, fulnes, rest, nifTuse the frame, like frahkr, I 

air. 
As the diyi take on a mellower li^ht, and the apple u litf 

really finish'd and indolent-npe on the tree. 
Then for the teeming quietest, happiest days of all | 
rbe broodlai and blWful halcyon days I 
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FANCIES AT NAVESINK. 



THE PILOT IN THE MIST. 

Steaming the northern rapids — (an old St. Lawrence reminis- 
cence, 
A sudden memory-flash comes back, I know not why, 
Here waiting for the sunrise, gazing from this hill ;) * 
Again 'tis just at morning — a heavy haze contends with day- 
break, 
Again the trembling, laboring vessel veers me— I press through 

foam-dash'd rocks that almost touch me. 
Again I mark where aft the small thin Indian helmsman 
Looms in the mist, with brow elate and governing hand. 

HAD I THE CHOICE. 

Had I the choice to tally greatest bards. 

To limn their portraits, stately, beautiful, and emulate at will. 

Homer with all his wars and warriors — Hector, Acliillcs, Ajax, 

Or Shakspere's woe-entangled Hamlet, Lear, Othello — Tenny- 
son's fair ladies. 

Metre or wit the best, or choice conceit to wield in perfect 
rhyme, delight of singers; 

These, these, O sea, all these I'd gladly barter. 

Would you the undulation of one wave, its trick to me tfaasfcr. 

Or breathe one breath of yours upon my vene. 

And leave its odor there. 

YOU TIDES WITH CEASELESS SWELL. 

YoQ tides with ceaseless swell ! you power that does this work I 
You unseen force, centripetal, centrifugal, through vgmot^t 

spread. 
Rapport of sun, moon, earth, and all the constellations, 
What are the messages by you from distant stars to us ? what 

Sirius' ? what Capella's? 
What central heart — and you the pulse — vivifies all? what 

boundless aggregate of all ? 
What subtle indirection and significance in you ? what clue to 

all in you ? what fluid, vast identity, 
Holding the universe with all its parts as one — as sailing in a ship? 

^ Navcaliik — a •eA>side moantain, lower cntrmncc of New Yoik Bay, 
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LAST OF EBB, AXD KAYl.KiHT WAMIKO. 

Last of ebb, and daylight waning. 

Scented sea-cool landward mailing, smells of acdge 
I incoming. 

With many a half-caught voice sent ap from the eddio, 
' Many a muffled confession — many a lob and whupcr'd i 

As of speakers faj or hid. 

How they sweep down and out ! how they motter I 
Poets unnamed — artists greatest of any, with 

designs, 
Love's unresponse — a chorus of age's complaioo— Itope'i htf 

words. 
Some suicide'!) despairing cry, Ate-ay i» tkt b^mmtitu i 

never again return. 

On to oblivion then 1 

On, on, and do your part, ye burying, cbtHng tidel 

On for your lime, ye furious debouch^ I 

AXn VKT KOT vow ALOHK- 

And yet not you alone, twilight and burying ebb. 

Nor you, ye lost design* alone — nor &ilure>, a«ptratioc 

I know, dtvinc deceitful ones, your glamour's tecniing 

Duly by you, from yow, the tide and light i£airi iliiij Ik 

hinges turning. 
Duly the needed discord-parts offsetting, btendine. 
Weaving from you, from Sleep, Night, Death itself. 
The rhythmus of Birth eternal, 



1 Prondly the flood comes in, shouting, foaming, advaacia^ 
I Long it holds at the high, with bosoin broad oatnrdlLDg, 
I All throbs, dilates— the bnns, iroodi, streets of cities— vtrta 

at work, 
^ Mainsails, topsails, jibs, appear in the ofing— Mecmen* poua 
of smoke — and tuider the forenoon aan. 
Freighted with human fives, gaily the oalwind bouDd, gaflf C 

inward bound, 
Flaunting from many a <^r the flag I love. 

Vt THAT LUNG SCAN (IV WATn. 

By thai long scan of waves, myself cali'd bftck, l uuiiw d ^ 

myielf. 
In every cieat some undulating light or shade- 
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Toys, trmvelt, studies, silent panoramas — scenes epbemend. 
The long past war, the battles, hospital sights, the wounded and 

the dead. 
Myself through every by-gone phase — my idle youth— old age at 

hand, 
My three-score vears of life summ'd up, and more, and put. 
By any grand iaeal tried, intentionless, the whole a nothing, 
And haply yet some drop within God's scheme's ensemUe-HKmie 

wave, or part of wave, 
IJke one of yours, ye multitudinous ocean. 

THKN LAST OF ALL. 

Then last of all, caught from these shores, this hill. 

Of you O tides, the mystic human meaning : 

Only by law of you, your swell and ebb, enclosing me the same. 

The brain that shapes, the voice that chants this song. 



ELECTION DAY, NOVEMBER, 1884. 

If I should need to name, O Western World, your powerfiilest 
scene and show, 

*Twould not be you, Niagara — nor vou, ye limitless prairies — nor 
your huge nfts of canyons, Coionulo, 

Nor you, Yosemite — nor Yellowstone, with all its spasmic geyser- 
loops ascending to the skies, appearing and disappearing. 

Nor Oregon's white cones — nor Huron's Nslt of mighty lakes— 
nor Mississippi's stream : 

— ^This seething hemisphere's humanity, as now, I'd name — A/ 
sHU small voice vibrating — America's choosing day, 

(The heart of it not in the diosen — the act itself the main, the 
quadriennial choosing,) 

The stretch of North and South arous'd — sea-board and inland 
— Texas to Maine — the Prairie States — ^Vermont, Virginia, 
California, 

The final ballot-shower from East to West — the paradox and con- 
flict. 

The countless snow-flakes falling — (a swordleas conflict, 

Yet more than all Rome's wars of old, or modem Napoleon's:) 
the peaceful choice of all, 

Or good or ill humanity — welcoming the darker odds, the drcMS: 

— Foams and ferments the wine? it serves to purify — while the 
heart pants, life glows : 

These stormv gusts and winds waft precious ships, 

Swell'd Washington's, Jefferson's, Lincoln's sails. 
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WITH HUSKV-HAUGHTV UPS. O 5K&I 

With bosky-haughty Iip$, O sea I 
Where day and night 1 wend thy Burf-beat shore. 
Imaging to my sense thy varied Gtnnge soggcstiona, 
1 1 sec and plainly list thy ulk and confcreiKv here,) 
I Thy iroops of whitc-mancd raccn racing to the go«l. 
Thy ample, smiling Tacc, dash' d with th«){wUtnc dimplsef i 

sun, 
Thy brooding scowl and murk — thy unloos*' humcancs. 
Thy unsubdued n ess, caprices, wilfulness ; 
Great as thou art above the rest, thy many tcan— « lack fnm 

eternity in ihy content. 
(Naught but the greatest struggles, wrongs, defeab, cnoM m 

ihce greatest — no less could make thee,) 
Thy lonely slate — something thou ever aeek'tt and nek's.' 

never gain'«t. 
Surely some right withheld — some voice, in httgv taomitm 

rage, of freedom-lover pent. 
Some vast heart, like a planet's, chain'd and rhaling in Ik 

breakers. 
By leitgthen'd swell, and spasm, and panting bnath. 
And rhythmic msping of thy sands and wxves. 
And serpent htss, and savage peaU of laaghter. 
And undertones of distant lion roar, 
(Sounding, appealing to the sky's deaf car — but now, tmffi»t 1 

once, 
A phantom in the night thy confidant for once,) 
The first and last confession of the globe, 
Outsurging, muttering from Ihy soul's itofUM, 
The tale of cosmic elemental paaskm. 
Thou tellcst to a kindred soul. 



DEATH OF GENERAL GRANT. 

As one by one withdraw the loftr acton. 
^ From that great play on history's stage cteme, 
I That lurid, partial act of war and peac<— of old aod ■■•■ 

^ leitdLng, 

I Voofhl out through wrath, fean, darit dttmayi, and nttay si 

w MBpenie : 

■All paM — Aiv\ iince, in t-ountloBgnmi lereding, 

' Victor's and vanqaish'd — linailo's i ' ~ 
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Man of die might j dayt-Huid eoual to the dayi 1 

Thoa fhmi the prairies I — tangled and manj-Tein'd and hard has 

been thy part. 
To admiration has it been enacted I 



RED JACKET (FROM ALOFT.) 
\fmprompiu om Bufah City^s mommmeni Ut am^i rf^mrial of tht M Iropuis 

Upon this scene, this show, 

Yielded to-day by fashion, learning, wealth, 

( Nor in caprice alone — some grains of deepest meaning,) 

Haply, aloft, (who knows?) from distant sky-clouds' blended 

shapes. 
As some old tree, or rock or cliff, thrill'd with its soul. 
Product of Nature's sun, stars, earth direct — a towering hnman 

form. 
In hunting-shirt of film, arm'd with the rifle, a half-ironical smile 

curving its phantom lips, 
Like one of Ossian's ghosts looks down. 



WASHINGTON'S MONUMENT, FEBRUARY. 1885. 

Ah, not this marble, dead and cold : 

Far from its base and shaft expanding — the round zones circling, 
comprehending, 

Thou, Washington, art all the world's, the continents' entire — 
not yours alone, America, 

Europe's as well, in every part, castle of lord or laborer's cot. 

Or frozen North, or sultry South— the African's— the Arab's in 
his tent. 

Old Asia's there with venerable smile, seated amid her ruins ; 

(Greets the antique the hero new? 'tis but the same — the heir 
legitimate, continued ever. 

The indomitable hoirt and arm — proofr of the never-broken 
line. 

Courage, alertness, patience, faith, the same — e'en in defeat de- 
fatted not, the same :) 

Wherever sails a ship, or house is built on land, or day or night. 

Through teeming cities' streets, indoors or out, Victories or fimns. 

Now, or to come, or past — where patriot wills existed or exist. 

Wherever Freedom, pois'd by Toleration, sway'd by Law, 

Sunds or is rising thy true monument. 
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or THAT BLITHl! THROAT OF TUIMB. 

lantt le Hu rait by omi «/ vivr /41/ mrtHrri )■ .Imt »^ter — Awi 
tipltrtr htard ihf (*nf ef a lingit mmr^rd mtnitf t^mmdhtg mm 

or that blithe throat of thine rrora arctic bleak utd bl^A, 
I'll mind the lesson, solitary bird — let me (oo welcooM ddi 

drifts, 
PI'en the profoundest chill, as now — a torpid pakct • bnia 1 

ncrv'd. 
Old age land-lock'd withio its winter \ya.y — (cotd, cold, O cfltt 
These snowy hairs, my feeble arm, my (roiei) fcet, 

'l lo thclm; 
, or Hwth'a « 

tides alone, 
But held by sluggish floc«, pack'd in the Dortbcni ice, the o 

of years, 
These with gay hean I also sing. 



Fur ihem thy faith, thy rule I take, and srave it t 
Not summer s loncs alone — not chants 01 youth, o 



BROADWAY. 

What hurrying human tides, or day or night 1 

What paauons, winnings, losses, ardors, swim thy wstofsl 

What whirls of evil, bliss and sorrow, stem thee I 

What curious questioning glances — glints of lore I 

Leer, envy, scorn, contempt, hope, aspiration t 

Thou portal — thou arena — thou of the myriad long-dms b 

and groups t 
(Could IhiI thy flagstones, curbs, b^es, tell their iainod 

talcs; 
Thy windows rich, and huge hotcts-^hy side-walki vide;) 
Thou of the endless sliding, mincing, shuffling fcin 1 
Thon, like the parti-colored world itself — like infinile, tccaii 

mocking life I 
Thou visor's, vast, unspeakable show and leaoo I 

TO GET THE nNAL ULT OF SONGS. 

To get Ibe Anal lilt of songs, 

To |>enetrate the inmost lore of noets— to know the mMitf ca 

b. Homer, Etchylw. Dante, Shaksperc, TeonywM). finenv 

I diagnow the xhifting-delicate tints of love aad ptide ■ 

doubt-^o truly understand, 

\ To encompaa these, the laM keen Gioilty and entTmncc-ptio^ 

Old age, and what it brings from all in pM cxpcrieooM. 
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OLD SALT KOSSABONE. 

Far back, related on my mother's side. 

Old Salt Kossabone, I'll tell you how he died : 

(^Had been a sailor all his fife — was nearly 90 — ^lived with hb 
married grandchild, Jenny ; 

House on a hill, with view of bay at hand, and distant cape, and 
stretch to open sea ;) 

The last of afternoons, the evening hours, for many a year hb 
regular custom. 

In his great arm chair by the window seated, 

(Sometimes, indeed, through half the day,) 

Watching the coming, going of the vessels, he mutters to himself 
— And now the close of all : 

One struggling outbound brig, one day, baffled for long — cross- 
tides and much wrong going, 

At last at nightfall strikes the breeze aright, her whole luck veer- 
ing. 

And swiftly bending round the cape, the darkness proudly enter- 
ing, cleaving, as he watches, 

*• She's free — she's on her destination " — these the last words — 
when Jenny came, he sat there dead, 

Dutch Kooabone, Old Salt, related on my mother's side, fiu 
back. 

THE DEAD TENOR- 

As down the stage again. 

With Spanish hat and plumes, and gait inimitable, 

Back from the fading lessons of the past, I'd call, I'd tell and 

own. 
How much from thee ! the revelation of the singing voice from 

thee! 
(So firm — so liquid-soft — again that tremulous, manly timbre I 
The perfect singing voice— -deepest of all to me the lesson — trial 

and test of all:) 
How through those strains distill'd — how the rapt ears, the soul 

of me, absorbing 
Fernando^ s heart, Manrico^i passionate call, Emam*s^ sweet 

Gffuutftf /, 
I fold thenceforth, or seek to fold, within my chants trmnflmittng. 
Freedom's and Love's and Faith's unloos'd cantabile, 
(As perftraie's, color's, sunlight's correlation :) 
From these, for these, with these, a hurried line, dead tenor, 
A wafted autumn leaf, dropt in the closing grave, the sbovel'd 

earth. 
To memory of thee. 
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coNTunnriEs. 

[fivm a rati / »^ lattfy vrtA t Cfrm»m q 
Nothing is ever really losi, or tan l>c lo»i, 
No birth, identity, form — no object of the world. 
Nor life, nor force, nor any visible thing ; 
Appearance must not foil, nor shifted sphere confnae tfajr b 
Ample arc time and space — ample the nelds of Noum^ 
The body, sluggish, aged, cold — the emben left fron i 

fires, 
The light in the eye grown dim, shall duly ftame again ; 
The sun now low in the west rises for mornings aikd Cor 

continual ; 
To frozen clods ever the spring's invisible law retonM, 
With grass and flowers and summer fruits and corn. 

YONNONDIO. 



A song, a poem of itself — the word itself a dirge. 
Amid the wilds, the rocks, the storm and wintry night. 
To me such misty, strange tableaux the syllables calling ^ 
Yonnondio — I sec, &r in Ihc west or north, a limitlcai ra 

with plains and mountains dark, 
I see swarms of stalwart chie^ains, medicinc-mcn, and 
As flitting by like clouds of ghosts, they pass >iul are gooe ia i 

twilight, 
(Race of the woods, the landscapes free, and the GtUs t 
Mo picture, poem, staiemeDl, paasiog Ihcm to the futtm :) 
. Tonnondio t Yonnondio t — unlimn'd they dtiappest ; 
iToKlay gives place, and bda — the cities, farms, Uctoria M 
' A mumM sonorous touod, a wailing won! is bonx thuwufc I 
air for a moment. 
Then blank and gone and still, and utterly hM. 

UFE. 
Ever the undiscounged, re«olDte, struggling soal of bsd ; 
(Have former armies fatl'd? then we tGnd frob ataii»-4 

fresh again ;) 
Ever the grappled mystery of all eutfa's ages old or new ; 
Ever the eager eyes, fanrnlH, (he wckoae-cbiiping haadib 

loud J^mlaiae; 
Ever the soul dinatisfied, cariow. moonvinctd al lMt| 
Straggling to^y the same — butUog the une. 
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-GOING SOMEWHERE." 

My science-friend, my noblest woman-fnend, 

( Now buried in an English grave — and this a memory-leaf for 

her dear sake,) 
Ended our talk — ** The sum, concluding all we know of old or 

modem learning, intuitions deep, 
" Of all Geologies — Histories — of all Astronomy — of Evolution, 

Metaphysics all, 
*' Is, that we all are onward, onward, speeding slowly, surely 

bettering, 
" Life, life an endless march, an endless army, (no halt, but it is 

duly over,) 
'* The world, the race, the soul — in space and time the universes, 
'* All bound as b befitting each — all surely going somewhere." 

FrtMB Um it67 edition L. of O. 

SMALL THE THEME OF MY CHANT. 

Small the theme of my Chant, yet the greatest — namely, One*s« 
Self — a simple, separate person. That, for the use of the 
New World, I sing. 

M.in's physiology complete, from top to toe, I sing. Not physi* 
ognomy alone, nor brain alone, is worthy for the Muse ; — I 
sa^ the Form complete is worthier far. The Female equally 
with the Male, I sing. 

Nor cease at the theme of OneVSelf. I speak the word of the 
modem, the word En-Masse. 

My Days I sing, and the Lands — ^with interstice I knew of hap- 
less War. 

(O friend, whoe'er you are, at last arriving hither to commence, 
I feel through every leaf the pressure of your hand, which I 
retum. 

And thus upon our loumey, footing the road, and more than 
once, and link'd together let us go.) 

TRUE CONQUERORS. 

Old farmers, travelers, workmen (no matter how crippled or 

bent,) 
Old sailors, out of many a perilous voyage, storm and wreck. 
Old soldiers from campaigns, with all their wounds, defeats and 



Enough that they've survived at all — long life's unflinching ones ! 
Forth from their struggles, trials, fights, to have emerged at all 

— in that alone. 
True conquerors o'er all the rest. 
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THE UNITED STATES TO OLD WOKtJ> CUITICS. 

I Here fint the duties of to-diy, Ihc Insoni at the coocMc^ 
Wealth, order, travel, shelter, pioducts, piratjri 
As of the building of some varied, vast, jierpetiul edifice. 
Whence to ariK inevitable in time, the (owcting rcxib, tfaeb 
] The solid-planted spires tall shooting to the itan. 

THE CALMING THOUGHT OF ALl. 
That coursing on, whale'cr men's spcculaiiotu, 
Atnid the changing schools, theologies, philosophla. 
Amid the bawling presentations new and old, 
llic round earth's sitcni vital Uff&, facts, modes cootitne. 

THANKS IN OlOJ AGE. 
Thanks in old age — thanks ere I go, 
For health, the midday sun, the impalpable air— Jbr life. 

life. 
For precious ever-lingering memorie*, (of yoo my n>otl«r 

• — yow, father — you, brothert, sistent, friends,) 
For all my days — not those of peace alone — (he days of ■! 

same. 
For gentle woids, caresses, gifts from foreign Unds, 
For shelter, wine and meat — for Ewecl apprtciatioo, 
(You distant, dim unknown—or young or old — i iiiiiiiIim. 

specified, readers bciov'd. 
We never met, and ne'er shall meet — and yet oar KMik onh 

long, close and long ;) 
^For beings, groups, love, deeds, words, books — for colon, t 
For ail the brave strong men — devoted, hardy loca — wbo*w 

ward sprung in frc^om's help, all years, all lands. 
For braver, utiongcr, more devoted men — {a fprciailatud 

go, to life's war's chosen ones, 
The cannoneers of song and thought — the great ani 

foremost leaders, caulaini of the »ool :> 
A> soldier from an ended war returo'd — As traveler oM 

myriads, to the long procemon retrospective. 
Thanks— joyful thanks t— a soldier's, traveler's tlianks. 

LIFE AND DEATH. 
The two old, simple problems evrr intertwined, 
CloK home, elusive, present, bsiRed, grappled. 
By each luccessive age involuble, iiass'd no. 
To oars to-day — and wc pass on the sBtoe. 
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THE VOICE OF THE RAIN. 

And who art thou ? said I to the soft-falling shower, 

Which, strange to tell, gave me an answer, as here translated : 

I am the Poem of Earth, said the voice of the rain, 

Eternal I rise impalpable out of the land and the tiottomless sea, 

Upward to heaven, whence, vaguely form'd, altogether changed, 

and yet the same, 
I descend to lave the drouths, atomies, dust-layers of the globe. 
And all that in them without me were seeds only, latent, unborn ; 
And forever, by day and night, I give back life to my own 

origin, and make pure and b^uitify it : 
(For song, issuing from its birth-place, after fulfilment, wander- 
ing* 
Reck'd or unreck'd. duly with love returns.) 



SOON SHALL THE WINTER'S FOIL BE HERB. 

Soon shall the winter's foil be here ; 

Soon shall these icy ligatures unbind and melt — ^A little while. 

And air, soil, wave, suffused shall be in softness, bloom and 
growth — a thousand forms shall rise 

From these dead clods and chilb as from low burial graves. 

Thine eyes, ears — ^all thy best attributes — all that takes pognixance 
of natural beauty, 
{ Shall wake and fill. Thou shalt perceive the simple shows, the 
I delicate miracles of earth, 

I Dandelions, clover, the emerald grass, the early scents and flow- 
ers. 

The arbutus under foot, the willow's yellow-green, the blossom- 
ing plum and cherry; 

With thoe the robin, lark and thrush, singing their songs — the 
Sitting bluebird ; 

For such the scenes the annual play brings on. 

WHILE NOT THE PAST FORGETTING. 

While not the past forgetting, 

To-dapr, at least, contention sunk entire — peace, brotherhood up- 
risen; 
For sign reciprocal our Northern, Southern hands, 
Lay on the graves of all dead soldiers. North or South, 
(Nor for the past alone — for meaninp to the future,) 
Wreaths of roses and branches of palm. 
PdAtrii'd lUf 10^ 1888 
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THE DYING VXTCRAN. 

[A iMtg la-tmd imtUtmt— rarly f„H afAt fmnl >t m lm rf \ 

Amid tliese days of order, case, pioqiciity, 

Aiuid (lie current songs of beauty, peace, dcconun, 

I cast a reintnisceDCC— (likely 'twill oQcnd yoa, 

I heard it in my boyhood ; ) — Mote than a gencruioo vatx, 

A queer old savage man, a lightci under WnhiDctoo hinMck. 

(Large, brave, ckanly, hot-blooded, no talker, ruber i^itaa^ 

Had fought in the ranks — fought well — ^bad beet) all tfato^ At 

Revolutionary war,) 
l^y dying — sons, daughters, church-dcacottt, loringly teadaf 

him, 
Sharping their sense, their can, towards hk m miuMii ig,! 

caught words : 
" Let me return again to my wor-daj-s. 
To the sights and scenes — to forming the tine of haltlr. 
To the scouts ahead reconnoitcring. 
To the cannons, the grim artillery. 
To the galloping aids, carrying orders. 
To (he wounded, the fallen, the Itcat. tl^ sospeme. 
The perfume strong, the smoke, the deafening noise; 
Away with your lih; of peace ! — your )0)^ of peace ! 
Give mc my old wild battle-life again I " 

STRONGER LESSONS. 

Have you leam'd lessons only uf thoM who admired yo^ 
were tender with you, and stood aside for you ? 

Have you not leam'd great lessons from thoac who Rjn3 
and brace (licmsclvcs ngaimt you? or wbo treat jm ' 
con(cmpt, or dispute the pasugr with yoo? 

A PRAIRIE SUNSET. 

I Shot gold, maroon and violet, daxiling ulver, emerald, bai 
The earth's whole amplitude and Niture'i mollifom power 

sign'd fur once to colors; 
The light, the general air posscM'd by them— coloei till ao« 

known, 
No limit, ronfitw— not the Western sky alone— the fai|k ■ 
dian — North, South, all. 
I Pure IwuinoQS color fighting the iUcdI shadows to the liM. 
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TWENTY YEARS. 

Down on the ancient wharf, the sand, I sit, with a new-comer 

chatting : 
He shipp'd as green-hand boy, and sail'd away, (took some sud- 
den, vehement notion ;) 
Since, twenty years and more have circled round and round. 
While he the globe was circling round and round, — and now 

returns : 
How changed the place — all the old land-marks gone — the 

parents dead ; 
(Yes, he comes back to lay in port far good — to settle — has a well- 

fiird purse — no spot will do but this ;) 
The little boat that scuU'd him from the sloop, now held in 

leash I see, 
I hear the slapping waves, the restless keel, the rocking in the 

sand, 
I see the sailor kit, the canvas bag, the great box bound with 

brass, 
I scan the face all berry-brown and bearded — the stout-strong 

frame, 
Dress'd in its russet suit ot good Scotch cloth : 
(Then what the told-out story of those twenty years? What of 

the future?) 

ORANGE BUDS BY MAIL FROM FLORIDA. 

[ VoUaire closed a famous argument by claiming that a ship of war and the 
grand opera were proofs enot^ of civilization's and France's progress^ in 
his dayS\ 

A lesser proof than old Voltaire's, yet greater, 

Proof of this present time, and thee, thy broad expanse, 

America, 
To my plain Northern hut, in outside clouds and snow. 
Brought safely for a thousand miles o'er land and tide. 
Some three days since on their own soil live-sprouting. 
Now here their sweetness through my room unfolding, 
A bunch of orange buds by mail from Florida. 

TWILIGHT. 

The soft voluptuous opiate shades, 

The sun just gone, the eager light dispell'd — (I too will soon be 

gone, dispeirdj 
A haze — nirwana — rest and night — oblivion. 
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YOU LINGERING SPARSE LEAVES OF ME. 



You lingering sparse leaves of roe on winter-nearing 
And I some well-shorn tree of field or orchard-row ; 
You tokens diminute and lorn — (not now the flush of Maj, 

July clover-bloom — no grain of August now ;) 
You pallid banner-staves — you pennants 

stay'd of time, 
Yet my soul-dearest leaves confirming all the rat. 
The faithfulest — hardiest — last. 



NOT MEAGRE, LATENT BOUGHS ALONB. 

Not meagre, latent boughs alone, O songs I (scaly and 

like eagles' talons,) 
But haply for some sunny day (who knows ?) some liitare wprai, 

some summer — bursting forth, 
To verdant leaves, or sheltering shade — to nourishing frw:. 
Apples and grai)cs — the stalwart limbs of trees emerging 

fresh, free, open air. 
And love and faith, like scented roses blooming. 



THE DEAD EMPEROR. 

To-day, with bending head and eyes, thou, too, Colambia. 
Less for the mighty crown laid low in sorrow — less for t^ 

Emperor, 
Thy true condolence breathest, sendest out o'er many a tih M 

mile. 
Mourning a good old man — a faithful shepherd, patrioC 

Pablisli'd March lo, 1S88. 



AS THE GREEK'S SIGNAL FLAME. 
[/•'or H'Ai/fur*s ei^hXietU l>ttfkJaY^ Decemher 77, tSS^.^ 

As the Greek's signal flame, by antique records told. 
Rose from the hill-top, like applause and glory. 
Welcoming in fame some special veteran, hero, 
With rosy tinge reddening the land he'd served. 
So I aloft from Mannahatu's ship-fringed shore. 
Lift high a kindled biand for thee, Old Poet. 
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THE DISMANTLED SHIP. 

In tome ontBed lagoon, some nameless bay, 

On sluggish, lonesome waters, anchored near the shore. 

An old, dismasted, gray and batter'd ship, disabled, done, 

After free vovages to all the seas of earth, haul'd up at last and 

hawser'd tight. 
Lies rusting, mouldering. 

NOW PRECEDENT SONGS, FAREWELL. 

Now precedent songs, farewell — by every name farewell, 
(Trains of a staggering line in many a strange procession, 

waggons, 
From ups and downs — with intervals — from elder years, mid-age, 

or youth,) 
** In Cabin'd Ships," or " Thee Old Cause" or" Poets to Come" 
Or " Piiumanok," " Song of Myself," " Calamus," or "Adam," 
Or "Beat! Beat! Drums!" or "To the Leaven'd Soil they 

Trod," 
Or " Captain ! My CapUin ! " " Kosmos," " Quicksand Years," 

or " Thoughts," 
" Thou Mother with thy Equal Brood," and many, many more 

unspecified. 
From fibre heart of mine — from throat and tongue — (My life's 

hot pulsing blood, 
The personal urge and form for me — ^not merely paper, automatic 

type and ink,) 
Each song of mine — each utterance in the past — having its long, 

long history, 
Of life or death, or soldier's wound, of country's loss or safety, 
(O heaven ! what flash and started endless train of all ! com- 
pared indeed to that ! 
What wretched shred e'en at the best of all 1) 

AN EVENING LULU 

After a week of physical anguish, 

Unrest and pain, and feverish heat. 

Toward the ending day a calm and lull comes on, 

Three hours of peace and soothing rest of brain.* 



* The two aongt on this page are ekeil out during an afternoon, Jane, 1888, 
in my serentieth year, at a critical ipcU of illness. Of coune no reader and 
probably no human being at anytime will ever have such ph.isc% of eroocional 
«Um1 tolemo action as these involve to me. I feel in them an end and dose 

alL 
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OLD AGE'S LAMBENT PEAKS. 

The touch of flame — the illuminating fire — the loftieit look i 

last, 
O'er city, passion, sea — o'er prairie, mountain, wood — the ati 

itself; 
The airy, different, changing hues of all, in fiiUing twiliglitt 
Objects and groups, bearings, faces, reminiscences; 
The calmer sight — the golden setting, clear and bioad : 
So much i' the atmosphere, the pomts of view, the satotioB 

whence we scan, 
Bro't out by them alone — so much ([>crhaps the best) vutdk'^ 

before; 
The lights indeed from them— old age's lambent peikm. 

AFTER THE SUPPER AND TALK. 

After the supper and talk — after the day is done. 

As a friend from friends his 6nal withdrawal prolonging* 

Good-bye and Good-bye with emotional lips repeating, 

(So hard for his hand to release those hands — no more will tbr 

meet, 
No more for communion of sorrow and joy, of old and yon^ 
A far-stretching journey awaits him, to return no more,) 
Shunning, postponing severance — seeking to ward off the ki 

word ever so little, 
E'en at the exit-door turning-— charges superfluous calling back- 
e'en as he descends the steps, 
Something to eke out a minute additional — shadows of nifhta 

deepening, 
Farewells, messages lessenings-dimmer the forthgoer's vaf 

and form, 
Soon to be lost for aye in the darkness — loth, O so loth to > 

part ! 
Garrulous to the very last. 
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COFVKIGHT. IS9I 
WALT M'HITUAN 



PREFACE NOTE TO 2d ANNEX. 

CONCLUDING L. OF G. — 1891. 

Had I not better withhold (in this old age and paralysis of 
me) such little tags and fringe-dots (ma^be specks, stains,) as 
follow a long dusty journey, and witness it afterward ? I have 
probably not been enough afraid of careless touches, from the 
first — and am not now — nor of parrot-like repetitions — nor 
platitudes and the commonplace. Perhaps I am too democratic 
tor such avoidances. Besides, is not the verse-field, as origi- 
nally plann'd by my theory, now sufficiently illustrated — and full 
time for me to silently retire ? — (indeed amid no loud call or 
market for my sort of poetic utterance). 

In answer, or rather defiance, to that kind of well-put inter- 
rogation, here comes this little cluster, and conclusion of mv 
preceding clusters. Though not at all clear that, as here cot- 
fated, it is worth printing (certainlv I have nothing fresh to 
write) — I while away the hours of my 73d year — hours of 
forced confinement in my den — by putting in shape this small 
old age collation : 

Last droplets of and after spontaneous rain, 

From many limpid dbtillatlons and past showers ; 

(Will they germinate anything? mere eahaUttons as they all are — 

the land's and sea's — Americans ; 
Will they filter to any deep emotion? any heart and brain?) 

However that may be, I feel like improving to-day's oppor- 
tunity and wind up. During the last two years I have sent out, 
in the lulls of illness and exhaustion, certain chirps — lingering- 
dying ones probably (undoubtedly) — which now I may as well 
gather and put in fair type while able to see correctly — (for my 
eyes plainly warn me they are dimming, and my brain more and 
more palpably neglects or refuses, month after month, even slight 
tasks or revisions). 

In fact, here I am these current years 1890 and *9i, (each 
successive fortnieht getting stiffer and stuck deeper) much like 
some hard-cased dilapidated grim ancient shell-fish or time- 
bang'd conch (no legs, utterly non-locomotive) cast up high and 



diy on the shore-sands, helpless to more anywhere — wida^ 
leh but behave my&ctf quiet, and while away the iij% y^. 
assign'd, and discover if thetc is an)lhing far the said gh"^ *^ 
time-bang'd conch to be got at last out of inherited good »jmt^ 
and primal buoyant centrc-pulscs down there deep sonrabc" 

within his gray-blurr'd old shell (Reader, you mtasl alio 

a little fun here — for one reason there arc too many of the 1^ 
lowing poemels about death, &c., and for another the pa«iC 
liours (July 5, 1890) are so sunny-fine. And old as I an I fai 
to-day almost a uart of some frolicsome wave, or for ifw ta t 
yet like a kid or Iciltcn — probably a streak of pbnical adja* 
ment and perfection here and now. I believe I have it is at 
perennially anyhow.) 

Then behind all, the deep-down consolation (it U a (lusna 
but I dare not be sorry for the fact of it in the past, nor refna 
from dwelling, even vaunting here at the cnd> that this Ute-foa 
palsied old shorn and shell- fish condition of me is the indnbitiAh 
outcome and growth, now near for 10 jTars a)DO|r, of loo mw 
zealous, over-con linued bodily and emotional escitcmea: liri 
action through the times of 1&61, '3, '4 anil '5, vtsiiijtt; a 
waiting on wounded and sick army volunteers, both aioii. 
campaigns or contests, or after them, or Ln bospitala er 
soutn of Washington City, or in that place and daewb 
tboM hot. sad. wtcnchinf times — the array volnntKti^ 
Statu, — or Nonh or South — the wounded, sutlering, " ' 
the exhausting, sweating summers, marches, batttra, can 
those trenches hurriedly heap'd by the corpseHhousaDda, 
unknown — Will (he America of the future — wtll this vast 
Union ever realize what itself cost, back there alter all? 
hecatombs of battleJeaths — Those limes of which. O li 
reader, this whole book is Indeed finally but a 
menorial Irom thence by me to you? 
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SAIL OUT FOR GOOD» EIDOLON YACHT I 

HEAVE the anchor short t 
Raise main-sail and jib — steer forth, 

little white-hull'd sloop, now speed on really deep waten, 
(I will not call it our concluding voyage. 

But outset and sure entrance to the truest, best, maturest ;) 
Depart, depart from solid earth — no more returning to these 

shores, 
Now on for aye our infinite free venture wending. 
Spuming all yet tried ports, seas, hawsers, densities, gravitation, 
Sail out for good, eid61on yacht of me 1 

LINGERING LAST DROPa 
And whence and why come you ? 

We know not whence, (was the answer,^ 

We only know that we drift here with the rest, 

That we lingered and lagg'd — ^but were wafted at last, and are 

now here. 
To make the passing shower's concluding drops. 

GOOD-BYE MY FANCY. 

GooD-tn* my fiuicy— (I had a word to say. 

But 'tb not quite the time — ^The best of any man*s word or say, 

Is when its proper place arrives — and for its meaning, 

1 keep mine till the last.) 

* Behind a Good-bfe there larks modi of the lalatatiofi of another be- 
giaiiio^— to me, Derekipment, Cootumity, Immoctality, Traiisfoimetk»» are 
tiie chielieit life-meaningt of Nature and Hmnaaky, and are the timi pm 
tMm of all facts, aod each fact. 

WhT do folks dwell to fondly on the last words, advice, appearanee, of the 
departiag ? Those last words are not samples of the best, which involve 
viteltty at its Ml, and balance, and perfect control and scope. Bat they are 
irolmahle bevood measure to confirm and endone Uie varied train, facts, theo- 
fto and friOi of the whole preceding life. 




ON. ON THE SAME. YE JOCUND TWAIS( ! 

On, on the same, ye jocund twtda I 

My life and recitative, containing birth, youth, aud-agcjtB 

Fitful as mot ley -tongues of tlaiae, inseparably twtncd lad wm 

in one — combining all. 
My single soul — aims, conRnnaiions, failure*, joy»— Hor ■ 

soul alone, 
I chant ti>y nation's crucial stage, (Am 

— I he trial great, the viclorv great, 
A strange etlairciistment of all the i 

world, the ancient, medieral. 
Here, here from wanderings, straying*, 1 

here at tlie west a voice triumphant — junifyiny aD, 
A gladsome jiealing cry — a song for once of utmoH pndt 

satisfacimn; 
I chant from it the common bulk, the gencnl arenae la 

(tile best no woner than the wont) — And Dow [ aiM 

(My verses, written first for forenoon life, and for the aiaH 

autumn's spre-^, 
I pass to snow-white hiin the same, and give to piihii Jii 

cool'd the same;) 
As here in careless trill, I and my rccitatnts, with bikfll 

love, 
Wafting to other work, to nnknowo soogt, i 
On, on, ye jocund twain t continue on the 

MV TIM YEAR. 

ArrKR surmounting three-score and ten, 

With all their chances, changes, I 

My parents' deaths, the vagaries of my lift, the ■ 

passions of me, the war of '6j and 4< 
As some old broken soldier, after a long, hot, 

or ha|ily after battle, 
To-day at twilight, hobbling, answering company roUol^ J 

with vital voice, 
Rqwrtii^ yet, Minting yet the Officer orer iIL 

APPARITIONS. 
A VAouK mist hanging 'rooiMl half the page*: 
fSomciimes how strange and clear to the soul, 
"That all thcM Kilid tun(» art Indeed bol apparitioM, oosa 
Don-retliliM.) 
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THE PALLID WREATH. 

Somehow I cannot let it go yet, funeral though it is, 

Let it remain back there on its nail suspended, 

With pink, blue, yellow, all blanch'd, and the white now gray 

and ashy. 
One wither'd rose put years ago for thee, dear friend ; 
But I do not forget thee. Hast thou then faded ? 
Is the odor exhaled ? Are the colors, vitalities, dead ? 
No, while memories subdy play — the past vivid as ever ; 
For bat last night I woke, and in that spectral ring saw thee. 
Thy smile, eyes, face, calm, silent, loving as ever : 
So let the wreath hang still awhile within my eye-reach. 
It '}& not yet dead to me, nor even pallid. 

AN ENDED DAY. 

The soothing sanity and blitheness of completion, 
The pomp and hurried contest-glare and rush are done ; 
Now triumph I transformation I jubilate 1 * 



• NoTF. — Summer iommtry ti/i, — Several years. — In my rambles and exftlo- 
rationft I founil .1 woody place near the creek, where for lome reaM>n the bird* 
in happy muod tcem'd to resort in unusual nuinl>er5. Especially at the 
beginning of the day, and again at the ending, I wa< »ure to get there the 
most copious I >ird -concerts. I repair'd there irequently at sttnrise — and also 
at sanset, or juNt before . . . Once the cpeftion arose in me : \^'hich is the best 
singing, the first or the lattermost? Tne first always exhilarated, and perhaps 
•eem'd more joyous and stronger ; but I always felt the sunset or late after- 
noon sounds mure jienetrating and sweeter — seem*d to touch the soul— often 
the evening thrushes, two or three o^ them, rr»{)(>nding and perhaps blending. 
Though I miss'd some of the mornings, I found myself getting to be quite 
strictly punctual at the evening utterances. 

Another Notk.— '* He went out with the tide and the sunset,*' was a 
phrase I heard from a surgeon describing an old •aiIor*s death under |)ecu- 
liarly gentle conditions. 

During the Secession War, 1S63 and *4, visiting the Army Hospitals around 
Washington, I form*d the habit, and continued it to the end, whenever the ebb 
or 6ood tide began the latter part of day, of punctually viMting those at 
that time populous wards of sufTcring men. Somehow (or I thought to) the 



effect of the hour was palpable. The badly wounded would get 
mnd would like to talk a little, or be talk*d to. Inte!tectual and emoCiooal 
natures would be at their bert : Deaths were always easier ; meilicinesicem'd 
to have better effect when given then, and a lulling atmosphere wosld 
pervade the wards. 

Siailar influences, similar circumstances and hours, day- close, after great 
battles, even with all their horrors. I had more than once the same expe- 
rience or the fields cover'd with fallen or dead. 
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OLD AGES SHIP ft CRAITY DEATITS. 

Froh cast aod west across the hoHion't eUge, 
Two mighty masterful vessels soilen »teaj upon am 
But we 'II make race a-time upon the scis— « 

bear lively there I 
(Our joys of strife and deniog-do to the Ust I) 
Put on the old ship all her power to-day t 
Crowd top-sail, top-gallant and royal Kluddi „ 
Out challenge and defiance — flag! and Aauntii^ __ 
As we take to the open — take to the deepest, freest 

TO THE PENDING YEAR. 

Have I no weapon-word for thee — some mcHage brief i 

fierce? 
(Have I fought out and done indeed the battle 7) U tEkCfC aorf 

left. 
For all thy affectations, lisps, scomt, manifold riUjneM? 
Nor for myself— my own rebellious ■elf in ihce ? 

Down, down, proud gorgr ! — though choking thee ; 

Thy bearded throat and high-bome foreiwad to the |Mi 

Crouch low thy neck to elcemosynaxy gifts. 

SlIAKSPERE BACON'S CtPflEE. 

1 DOtiBT it not — then more, far more ; 

Id each old song bequeath' d — in every noble page or tot, 

(Different — something unreck'd before — wtae tuMMpH 

author,) 
In every object, ooountain, tree, and attf — In cnrj fairA i 

life. 
As part of each — eralv'd from each — raetutinc, behind tk» 

tent, 
A myitic cipher waits infoMed. 

LONG. IXySC. IIENCR. 

Arm a long, toog coone, handrcdt of yean, deniali, 

AccmnuUlions, roui'd love and jor and thotif^t, 
liBopea, wbhei, aspirations, potMerings, victories, nijrriadi 
I readcn, 

Coating, co ni pa m ng, covering— tfter ages' and afa' caa 
tations. 

Then only may these tooM^ reach fruidoD. 
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BRAVO, PARIS EXPOSITION! 

Add to yoar show, before you close it» France, 

With all the rest, visible, concrete, temples, towers, goods, ma^ 
chines and ores. 

Our sentiment wafted from many million heart-throbs, ethereal 
but solid, 

(We grand-sons and great-grand-sons do not forget your grand- 
sires,) 

From fifty Nations and nebulous Nations, compacted, sent over- 
sea to-day, 

America's applause, love, memories and good-will. 

INTERPOLATION SOUNDS. 

[ General Philip Sheridan was buried at the Cathedral^ Waskinfian^ AC, 
August^ i8SSt with all tki pamp^ music ^ and ceremonies iftki Rtmsmn CeUkaiu 
seri'tee, ] 

OvKR and through the burial chant, 

Organ and solemn service, sennon, bending priests. 

To me come interpolation sounds not in the show — plainly to 

me, crowding up the aisle and from the window, 
Of sudden battle s hurry and harsh noises — war's grim game to 

sight and ear in earnest ; 
The scout call'd up and forward — the general mounted and his 

aids around him — the new-brought word — the instantaneous 

order issued ; 
The rifle crack — the cannon thud — the rushing forth of men 

from their tents ; 
The clank of cavalry — the strange celerity of forming ranka-^ 

the slender bugle note ; 
The sound of horses' hooft departing — saddles, arms, accoutre- 

rocnts.* 

* Note.— Camden. N. J., August 7, t888.^Wah Whitman asks the New 

York HeraU ** to add Im tribute to Sheridan : *' 

*' In the grand constellation of five or six names, nadcr linooln*! Fres- 
dencT, that history will bear for ages in her firmament as marking the laiit 
life-throbs of secession, and beaming on its dying gasps, Sheridan's will be 
bright. One consideration rising out of the now dead soldier's example a« 
it passes my mind, is worth taking notice of. If the war had continncd any 
long time these States, in my opinion, wonld have shown and proved the 
most conclusive military talents ever evinced by any nation on earth. That 
ther poi%eft«*d a rank and file ahead of all other known in points of qoality 
and limitlessneis of number are easily admitted. But we have, too, the eligi- 
btlity of organizing, handling and officering equal to the other. These twc. 
with modem arms, transportation, and inventive AoMrican genius, would omke 
the United States, with earnestness, not only able to stand the whole world, 
bnt conquer that world united against us." 
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TO THE SUN SET BREEZE. 



An, whispering, something again, untcco. 
Where late this healed day thou cntcrcst M my wi&dov, dooE, 
Thou, laving, tempering all, cool-freshing, gcntlr viisliitof 
Me, old, alone, sick, wcalt-dowD, mcltcd-worn wiih sveU; 
Thou, nestling, folding dose and firm j-ct toH, rnmitiW h 

tcr than talk, book, art, 
(Thou hast, O Nature 1 eleroents I atlcnmce to my hcsrt facya 

the rest — and thb is of them,) 
So sweei thy primitive taste to breathe irithiii — tliy uOli 

fingers on my face and hands, 
Thou, messenger -magical strange bringcr to body aad qUi 

me, 
(Distances balk'd — occult medicines penetraliag me froa li 

to foot,) 
I feel the sky, the pniries vast — I (tA tbe mighty naAi 

lakes, 
I (eel the ocean ajid the forest — KHDchow I iccl tbe gtofac in 

swift -swimming in space ; 
Thou blown from Tips so loved, now gone— haply from c^i 

store, God-sent, 
(For ttiou art spiritual, Godly, most of all known I* i 

sense,) 
Minister to speak to me, here and now, what word ha !■ 

told, and cannot tell. 
Art thou not universal concrete's distillation 7 I^w*!, al i 
[ tronomy's last refinement ? 

' Hast thou no soul ? Can I not know, ideniiJy thee ? 

OLD CllAKTS. 

Ak ancient song, reciting, ending, 
. Once gazing toward thee, Uothet of AUt 
■llnsing, seeking tbemea fitted (at tbeCt 
f^ttipt far me, thooaaidM. Ou «Uir itttadtt 
~ Amamamt far mu h^irt Aim gaat tatk amHtrntp^^. 

(Of many debts incalcuUbie, 

Haply otir New World's chiefiest debt it to old poeiDL) 

Ever so far back, preluding ihee. America. 

Old chants, Egyptian pncsU, ind lho«e t>f Ethiopia, 

The Hindu epics, the Grecian, Chinese, PenUn, 

The Biblic books and prophets, and deep idyb of the Mb 
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The Iliad, Odyney, plots, doinp, wanderings of Eneas, 

Hesiod, Eschylus, Sophocles, Merlin, Arthur, 

The Cid, Roland at Roncesvalles, the Nibelungen, 

The troabadours, minstrels, minnesingers, skalds, 

Chaucer, Dante, flocks of singing birds. 

The Border Minstreby, the bye-gone balhuls, fetidal tales, eoayi, 

plays, 
Shakspere, Schiller, Walter Scott, Tennyson, 
As some vast wondrous weird dream-presences, 
The great shadowy groups gathering around. 
Darting their mighty masterful eyes forward at thee. 
Thou 1 with as now thy bending neck and head, with courteous 

hand and word, ascending. 
Thou 1 pausing a moment, drooping thine eyes upon them, blent 

with their music. 
Well pleased, accepting all, curiously prepared for by them, 
Tbou enterest at thy entrance porch. 

A CHRISTMAS GREETING. 

[From a Sortkem Star 'Group to a SQUthern^ iSSg-^go.] 

Wbloome, Brazilian brother — thy ample place is ready ; 



A loving hand — a smile from the north — a sunny instant hail I 
(Let the future care for itself, where it reveals its troubles, im- 

pedimentas. 
Ours, ours the present throe, the democratic aim, the acceptance 

and the faith ;) 
To thee to-day our reaching arm, our turning neck — to thee 

from us the expectant eye. 
Thou cluster free ! thou brilliant lustrous one 1 thou, learning well. 
The true lesson of a nation's light in the sky, 
(More shining than the Cross, more than the Crown,) 
The height to be superb humanity. 

SOUNDS OF THE WINTER. 

SotncDS of the wmter too. 

Sunshine upon the mountains — many a distant strain 

From cheery railroad train — from nearer field, barn, house. 

The whispering air — even the mute crops, gamer*d apples, com. 

Children's and women's tones — rhythm of many a farmer and 

of flail. 
An old man's garrulous lips among the rest, Tki9tJk nai we gitfi 

Forth from these snowy hairs we keep up yet the tiU. 
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A TWIUGIIT SONG. 



As I sti in twilight Ute aloQc by lh« flickeriog 
Musing on long-pass'd waf^scencs — of the conntlCB 

known soldiers, 
Of the vacant names, as utiin<l<:ntc(l air'i and 9ea*»— 

return 'd, 
The brief inice after battle, with grim barial-tqaad*. 

dcep-fiU'd trenches 
Of gathcr'd (lead from all America, North, South, BiM, Vl 

whence they came ap. 
From wooded Maine, New-England's Cunu, from fertile 

sylvania, Illinois, Ohio, 
From the measureless West, Virginia, the South, the 

Texas. 
(Even here in my room-shadows lad half-lights in the 

flickering flames, 
Again I tiee the stalwart ranks on-filing, riung — I 

rhythmic tramp of the armies ;} 
You million unwril names all, all — you dark be qu e rt &n 

war, 
A special ver«e for yoti — a Hash of duty long 

mystic roll strangely gathcr'd hen, 
Each name recall'd by me from out the darkiMai aad 

ashes. 
Henceforth to be, deep, deep within injr heart 

many a future year. 
Your mystic roll entire of unknown 

South, 
Embolm'd with love in this twilight song. 



WHEN THE FULL^ROWW POET 

Wkkk the futl'grown poet came, 

Out spake ple«Kd Nature (the roood ImpsBivr gloli^ «l 

its shows of day and night,) saying. He U mimrf 
Bat oat spake too tne Soul of man, proud, jealooa mhI \ 

onciled, Say, k* u miiae oAnu; 
—Then the hill-grown poet stood between the two, a4 

each by the hand ; 
And to-day and ever so Uands, as blender, uniter, tigMy 

ing hands, 
Whkh he will never rekase until be recoocilei the t«^ 
And wholly And Joyously blends them. 




CooD-B%-K MY fAtrer. 



OSCEOLA. 



, u anflfgrtvn u Haa^hW (■ SrmUfM, Xtm V»r* (miMU 

' ~„ mmHadUng latki mUk ilM —imrm'J At ttrurrrmti icM* dofriint 
— ^iMlk af Ounttt. Tlu lalltr ihi h /""V, ttft, Um£i^ Simima/t in 
tk* fItniUt tmr (/ Md/ ttmt — vmt tmtrtnJtr'i U »mf tittft. tmfrutm'J, 
mmJ liltT^ih Jit4 if "d trtkim kfrl" 1 f=frl MnMrir. Ih tittf'd tf 
kti €eti/inimf»t — lit Jotler amd ifiitrt maJr trtry albwtutf anJ kjmtmtit 
fnnHi fat kim . Oun At iltu.\ 

Whxn his hour for death had come, 

lie slowly nis'd hiimelf from the bed on the floor, 

I>rcw on his war-dms, shin, leggings, and girdled the belt 

around his waist, 
C«ird for vermilion paint (his looking-glasi was held before 

him,) 
Aunted half his face and neck, his wrists, and back-hands. 
All ibe tcalp-knife carefully in his belt — then l^ngdown, resting 

■ moment, 
Rom again, half sitting, smiled, gave in silence his extended 

hand to each and all, 
Sank faintly low to the floor (tightly grasping the tomahawli 

handle,) 
l-'ta'd hia look on wife and little children — the last : 
(And here a line in memory of his name and death.) 

A voice FROM DEATH. 

[ Tki 7«t«Mm«, Ptnn., itrttfyim, .Vayji, /XSpi] 

A voice from Death, solcmu and strange, in all his sweep and 

power. 
With sudden, indescribable blow— towns drown'd — honunity by 

thousands slaio, 
The vaunted work of ihrifl, goods, dwellings, forge, street, iron 

Dash'd peil-mell by the blow — yet ushcr'd life coniinning on, 

(Amid the rest, amid the rushing, whirling, wild debris, 

A lafcriHg woman saved — a baby ufcly bom 1) 

AlthoQgh I come and unannounc'd, in horror and in pang. 

In ponripg flood and fire, and wholesale elemental crua, (Iha 

voice so solemn, strange.) 
I too a minister of Deity. 

Yea, Death, wc bow our (aces, veil our eves to tbee. 
We moam the old, the young untimely arawn to thee, 
Tbe Ciir, the strong, the good, the capable. 
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The houxliold wreck'd, the husband and the wife, 

forger in his forg«. 
The corpses in ihc whcimtng wucn and the 
The gathcr'd thousancU to their fuaenl 

never found or gather'd. 
Then after burying, mourning the dead, 
(Faithful to them found or unfound, forgetting not, bevn 

past, here new muring,) 
A day — a fiassing mumeni or an hoar — AlDcrict itacU bead 
Silent, reaign'd, »ubmissive. 
War, death, cataclysm like this, America, 
Take deep to thy prood prospeiOBi heart. 
E'en as I chant, lo ! out of death, aitd out of oote and A 
Tlte blossoms rapidly blooming, tyni[«lhy, help, love. 
From Wc§t and East, from South and North and orer m*. 
Its hot-spurr'd hearts and hands humanilf lo human aid vo* 
And from within a thought and Icaon yet. 
Thou cver-daiting Globe ! through Space and Air I 
Thou water) that encompaas in I 

Thou that in all the life and death of m, in action or ndi 
Thou laws invisible that permeate them and all. 
Thou that in all, and over all, and thnwgfa and ladl 

incesunt t 
Thoa I thou I Ihc vital, tinivcml, giant force reuMle^ dM 

calm. 
Holding Humanity as In thy open band, »knim qibeaai 
How ill to e'er forget thee I 
For I too hat-c forgotten, 
l.Wnipi in thcK little potencies of progrcas, politka^ a 

wfultli, inveiiliuns, civiliaalion, ) 
Have lost my rrcognition of your silent evcr-«vayn^ | 

ye mighty, elemental thion. 
In which and upon which we float, and every tmm at 

buuy'd. 

A PERSIAN LESSON. 

For hU o'erarching and last kssoa the greybeard «d. 
In the frr*h »ccnt of ilie morning in the open air. 
On the slope of a teeming nntan mc-garden. 
Under an andeni cliesinut-tree wide ijireadiiig tta 
Sftoke to the young |>riaU aod rttidcDa. 



COOD^BYB MiY FANCY. 4^9 



^' Finally my children, to enrdop each word, each part of the 



Allah is all, all, all — is immanent in every life and object, 
May-be at many and many-a-more removes — yet Allah, Allah, 
Allah is there. 

'*Has the estray wander'd far? Is the reason-why strangely 

hidden? 
Would you sound below the restless ocean of the entire world ? 
Would you know the dissatisfaction ? the urge and spur of tytiy 

life; 
The something never still'd — never entirely gone? the invisible 

need of every seed ? 

** It is the central urge in every atom, 

(Often unconscious, often evil, downfallen,) 

To return to its divine source and origin, however distant. 

Latent the same in subject and in object, without one exception. 



»t 



THE COMMONPLACE. 

The commonplace I sing ; 

How cheap is health I how cheap nobility I 

Abstinence, no falsehood, no gluttony, lust ; 

The open air I sing, freedom, toleration, 

CTake here the mainest lesson — ^less from books less fifom the 

schools,) 
The common day and night— the common earth and waters, 
Your farm — your work, trade, occupation. 
The democratic wisdom underneath, like solid ground for all. 

-THE ROUNDED CATALOGUE DIVINE COMPLETE." 

[Smmday, . — IVeni tMis forenoon to ekurek. A toiUge fro- 

ftSMor^ Kev. Or, , gax't m a/nesrrmon, during 'wki€Jk I €aMgkitk€mk9^ 

words ; huitke miniiter tmludidin his ** roundtd eatalogue " letUr and spirit^ 
0mfy the eUkttii Ikingt^ and entirely ignored lokat I name in the f<tUc^ing,\ 



The devilish and the dark, the dying and diseas'd. 

The countless (nineteen-twentieths) low and evil, crude and 
savage. 

The craxed, prisoners in jail, the horrible, rank, malignant. 

Venom and filth, serpents, the ravenous sharks, liars, the disso- 
lute; 

(What is the part the wicked and the loathesome bear within 
earth's orbic scheme ?) 

Newts, crawling things in slime and mud, poisons. 

The barren soil, the evil men, the slag and hideous roc. 
a 
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MIRAGES. 
{/fTaOdvtridtim ^itr a n^ir-taU mtdian imNtmUm with ImmaM^ 

HoRK experiences and sights, ttniDger, than yoo'd tbiek fat; 
Times again, now mostly just tAer sunrise or before sanal. 
Sometimes in spring, ofteocr in autumn, perfectly clar wad 

in pUin sight. 
Camps far or near, the crowded streets of dtics and the ih 

fronts, 
(Account for it or not^-credit or not — il is all me. 
And my mate there could tell you the like — we have oftao 

fab'd about it,) 
[ People and scenes, animals, trees, colon and lino, plahi ai ca 
I be, 

Fanns and dooryards of home, paths border'd with box, B 



Weddings in churches, thanksgiTing dinneis, returns ti)m^ 

absent sons. 
Glum funerals, the crape-vetl'd mother and the 
Trials in courts, jury and judge, the accaied in the 
Contestants, battles, crowds, bridges, whanrca. 
Now and then aiark'd faces of sorrow or joy, 
( I could pick them out this momeol if I saw tbcm a^sin,) 
iihow'd to me just alofl to the right in the sky-«dgc. 
Or plainly there to the left on the hill-tops. 

L. OF C.-S PURPORT. 

Not to exclude or demarcate, or pick out evib froin thdr i 

able masses (even to capose them,) 
But add, fuse, complete, extend — and celcbnte the inunottal ■ 

the good. 
Haughty this song, its words and scope. 
To span vast realms of space and lime, 
I Evolution — the cumulative — growths and genenukms, 
^ Begun in ripen'd youth and ueftdily pursued, 
MTandering, peenng, dallying with all — wmr, pence, 

night absorbing, 
Never even for one brief hour abandoning my tadi, 
I end it here in sickness, poverty, and old age. 
I sing of life, yet mind me well of death : 
To-day shadowy Death dogs my steps, ny I 

Draws sometimes dose to tne, as bee to bee. 
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THE UNEXPRESS'D. 

How dare one say it ? 

After the cycles, poems, singers, plays, 

Vaunted Ionia's, India's — Homer, Shakspere — the long, long 
times' thick dotted roads, areas, 

The shining clusters and the Milky Ways of stars — Nature's 
pulses reap'd, 

All retrospective passions, heroes, war, love, adoration, 

All ages' plummets dropt to their utmost depths. 

All human lives, throats, wishes, brains — all experiences' utter- 
ance ; 

After the countless songs, or long or short, all tongues, all lands. 

Still something not yet told in poesy's voice or print — something 
lacking, 

(Who knows ? the best yet unexpress'd and lacking.) 

GRAND IS THE SEEN. 

Grand is the seen, the light, to me — grand are the sky and 

stars, 
Grand is the earth, and grand are lasting time and space. 
And grand their laws, so multiform, puzzling, evolutionary ; 
But ^jander far the unseen soul of me, comprehending, endow- 

mg all those. 
Lighting the light, the sky and stars, delving the earth, sailing 

the sea, 
(What were all those, indeed, without thee, unseen soul ? of 

what amount without thee ?) 
More evolutionary, vast, puzzling, O my soul ! 
More multiform far — more lasting thou than they. 

UNSEEN BUDS. 

Unsesn buds, infinite, hidden well, 

Under the snow and ice, under the darkness, in every square or 

cubic inch, 
Germinal, exquisite, in delicate lace, microscopic, unborn. 
Like babes in wombs, latent, folded, compact, sleeping ; 
Billions of billions, and trillions of trillions of them waiting, 
(On earth and in the sea — the universe — the stars there in the 

heavens,) 
Urging slowly, surely forward, forming endless. 
And waiting ever more, forever more behind. 
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GCX)D-BYE MY FANCY I 

GooD-BYB my Fancy I 

Farewell dear mate, dear love I 

Fro going away» I know not where. 

Or to wluit fortune, or whether I may ever tee yoa agaia. 

So Good-bye my Fancy. 

Now for my last — let me look back a moment ; 
The slower fainter ticking of the clock is in me» 
£lxit, nightfisdl, and soon the heart-thud stopping. 

Long have we lived, joy'd, caress'd together; 
Delightful ! — now separation — Good-bye my Fancy. 

Yet let me not be too hasty, 

Long indeed have we lived, slept, filter'd, become really \)kziKi 

into one ; 
Then if we die we die together, (yes, we'll remain one,> 
If we go anywhere we'll go together to meet what happens. 
May-be we'll be better off and blither, and learn somethmg. 
May-be it is yourself now really ushering me to the true focr 

r who knows ?) 
May-be it is you the mortal knob really undoing, tuminf— i 

now finally, 
Good-bye — and hail I my Fancy. 



OLD AGE ECHOES 

{POSTHUMOUS ADDITIONS) 



AN EXECUTOR'S DIARY NOTE. 1891. 



I said to W. W. UnUy : *< Thoa^ you htcvt pat the fiaiihiac 
* Lmtbs,' doled them with yoor gjoodhf, yoo will go on Unof a 
end writinf more poems. The question is, wfast will yo« do with 
when the ume comes to fix their place in the vobune ? " *• Do with this' 1 
not nnpfepaied — I hate even contemplated that emergency — I hawt a tad 
! : Old Age Echoes — applying not so much to things as to echoes of 

It, an aftermath.** ** Yoa hate dropt enough by the rottdMdt. m 
along, from different editions, to make a vohiroe. Sook dav the worii 
demand to hate that pot together somewiiere.'* ** Do yo« think It ? * * C 
Should yoo pot it under ban?" **Why should I — how could 1? 5o far a « 



may have anything to do with it I place upon you the iohinction that 
be added to the ' Leaves ' shall be snpplemlentary, avowed as such, feavieg um kes 
complete as I left it, consecutive to the point I left off, marking always as t-^*-^ 
able, deep down, unobUteratable division line. In the long run the world w;2 * ■ 
it pleases with the book. I am determined to have the world kaow what I «■ 
phiased to do." 

Here is a late personal note from W. W. : ** My tho*t Is to co&ct a kst ef pne 
and poetry pieces — small or smallish mostly, but a few larger — appcaing t^ sw 
good win, the heart — sorrowful ones not rejected^ but no ntorbid oaes g-.^ 



is no reauon for doubt that A Thougtit of Cohimbas, closmg - v ti f^ 
Echoes,** was W. W's last deliberate composition, dating Deoeaber, iS^. 



OLD AGE ECHOES. 



TO SOAR IN FREEDOM AND IN FULLNESS OF POWER. 

I HAVE not so much emulated the birds that musically sing, 
I have abandon 'd myself to flights, broad circles. 
The hawk, the seagull, have far more possessed me than the 

canary or mocking-bird. 
I have not felt to warble and trill, however sweetly, 
I have felt to soar in freedom and in the fullness of power, 
joy, volition. 

THEN SHALL PERCEIVE. 

Ik softness, languor, bloom, and growth. 

Thine eyes, ears, all thy sense — thy loftiest attribute — all 

that takes cognizance of beauty. 
Shall rouse and All — then shall perceive I 



THE FEW DROPS KNOWN. 

Or heroes, history, grand events, premises, myths, poems, 
The few drops known must stand for oceans of the unknown. 
On this beautiful and thick peopKd earth, here and there a 

little specimen put on record, 
A little of Greeks and Romans, a few Hebrew canticles, a few 

death odors as from graves, from Egypt — 
What are they to the long and copious retrospect of antiquity ? 



ONE THOUGHT EVER AT THE FORE. 

Okb thought ever at the fore — 

That in the Divine Ship, the World, breasting Time and 

Space, 
All Peoples of the globe together sail, sail the same voyage, 

are bound to the same destination. 
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WHILE BEHIND ALL FIRM AND ERECT. 

' While behind all, firm and erect as ever. 
Undismayed amid the rapids — amid the irresistible and dejtfv 

urge, 
Stands a helmsman, with brow elate and strong hand. 

A KISS TO THE BRIDE. 
Marriage of Nelly Grants May ^/, 18J4. 

Sacred, blithesome, undented. 

With benisons from East and West, 

And salutations North and South, 

Through me indeed to-day a million hearts and hands* 

Wafting a million loves, a million soul felt prayers ; 

— Tender and true remain the arm that shields thee ! 

Fair winds always fill the ship's sails that sail thee ! 

Clear sun by day, and light stars at night, beam on thee ! 

Dear g^rl — through me the ancient privilege too. 

For the New World, through me, the old, old m'edding urectiag 

O youth and health ! O sweet Missouri rose ! O bonn\ bni 

Yield thy red cheeks, thy lips, to-day. 

Unto a Nation's loving kiss. 

NAY, TELL ME NOT TO-DAY THE PUBLISHED SB AVI 

ly inter of iSjj^ Congress in Session. 

Nay, tell me not to-day the published shame. 

Read not to-day the journal's crowded page. 

The merciless reports still branding forehead after forehead 

The guilty column following guilty column. 

To-day to me the tale refusing. 
Turning from it — from the white capitol turning. 
Far from these swelling domes, topt with statues. 
More endless, jubilant, vital visions rise 
Unpublished, unref>orted. 

Through all your quiet ways, or North or South, yoa Fc- 

Statcs, you honest farms. 
Your million untold manly healthy lives, or East or West cr 

or countr\', 
Your noiseless mothers, sisters, wives, unconscious of their g:c»: 
Your mass of homes nor iK>or nor rich, in visions rise*- 

(cven your excel lont poverties,) 
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Your self-distilling, never-ceasing virtues, self-denials, graces, 
Your endless base of deep integrities within, timid but certain, 
Your blessings steadily bestow'd, sure as the light, and still, 
(Plunging to these as a determined diver down the deep hidden 

waters). 
These, these to-day I brood upon — all else refusing, these 

will I con, 
To-day to these give audience. 

/ \ 

/SUPPLEMENT HOURS. 

Sane, random, negligent hours. 

Sane, easy, culminating hours. 

After the flush, the Indian summer, of my life. 

Away from Books — away from Art — the lesson leam'd, pass'd 

o'er. 
Soothing, bathing, merging all — the sane, magnetic. 
Now for the day and night themselves — the open air, 
Now for the fields, the seasons, insects, trees — the rain and 

snow. 
Where wild bees flitting hum. 

Or August mulleins grow, or winter's snowflakes fall. 
Or stars in the skies roll round — 
The silent sun and stars. 



OF MANY A SMUTCH'D DEED REMINISCENT. 

Full of wickedness, I — of many a smutch'd deed reminiscent 

— of worse deeds capable. 
Yet I look composedly upon nature, drink day and night the 

joys of life, and await death with perfect equanimity. 
Because of my tender and boundless love for him I love and 

because of his boundless love for me. 



TO BE AT ALL. 
{^Cf, Stanza 27^ Song of Myself,/. 5^.) 

To be at all — what is better than that ? 

I think if there were nothing more developed, the clam in its 

callous shell in the sand were august enough. 
I am not in any callous shell ; 
I am cased with supple conductors, all over 
They take every object by the hand, and lead it within me ; 



♦»» 



LEAfss or CxASs. 



They are thousands, each one with his entry to 

They are always watching witli their little eyo, bva my 

to my feel ; 
One no more tlian a point lets in and out of ib« mdh bliai 

magnitude, 
I think 1 could lift the girder of the House away {(!(%' 

tween me and whatever I wanted. 



DEATH'S VALLEY. 

TV aiiBmfany a fulnri ,- iy rtjuril. " 7*f Vmttiy it/ Iht & 
frfm lit /aiMtint fy (>r*rjw /mm/u. 

Nav, do not dream, desi^er dark. 

Thou hast portray'd or hit thy iheiDC entire ; 

I, hoverer of late by thb dark valley, by Its 

glimpses of it. 
Here enter lists with thee, cUinting my right to 



ounded soldiers die^ 

- have seen their lives i 



For I have seen many w 
After dread suffering - 

smiles ; 
And I have watch'd the death-hours of the old ; awl soM 

infant die ; 
The rich, with all hi& nurses and his doctor* ; 
And then ifae pour, in meagrcncsi and poverty ; 
And I myself (or lung, O Death, hare brcath'il ■* a 

breath 
Amid the nearness and the ailcnt thought of tbc«. 

And out of these and thee, 

1 make a scene, a song mot fear of thee. 

Nor gloom's ravines, nor bleak, nor dark ^ for I do mI! 

Ihcc. 
Nor celebrate tbe struggle, or coniortion. or hard-ti«d fcMi^ 
Of the broad blessed light and perfect air, with m 

pling tides, and trees and flowcrit and grasa^ 
And toe low hum of living breeze — and in tike i 

beautiful eternal right hand, 
Thee, holiest minister of Ticavcn — thee, envoy, 

at last of all. 
Rich, florid, loosener of the stricture-knot call'd life, 
8w«et, peaoefol, welcome Death. 
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ON THE SAME PICTURE. 
IniifuUd for JirU Uamm 9/ « Demik^t Vmlity.** 



Ave, well I know 'Us ghastly to descend that valley : 
Preachers, musicians, poets, painters, always render it, 
Philosophs exploit — the battlefield, the ship at sea, the myriad 

beds, all lands, 
All, all the past have enter'd, the ancientest humanity we know, 
Syria's, India's, Egypt's, Greece's, Rome's ; 
Till now for us under our very eyes spreading the same to-day. 
Grim, ready, the same to-day, for entrance, yours and mine. 
Here, here 'tis limn'd. 

A THOUGHT OF COLUMBUS. 

The mvstery of mysteries, the crude and hurried ceaseless 

flame, spontaneous, bearing on itself. 
The bubble and the hu£e, round, concrete orb I 
A breath of Deity, as thence the bulging universe unfolding I 
The many issuing cycles from their precedent minute ! 
The eras of the soul incepting in an hour. 
Haply the widest, farthest evolutions of the world and man. 



Thousands and thousands of miles hence, and now four cen- 
turies back, 

A mortal impulse thrilling its brain cell, 

Reck'd or unreck'd, the birth can no lon^r be postpon'd : 

A phantom of the moment, mystic, stalking, sudden. 

Only a silent thought, yet toppling down of more than walls of 
brass or stone. 

(A flutter at the darkness' edge as if old Time's and Space's 
secret near revealing.^ 

A thought ! a definite thought works out in shape. 

Four hundred years roll on. 

The rapid cumulus — trade, navigation, war, peace, democracy, 
roll on ; 

The restless armies and the fleets of time following their leader 
— the old camps of ages pitch 'd in newer, larger areas, 

The tangl'd, lone-deferr'd eclaircissement of human life and, 
hopes boldly begins untying. 

As here to^lay up-grows the Western World. 

(An added word yet to mv sons, far Discoverer, as ne'er before 
sent back to son of ear& — 
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If still thou hearest, hear me, 

Voicing as now — lands, races, arts, bravas to thee. 

O'er the long backward path to thee — oDe v^si 

north, south, east, west. 
Soul plaudits ! acclamation I reverent echoes I 
One manifold, huge memory to thee I oceans and lands ! 
The modem world to thee and thought of thee I) 



a backward glance 
o'er travel d roads 



FROM ••NOVEMBER BOUGHS " 



COPYRIGHT, 1888 

BY 

WALT WHITMAN 



A BACKWARD GLANCE O ER 
TRAVELED ROADS. 



PERHAPS the best of son^ heard, or of any and all true 
love, or life's fairest epiK>des, or sailors', soldiers' trying 
scenes on land or sea, is the risumi of them, or any of them, 
long afterwards, looking at the actualities away back past, with 
all their practical excitations gone. How the soul loves to 
float amid such reminiscences! 

So here I sit gossipinz in the early candle-light of old age — I 
mud my book — casting; backward glances over our travel'd road. 
After completing, as it were, the joumev — (a varied jaunt of 
years, with many halts and eaps of intervals— or some lengthen 'd 
shipvoyage, wherein more tnan once the last hour had apparently 
amved, and we seem*d certain Iv going down — yet reaching port 
in a sufficient way through all discomfitures at last) — After com- 
pleting my poems, I am curious to review them in the li^ht of 
their own (at the time unconscious, or mostly unconscious) inten- 
tions, with certain unfoldings of the thirty years thev seek to 
embody. These lines, therefore, will probably blend the weft 
of first purposes and speculations, with the warp of that expe- 
rience aifterwards, alwavs bringing strange developments. 

Result of seven or eight stages and struggles extending throi^h 
nearlv thirty years, \ia I nigh my three-score-and-ten I live 
tanefy on memory,) I look upon '* Leaves of Grass," now fin- 
islrd to the end of its opportunities and powers, as my definitive 
^urtt visitt to the coming generations of the New World,* if I 
may assume to say so. That I have not gain'd the acceptance of 
my own time, but have fallen back on fond dreams of the future 
—anticipations — T' still lives the song, though Regnar dies ") — 
That from a worlaly and business point of view ** Leaves of 
Grass " has been worse than a failure — that public criticism on 
the book and myself as author of it yet shows mark'd anger and 
contempt more than an3rthing else — (*' I find a solid line of ene- 

* When Champollion, on hb deftth-bed, handed to the printer the revised 
of of ha •' Eorpcian Grammar," he said gayly, «« Be careful of lbi»— it it 
tmrtt de vitiie to posterity." 

433 




A BACKIfAKD CLAtKK 

mies to you everywhere," — IcUer fiom W. S. K., Bor 
j8, 1884) — And that solely for publisbing it J ha»c 
object of two o[ three pretty senoua spcoil official buAi:: 
all probably no more than I oughl to hxvc expected. 1 IliU i 
choice when I commcnc'd. I bid Rcilhri (or tott eoloftc^l 
money returns, nor the approbation of cxisdog sduxilBiada 



the whole business (after a small band of the 
upholders ever vouchsafed to man or cause — doobclasdl 
more faithful and uncompromising — this little plulamit'^1 
being so few) is that, unstopp'd and unwarp'd by any Mha 
outside the soul within me, I have had my «ay entirely »y« 
way, and put it unerringly oD record — the vmlue theic«l ki 
decided by time- 
In calculating that decision. William O'Cooooi and Dr. >■ 
are far more peremptory than 1 am. Behiod allele llMtCB 
said. 1 consider '■ Leaves of Crass " and its theory 
— as, in the deepest sense, I consider our Amei 
itself to be, with its thcon. (I think 1 have at 
philosophy not to be too absolutely crrtain of any tttja^sm 
results.) In the second place, the volamc i» a stfrttt — afefl 
to prove triumphant, and conquer its field of aim and cac3^_ 
constiuction, nothing less than a hundred years (rom utm tm 
fully answer. I consider the point that I hjve positivdy (lai 
a hearing, to far more than make up for any and all othaUi 
and withholdings. ELtftcntiall^, fiat was from the bnt, aa 
remam'd throughout, the mam object Now it aecns I 
achicv'd. I am certainly contented to waive any ochovui 
menious drawbacks, as of little account. Candidly and 
passionately reviewing all my intentions, I feel that'tbey 
creditable — and 1 accept the result, whatever it mar be- 
After continued personal ambition and effort. .^^ a yoi^** 
low, to cnlcr with the rest into competition for the usual rtra ' 
business, politiciil, literary. Ac — to take part in the prat 1 
both for victory's priie itself and lo d<i some Rixxl — .Mter 
of those aims and pursuits, I found myx-U lemainitiv poMcM^ 
at the age of thirtj'-one lo thirty-three, with a special deatic ^ 
convirtion. Or raiher. to be quite exact, a desire ihal badbfl 
flitting through my previous life, or hovering nn the Airf 
mostly indefinite hithirto. had steadily adrancrd to the Cm 
defined itself, and hnnlly dominntrd everrthtng else. ThnV 
a feeling or ambition lo articulate and faiihlutly cxprcfltJnSl^ 
ary or poetic form, and uncompromisingly, nty own plnM^ 
emotional, moral, intellectual, and irstheiic t'craooaittyk Btt 
midst of, and tallying, the momentous spirit and (acts of ll 
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nwdi&te dsya, and of current America — and to exploit that Per- 
sonality, identified with place and date, in a far more candid 
and comprehensive sense than any hitherto poem or book. 

Perhaps this is in brief, or suggests, all I nave sought to do. 
Given the Nineteenth Century, with the United Slates, and what 
tbev furnish as area and points of view, " Leaves of Crass " is, or 
•eeKS to be, simply a faithful and doubtless self-will'ci record. 
In the midst of all, it gives one man's — the author's — identity, 
ardors, observations, faiths, and thoughts, color'd hardly at all 
with any decided coloring from other faiths or other identities. 
Plenty of songs had buen sung — beautiful, matchless songs — 
adjusted to other lands than thei>e — another spirit and stage of 
evolution ; but 1 would sing, and leave out or put in, quite solely 
with reference to Americi and to-dar. Modem science and de- 
mocracy seem'd to be throwing out their ch.-illenge to poetry to 
put them in its statements in contradistinction to the songs and 
myths of the past. As I see it now (perhaps too late,) I have 
unwittingly taken up th^it challenge and made an attempt at 
such statements — which I certainly would not assume to do 
now, knowing more clearly what it means- 

For grounds for " leaves of Grass," as a poem, I abandon'd 
the conventional themes, which do nut appear in it: none of 
the stock ornamentation, or choice plots of love ur war, or 
high, exceptional personages of Old-World song; nothing, as I 
may say, for beauty's sake — no legend, or myth, or romance, 
nor euphemism, nor rhyme. Hut the broadest average of hu- 
manity and its idcntitio in the now ripening Nmctei-nth Century, 
and especially in each of their count less examples and practical 
occupniions in the United States to-day. 

One main contrast of the ideas behind ever)* page of my 
verses, compared with cMablish'd poems, is their dillvrent rela- 
tive attitude towards God, towards the nhjectivo universe, and 
still more (by reflection, confession, assumption, &c.) the quite 
changed attitude of the ego, the one chanting »r talkmg, towards 
himself and towards his fellow-humnntty. It is certainly time 
for .America, above all, to begin this readjustrnvni in the scope 
and basic point of view of verse; for everjtliing else has 
changed. As I write, 1 see in an article on Wurdswurlh. in one 
of the current English magazines, the hues. " A few weeks ago 
an eminent French critic said that, owing to the special ten- 
dency to science and to its atl-devouring force, poetry would 
cease to be read in fifty years." Hut 1 anticipate the very con- 
trary. Only a firmer, vastiv broader, new area begins to exist 
— nay, is already fnrm'd — lu which the pr>etic genius must 
enigrate. Whatever may have been the case in >-ears gone by. 
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the true use for the imaginative faculty- ol 

give ultimate viviAcation to [acts, to science, and to 

lives, endowing them with the glows and gloria ^ad final ^m 

triousness which belong to every real thing, and to real 

only. Without that ultimate viviAcation — which the poe: k 

other artist alone can give — realilv would seem in 

and science, democracy, and liie itself, finally in rain. 

Few appreciate the moral revolutions, our ace, wbkk 1 
been profounder far than the material or int'enure or wv 
duced ones. The Nineteenth Centuiv, now well towmfA 
close (and ripening into fruit the seecu of the two precadq 
centuries*) — the uprisings of national masses and ihifUHl 
boundary-lines — the historical and other prominent facts alri 
United Slates — the war of attempled Secesston —the lUa 
rush and haste of nebulous force* — never c:aa {utUR 
witness more excitcmeni and din o( action — never 
change of army front along the whole line, the 
world. For all tbcse new and evolutionary factm, 
purposes, new poetic messages, new forms and ex] 
inevitable- 

My Book and I — what a period we have presumed to 
those thirty years from 1850 to '80 — and America ia 1 
Troud, proud indeed ma^' we be. if we have cull'd enoaglKl 
that period in its own spirit to worthily waft a lew live 
of it to the future 1 

Let me not dare, here or anywhere, for my own ^ 
any purposes, to attempt the definition of Poetry,* nor 
the question what it is. Like Religion, Lo^-c, nalni 
those terms are indispensable, and we all fpvc a sa 
accurate meaning to them, in my opinion no definitioo 
ever been made sufficiently encloses the name Poetry; aaroa 
any rule or convention ever so ah&ohilely obtain but 1 ~~ 
f^cat exception may arise and disregard and overturn il 

Also it must be carefully rcmcmber'd that first -cljua hamt 
docs not shine by any luminosity of its own ; nor do its pa 
They grow of circumstances, and are evolutionary. Tbca 
living light is always curiously from elsewhere — loUo«« \ 
countable sources, and ta lunar and relative at the best. 1 
are, I know, certain controlling themes that teem eadlaMl] 



• The Itnncnt aaA ^■tmitaiwm even at Ihr Uniltd Suin UMtay, ^^ 
back lo, tod in mj opinion mainlir f iHinilcd on, llu EHubMhaA ^n fa B| 
Ibh hiwotr. Ih( >ec '>r ynnch B>cy>n tixl Shabfm. IiuloaC wInb 1 
« h, whai ccowih or ulreni i> ibrrc llui iloa not i»Xt fawfe. '—t.'^ 
- peibipa lu moU uatalitlog claM (Ml — ia th« MCaAed ImtaMrfi 
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propriated to the poets — as war, in the past — in the Bible, 
religious rapture and adoration — always love, beauty, some 
fine plot, or pensive or other emotion. But, strange as it may 
sound at first, I will say there is something striking far deeper 
and towering far higher than those themes for the best elements 
of modern song. 

Just as all the old imaginative works rest, after their kind, on 
long trains of presuppositions, often entirely unmention'd by 
themselves, yet supplying the most important bases of them, 
and without which they could have had no reason for being, so 
" Leaves of Grass," before a line was written, presupposed some- 
thing different from any other, and, as it stands, is the result of 
such presupposition. I should say, indeed, it were useless to 
attempt reading the book without first carefully tallying that 
preparatory background and quality in the mind. Think of the 
United States to-day — the facts of these thirty-eight or forty 
empires solder'd in one — sixty or seventy millions of equals, 
with their lives, their passions, their future — these incalculable, 
modem, American, seething multitudes around us, of which we 
are inseparable parts ! Think, in comparison, of the petty en- 
vironage and limited area of the poets of past or present Europe, 
no matter how great their genius. Think of the absence and ig- 
norance, in all cases hitherto, of the multitudinousness, vitality, 
and the unprecedented stimulants of to-day and here. It almost 
seems as if a poetry with cosmic and dynamic features of mag- 
nitude and limitlessness suitable to the human soul, were never 
possible before. It is certain that a poetry of absolute faith 
and equality for the use of the democratic masses never was. 

In estimating first-class song, a sufRcient Nationality, or, on 
the other hand, what may be caird the negative and lack of it, 
(as in Goethe's case, it sometimes seems to me,) is often, if not 
always, the first element. One needs only a little penetration 
to see, at more or less removes, the material facts of their coun- 
try and radius, with the coloring of the moods of humanity at 
the time, and its gloomy or hopeful prospects, behind all poets 
and each poet, and forming their birth-marks. I know very 
well that my "Leaves'' could not possibly have emerged or 
been fashion'd or completed, from any other era than the latter 
half of the Nineteenth Century, nor any other land than demo- 
cratic America, and from the absolute triumph of the National 
Union arms. 

And whether my friends claim it for me or not, I know well 
enough, too, that in respect to pictorial talent, dramatic situa- 
tions, and especially in verbal melody and all the conventional 
technique of poetry, not only the divine works that to-day stand 
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ahead in the world's reading, but dozens more, transcend (soBe 
of them immeasurably transcend) all I have done, or could do. 
But it seem'd to me, as the objects in Nature, the themes d 
xstheticism, and all special exploitations of the mind and sooL 
involve not only their own inherent quality, but the quality, jot 
as inherent and important, of their point qfvifw^ the thne had 
come to reflect all themes and things, old and new, in the lights 
thrown on them by the advent of America and democracy — 10 
chant those themes through the utterance of one, not only the 
grateful and reverent legatee of the past, but the bom child tk 
the New World — to illustrate all through the genesis and en- 
semble of to-day ; and that such illustration and ensemble are 
the chief demands of Americans prospective imaginative liten- 
ture. Not to carry out, in the approved style, some choice ploc 
of fortune or misfortune, or fancy, or fine thoughts, or inddorts^ 
or courtesies — all of which has been done overwhelmingly asd 
well, probably never to be excell'd — but that while in sacb 
aesthetic presentation of objects, passions, plots, thoughts, ftc 
our lands and days do not want, and probably will never hatt. 
anything better than they already possess from the bequests di 
the past, it still remains to be said that there is even towards 
all those a subjective and contemporary point of view appropri- 
ate to ourselves alone, and to our new genius and environment! 
differing from anything hitherto ; and that such conception of 
current or gone-by life and art is for us the only means of their 
assimilation consistent with the Western world. 

Indeed, and anyhow, to put it specitically, has not the tinx 
arrived when, (if it must be plainly said, for democratic Aire:- 
ica's sake, if for no other) there must imperatively come a 
readjustment of the whole theory and nature of Poetn- ? Th< 
question is important, and 1 may turn the argument over arc 
repeat it: Does not the best thought of our day and Repub!:: 
conceive of a birth and spirit of sonp; superior to anything pu?: 
or present ? To the ciTectual and moral consolidation of c-' 
lands (already, as materially establish'd, the greatest factors ir 
known history, and far, far greater through what they prelude 
and necessitate, and are to be in future) — to conform with aro 
build on the concrete realities and theories of the universe iur 
nish'd by science, and henceforth the only irrefragable biw 
for anvthin*:, verse includeii — to root both influences in the 
emotional and imaginative action of the modern time, aac 
dominate all that precedes or oppo*;es tiiem — is not cither 1 

• According to Inimamwl Kant, the la^-t csM-iui.iI reality, giving shape o^ 
significance to all the rest. 
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radical advance and step forward, or a new verteber of the best 
song indispensable ? 

The New World receives with jov the poems of the antique 
with European feudalism's rich fund of epics, plays, ballads — 
seeks not in the least to deaden or displace those voices from our 
ear and area — holds them indeed as indispensable studies, influ- 
ences, records, comparisons. But though the dawn-dazzle of 
the sun of literature is in those poems for us of to-da^ — though 
perhaps the best parts of current character in nations, social 
groups, or any man's or woman's individuality. Old World or 
New, are from them — and though if I were ask'd to name the 
most precious bequest to current American civilization from all 
the hitherto ages, I am not sure but I would name those old and 
less old songs ferried hither from east and west — some serious 
words and debits remain ; some acrid considerations demand a 
hearing. Of the great poems received from abroad and from 
the ages, and to-day enveloping and penetrating America, is 
there one that is consistent with these United States, or essen- 
tially applicable to them as they are and are to be ? Is there 
one whose underlying basis is not a denial and insult to democ- 
racy ? What a comment it forms, anyhow, on this era of literary 
fulnlment, with the splendid day-rise of science and resuscita- 
tion of history, that our chief religious and poetical works are 
not our own, nor adapted to our light, but have been furnish'd 
by far-back ages out of their arriere and darkness, or, at most, 
twilight dimness I What is there in those works that so impe- 
riously and scornfully dominates all our advanced civilization, 
and culture ? 

£ven Shakspere, who so suffuses current letters and art 
(which indeed have in most degrees grown out of him,) belongs 
essentially to the buried past. Only he holds the proud dis- 
tinction for certain important phases of that past, of being the 
loftiest of the singers life has yet given voice to. All, however, 
relate to and rest upon conditions, standards, politics, sociolo- 
gies, ranges of belief, that have been quite eliminated from the 
Eastern hemisphere, and never existed at all in the Western. 
As authoritative types of song they belong in America just 
about as much as the persons and institutes they depict. True, 
it may be said, the emotional, moral, and aesthetic natures of 
humanity have not radically changed — that in these the old 
poems apply to our times and all times, irrespective of date ; 
and that they are of incalculable value as pictures of the past. 
I willingly make those admissions, and to their fullest extent ; 
then advance the points herewith as of serious, even paramount 
importance. 
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T have indeed put on record elsewbcre my ina a ti 
eulogy [or those Rever-to-be-excell'd poetic be q o MM i, taA 
indescribable preciousness as heirlooms for America. Ai 
and separate point must now be candidly st&lpd. U I k 
stood before those poems with uncover d bead, fulif ■«: 
their colossal grandeur and beauty at iarm and »}tim. I 
not have written " Leaves of Grass." My verdict and o 
sions as illustrated in its pages are arrived at th n>af:h Ibe 
and inculcation of the old works as much as tlirongb 
else — perhaps more than through anything cUe, Aa Ai 
fully and fairly construed is ihe Iq^itimalc result and n*4 
ary outcome of the past, so I would dare to claim for i^' 
Without stopping to qualify the averment, the Old WatM 
had the poems of myths, fictions, feuHalism, cxmqoest, c 
dynastic wars, and splendid ejcceplional rhoractert and ^ 
which have been great ; but the New World needs the fa 
of realities and science and ol the drmocratic avcra^ 
basic equality, which shall be greater. In the centre odd, 
object of all, stands the Human ficing, toward* wfoow 
and spiritual evolution }K>ems and ererythin|; dirvcthr < 
rectly tend, Old World or New. 

Continuing the subject, my friends h.-ive more tlaaa oa 
gested — or may be the gamilitv of advancing age is poa 
me — some further embryonic l.icts of " Leaves of Gni^* 
especially how [ enler'd upon them. Dr. Bucke has, in ha 
ume, already fully and fairly described the preparatica rf 
poetic field, with the particular and general plowii^. ^h 
seeding, and occupation of the ground, till cverythn^ vi 
tilizcd, rooted, and ready to start its own way (or ^n><w 
Not till after all this, did I attempt any scnons bcohAI 
with poetic literature. Along in my sixteenth yttr iM 
come possessor of a stout, well<r3mro'd one tbom^d 
octavo volume (1 have it yet,) containing Walter .Scmt's ^ 
entire — an inexhaustible mine and treasury nf p,.>ct>e k 
(especially the endless forests and jungles of ni>iv>i — hu 
so to me for fifty years, and remains so to thi.i d \y." 

* Sir Wallet Srotl'iCOMriara t'ocMi; CI 

rrBBUr : then Sir Trulrfm ; I jy i.l ibr I-«H 

nu ; Mainuon ; Lulv ») <bc LJilic ; Viunn nl IVin Rodnick t — — 
bU* 1 Rokcbyi BiKlal ol Tricnnuo i Field ol Wuctloo i IIm^4 itel 
Id* I >tl tbc Dninuu : **rioui Intioductloni, eiulln* inUsaMaa IMl 
Eaajn on Potuy, Rununcr, fte. 

LocUiait'i iSj] (nr 'uj edition with Scott'i lalnl and oi^MBM 
aad uuMUtioai. (All llte poon* wnr (haronchlT rrul by ^^ ^4 
Ut ol ib« Dotdcr MlMtnUf ii*u and ovm tcJa.) 
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Later, at intervals, summers and falls, I used to go off, some- 
times for a week at a stretch, down in the country, or to Long 
Island's seashores — there, in the presence of outdoor influ- 
ences, I went over thoroughly the Old and New Testaments, 
and absorbed (probably to better advantage for me than in any 
library or indoor room — it makes such difference where you 
read,) Shakspere, Ossian, the best translated versions I could 
get of Homer, Eschylus, Sophocles, the old German Nibelungen, 
the andent Hindoo poems, and one or two other masterpieces, 
Dante's among them. As it happened, I read the latter mostly 
in an old wood. The Iliad (Buckley's prose version,) I read first 
thoroughly on the peninsula of Orient, northeast end of Long 
Island, in a shelter'd hollow of rocks and sand, with the sea on 
each side. (I have wonder'd since why I was not overwhelm'd 
by those mighty masters. Likely because I read them, as de- 
scribed, in the lull presence of Nature, under the sun, with the 
far-spreading landscape and vistas, or the sea rolling in.) 

Toward £e last I had among much else look'd over Edgar 
Foe's poems — of which I was not an admirer, tho' I always 
saw that beyond their limited range of melody (like perpetual 
chimes of music bells, ringing from lower b flat up to g) they 
were melodious expressions, and perhaps never excell'd ones, of 
certain pronounc'd phases of human morbidity. (The Poetic 
area is very spacious — has room for all — has so many man- 
sions 1) But I was repaid in Poe's prose by the idea that (at 
any rate for our occasions, our day) there can be no such thing 
as a long poem. The same thought had been haunting my 
mind before, but Poe's argument, though short, work'd the sum 
and proved it to me. 

Another point had an early settlement, clearing the ^ound 
greatly. I saw, from the time my enterprise and questionings 
positively shaped themselves (how best can I express my own 
distinctive era and surroundings, America, Democracy?) that 
the trunk and centre whence the answer was to radiate, and to 
which all should return from straying however far a distance, 
must be an identical body and soul, a personality — which per- 
sonality, after many considerations and ponderings I deliberately 
settled should be myself — indeed could not be any other. I 
also felt strongly (whether I have shown it or not) that to the 
true and full estimate of the Present both the Past and the 
Future are main considerations. 

These, however, and much more might have gone on and 
come to naught (almost positively would have come to naught,) 
if a sudden, vast, terrible, direct and indirect stimulus for new 
and national declamatory expression had not been g^ven to me. 
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It is certain, I say, that, although I had made a start bcfovt 
only from the occurrence of the Secession War, and what t 
show'd me as by flashes of lightning, with the emotional de|ritt 
it sounded and arous'd (of course, I don't mean in ny oai 
heart only, I saw it just as plainly in others, in millions)— thai 
only from the strong flare and provocation of that war's sghis 
ana scenes the final reasons-for-being of an autochthooic aad 
passionate song definitely came forth. 

I went down to the war fields in Virginia (end of 1862), lived 
thenceforward in camp — saw great battles and the days aad 
nights afterward — partook of all the fluctuations, gloom, d^ 
spair, hopes again arous'd, courage evoked — death readily risk'd 
— the caus€y too — along and filhng those agonistic and lurid fol- 
lowing years, i863-64-'65 — the real parturition years (matt 
than i776-'83) of this henceforth homogeneous Union. Wt^ 
out those three or four years and the experiences they gan^ 
" Leaves of Grass " would not now be existing. 

But I set out with the intention also oi indicating or hintiiif 
some point-characteristics which I since see (though I did Mt 
then, at least not definitely) were bases and object-urginp » 
ward those '* Leaves " from the first. The word 1 myself ptf 
primarily for the description of them as they stand at last, a 
the wora Suggestiveness. I round and finish little, if anytluBf:; 
and could not, consistently with my scheme. The reader wSa, 
always have his or her part to do, just as much as I have hic 
mine. I seek less to state or display any theme or thou^fc- 
and more to bring you, reader, into the atmosphere of the ihtvK 
or thought — there to pursue your own flight. Another impe- 
tus-word is Comradeship as for all lands, and in a more c^•!^ 
manding and acknowledg'd sense than hitherto. Other wore 
signs would be Good Cheer, Content, and Hope. 

The chief trait of any given poet is always the spirit he bnnp 
to the observation of Humanity and Nature — the mood out •■• 
which he contemplates his subjects. What kind of temper irc 
what amount of faith report these things ? Up to horn- recent i 
date is the song carried ? What the equipment, and special rac- 
ness of the singer — what his tinge of colonnj; ? The last valje 
of artistic expressers, past and present — (ireek aesthetes. Shit 
spere — or in our own day Tennyson, Victor Hugo, Carl vie, Er^ 
erson — is certainly involved in such questions. I say the prv^ 
foundest ser\'ice that poems or any other writings can do i<t 
their reader is not merely to satisfy the intellect, or supply some 
thing polish'd and interesting, nor even to depict great passiom 
or persons or events, but to fill him with vigorous and dcat 
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manliness, religiousness, and give him good heart as a radical 1 
possession and habit. The educated world seems to have been 
growing more and more ennuyed for ages, leaving to our time 
the inheritance of it all. Fortunatelv there is the original inex- 
haustible fund of buoyancy, normally resident in the race, for- 
ever eligible to be appealed to and relied on. 

As for native American individuality, though certain to come, 
and on a large scale, the distinctive and ideal t3rpe of Western 
character (as consistent with the operative political and even 
money-making features of United States' humanity in the Nine- 
teenth Century as chosen knights, gentlemen and warriors were 
the ideals of the centuries of European feudalism) it has not yet 
appeared. I have allow'd the stress of my poems from beginnmg 
to end to bear upon American individuality and assist it — not 
only because that is a great lesson in Nature, amid all her gen- 
eralizing laws, but as counterpoise to the leveling tendencies of 
Democracy — and for other reasons. Defiant of ostensible liter- 
ary and other conventions, I avowedly chant " the great pride 
of man in himself," and permit it to be more or less a motif of 
nearly all my verse. I think this pride indispensable to an 
American. I think it not inconsistent with obedience, humility, 
deference, and self-questioning. 

Democracy has been so retarded and jeopardized by powerful 
personalities, that its first instincts are fain to clip, conform, 
bring in stragglers, and reduce everything to a dead level. 
While the ambitious thought of my song is to help the forming 
of a great aggregate Nation, it is, perhaps, altogether through 
the forming of myriads of fully developed and enclosing individ- 
uals. Welcome as are equality's and fraternity's doctrines and 
popular education, a certain liability accompanies them all, as 
we see. That primal and interior something in man, in his 
soul's abysms, coloring all, and, by exceptional fruitions, giving 
the last majesty to him — something continually touch'd upon 
and attain'd by the old poems and ballads of feudalism, and 
often the principal foundation of them — modern science and 
democracy appear to be endangering, perhaps eliminating. But 
that forms an appearance only; the reality is quite different. 
The new influences, upon the whole, are surely preparing the 
way for grander individualities than ever. To-day and here 
personal force is behind ever3rthing, just the same. The times 
and depictions from the Iliad to Shakspere inclusive can happily 
never again be realized — but the elements of courageous and 
lofty manhood are unchanged. 

Without yielding an inch the working-man and working- 
woman were to be in my pages from first to last The ranges 
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of betoisiD and loftiness wtib which Greek aod feudftl pM 
dow'd their god-like or lordiy burn cbamctcf* — inrtianpii 
and better based and with fuller ranges than those — la 
endow the democtacic averages ol America. I waa lo ihM 
we, here and to-day, are eligible to tbc grandest aod ihc tt 
more eligible now than any times uf old were. I will aim 
my utterances (1 said to myself beXure beginning tobttn 
the poems of the morning. (They have been foodAed 
mainly written in the sunny forenoon and caily — tiW*t H 
life.) I will want them to be the poems of women mh' 
much as men. 1 have wish'd to put the complete Unin' 
Slates in my songs without any preference or partiality aka 
Henceforth, if they live and arc read, it muiii b« jtut a* 
South as North — just as much along the Pacific as Atiu 
in the valley of the Mississippi, in Canada, up io MiiB*. 
in Texas, and on the shores of I'uget Sound. 

From another point of view " Leaves of (iraaa " B no 
the song of Sex and Amativeness, and even Animalitj^ll 
meanings that do not usually go along with tho«e wocdi nc 
hind all, and will duly emt-rgc ; and all are »oi^bl to be ~ 
into a different light and almoKphere. Of thia featof^ 
tionally palpable in a few lines, t shall only »ay tbc n y 
principle of those lines so gives breath of life Io my whok ■ 
that the bulk of the pieces might as well have been itt. 
written were tliosc lines omitted. Difficult a& ii mil be a 
become, in my opinion, imperative to achieve a ahitted 
from superior men and women towards the thought aadfaS 
sexuality, as an element in character, personality, the tmca 
and a theme in Ittcmtuic. i am not going to areoc Ihe^ 
tion by itself; it does not stand by itself. I'he vitaHqf il 
I Altogether in its relations, t>carines, significaDce — BteM 
of a symphony. At last analogy the hnes I allude l^ari 
spirit in which they arc spoken, permeate alt " Lettvcacf Gi 
and the work must stand or fall with them, aa the kiaMl 
and soul must remain as an entirety. 

Universal as arc certain facts and symptotni <4 eaamm 
or individuals all times, there is nothing bo rare in OMidaa' 
ventions and poetry as their normal recognisance; Uia 
is always calling in the doctor for consultation and oomAh 
and always giving evasions and swathing suppression ia| 
of that " heroic nudity " * on which oiuy a senuine dap 
of aerious cases can be built. And ia mpcct to eStim 
" Lcax-cs of Grau " in time to come (if ibere shoold be a 

• " W» et Bw H h CaUMrj," ]<dj, 1SI3. 
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I take occasion now to confirm those lines with the settled coh- 
victions and deliberate renewals of thirty years, and to hereby 
prohibit, as far as word of mine can do so, any elision of them. 

Then still a purpose enclosing all, and over and beneath all. 
£ver since what might be call'd thought, or the budding of 
thought, fairly began in my youthful mind, I had had a desire 
to attempt some worthy record of that entire faith and accept- 
ance (" to justify the ways of God to men " is Milton's well- 
known and ambitious phrase) which is the foundation of moral 
America. I felt it all as positively then in my young days as I 
do now in my old ones ; to formulate a poem whose every thought 
or fact should directly or indirectly be or connive at an implicit 
belief in the wisdom, health, m3rstery, beauty of every process, 
every concrete object, every human or other existence, not only 
consider'd from the point of view of all, but of each. 

While I can not understand it or argue it out, I fully believe 
in a clue and purpose in nature, entire and several ; and that 
invisible spiritual results, just as real and definite as the visible, 
eventuate all concrete life and all materialism, through Time. 
My book ought to emanate buoyancy and gladness legitimately 
enough, for it was grown out of those elements, and has been 
the comfort of my life since it was originally commenced. 

One main genesis-motive of the " Leaves " was my conviction 

8ust as strong to-day as ever) that the crowning growth of the 
hited States is to be spiritual and heroic. To help start and 
favor that growth — or even to call attention to it, or the need 
of it — is the beginning, middle, and final purpose of the poems. 
(In fact, when really cipher'd out and summ'd to the last, plow- 
ing up in earnest the interminable average fallows of humanity 
— not " good government '* merely, in the common sense — is 
the justification and main purpose of these United States.) 

Isolated advantages in any rank or grace or fortune — the 
direct or indirect threads of all the poetry of the past — are in 
my opinion distasteful to the republican genius, and offer no 
foundation for its fitting verse. Established poems, I know, have 
the very great advantage of chanting the already performed, so 
full of glories, reminiscences dear to the minds of men. But 
my volume is a candidate for the future. " All original art," 
says Taine, anyhow, " is self-regulated, and no original art can 
be regulated from without ; it carries its own counterpoise, and 
does not receive it from elsewhere — lives on its own blood " — 
a solace to my frequent bruises and sulky vanity. 

As the present is perhaps mainly an attempt at personal state- 
ment or illustration, I will allow myself as further help to ex- 
tract the following anecdote from a book, "Annals of Old 
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Painters," conn'd by me in youth. Rubens, the Flemish paiota 
in one of his wanderings through the galleries of old coovemi 
came across a singular work. After looking at it thoughtfuH? 
for a good while, and listening to the criticisms of his suite d 
students, he said to the latter, in answer to their questions <as 
to what school the work implied or belonged,) ** I do not belieit 
the artist, unknown and peraaps no longer living, who has girci 
the world this legacy, ever belonged to an^ school, or ertr 
painted anything but this one picture, which is a persoaai 
affair — a piece out of a man's life.'' 

" Leaves of Grass " indeed (I cannot too often reiterate) kas 
mainly been the outcropping of my own emotional and ocber 
personal nature — an attempt, from first to last, to put a Fitnm, 
a human being (myself, in the latter half of the NinetecMh 
Century, in America,) freely, fully and truly on record. I coaki 
not find any similar personal record in current literature tkit 
satisfied me. But it is not on *' Leaves of Grass " distiDCtif«h 
as literature^ or a specimen thereof, that I feel to dwell, or ad- 
vance claims. No one will get at my verses who insists upoi 
viewing them as a literary performance, or attempt at such po- 
formance, or as aiming mainly toward art or estheticism. 

I say no land or people or circumstances ever existed so 
needing a race of singers and poems differing from all odMn^ 
and rigidly their own, as the land and people and circumstaiioes 
of our United States need such singers and poems to^ay, aad 
for the future. Still further, as long as the States continue K 
absorb and be dominated by the poetry of the Old World, aini 
remain unsupplied with autochthonous song, to express, vitaiirf 
and give color to dnd define their material and political ^ik 
cess, and minister to them distinctively, so long will they step 
short of first-class Nationality and remain defective. 

In the free evening of my day I give to you, reader, the 
foregoing garrulous talk, thoughts, reminiscences. 

As idly drifting; down the ebb, 

Such ripples, haU-caui;ht voicrs, echo from the shore. 

Concluding with two items for the imaginative genius of the 
West, when it worthily rises — First, what Herder taught to 
the young (ioethe. that really great poetry is always k like lh« 
Homeric or Biblical canticles) the result of a national spint. 
and not the privilege of a polish*d and select few ; Second, that 
the strongest and sweetest songs yet remain to be sung. 



INDEX OF FIRST LINES 



rAGS 

A BATTBR'D, wreck'd old man 323 

Aboard at a ship's helm 205 

A California song 165 

A carol closing sixty- nine — a r6sum£ — a repetition .... 386 

Add to your show, before you close it, France 413 

Adieu O Soldier 253 

Afoot and light-hearted I take to the open road 120 

After a long, long course, hundreds of years, denials . .412 

After a week of physical anguish 403 

After surmounting threescore and ten 410 

After the dazzle of day is gone 388 

After the sea-ship, after the whistling winds 209 

After the supper and talk — after the day is done .... 404 

Ages and ages returning at intervals 92 

A glimpse through an interstice caught 109 

A great year and place 188 

Ah little recks the laborer 157 

Ah, not this marble, dead and cold 393 

Ah, poverties, wincings, and sulky retreats 364 

Ah, whispering, something again, unseen 414 

A leaf for hand in hand 109 

A lesser proof than old Voltaire's, yet greater 401 

A line in long array where they wind l^twixt green islands . . 235 
All submit to them where they sit, inner, secure, unapproachable to 

analysis in the soul 305 

All you are doing and saying is to America dangled mirages * ^'S 

Always our old feuillaee 138 

A march in the ranks hard-prest, and the road unknown 239 

A mask, a perpetual natural disguiser of herself 217 

Amid these days of order, ease, prosperity 400 

Among the men and women the multitude ill 

An ancient song, reciting, ending 414 

And now gentlemen loi 

And whence and why come you 409 

And who art thou? said I to the soft-falling shower .... 399 

And yet not yon alone, twilight and burying ebb .... 390 

A newer garden of creation, no primal solitude 310 

A noiseless patient spider 343 

An old man bending I come among new faces 241 

An old man's thought of school 308 
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Apple orchudi, the trees ill eufci'd with Um 

Appiouhing. newing, carious 

A piomiH! lo Calilornia .... 

Are you the new peison drawn lowud me . 

Ann d yrau — year ol (he rtmgjle . . 

A> Adam euly In the moniing . 

As at thy poitak alto death . . 

At consequent tion ttoic of tumina laiiu . 

As dowa the st^e >eua .... 

Ashes of Soldiers, South or Korlli 

A% 1 ebb'd with the ocean ot life 

As it I phanlom careisM tnc . . . 

A light in camp In ihe diyl^eak giajr and dim 

As 1 lay with my head in yoni lap cametado 

As I pondvi'd in siknce . • • . 

As I sit in twilight laic alone by (be flickering oak-fla 

Ai I sit with othen at a gteat hail, tnddenly while U 

A« I sit writing heic, sick aitd grown old , 

As I walk thcic bioad nujcstic days ol peace , 

As I walch'd Ihe plougbmBii ptnughing 

As one by one withdraw the lofly acton 

A *ong, ■ poem of ilscll — tbe word itself a ditg* 

A song loi occupations ..... 

A song of tbe rolling earth, and ol words accoidinc 

As the Greek's signal Rame, by inlii|ue iccuidt lou 

A> the time draws nigh glooming a doud . 

Aa ibey draw lo a close 

As tulsome I wandei'd Virginia's woods 
A thousand petleci men and oomcn appCM 

At Ibe last, lendeily 

A neue miit hanging 'rtnind halt ihe pagn . 

A votcc liom Death, solemn and strange, in all Ua iwx p «_, 
A woman waitt lor me, she contain* all, nothing is I ai h li» . 
Aye, well 1 knvw 'ti* ghastly lo descend that valley 

8«ATl bull drums! — blow! buglnl 1>ln> 

Be compi»rd ~ be at cue with ne — 1 am Walt WW 

lusty as Natnie 

Beginning my studies the first step pleai'd me « 

Ikbold this (wailhy (ace, lh«*«gny eye* . 

Bnn, brave were the laMieti (hitt't iwimi) to-day} wlH»|| 

tbe fight ... ... 

By blue Urtlaiiu'i sbnr .... 

By broad PottHnac's shore, again old lonmc 
By ihai Inng scan of waves, myself call'abKli, i 
»f the bivonac'i fitful flame 
By tbe dly drad-bonae by tbe gal* 

ClNTlR lit equal lUughlrrs, equal sons 

(Tkaniing Ihe squair Jeific, iml ol tb* On* kdvaadai, ««t of ] 

Dly of orgies, walks and joyi ... 

City ol ship* 

Come, 1 will make Ibe eonlineal indJMolBbh 
Come my tan-laced chQdccn 
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said the Muse 181 

Gone up from the fields lather, here's a letter from our Pete . 236 

Darist thou now O soul 338 

Delicate cluster ! flag of teeming life 2C2 

Did we count great, O Soul, to penetrate the themes of mighty books . 386 

Did you ask dulcet rhymes from me 252 

Down on the ancient wharf, the sand, I sit, with a new-comer chatting . 401 

Earth, my likeness 109 

Erer the ondiscouraged, resolute, struggling soul of man . 396 

Facing west from California's shores 95 

Far back, related on my mother's side 395 

Far hence amid an isle of wondrous beauty 284 

Fast-anchor'd eternal O love ! O woman I love 1 1 1 

First O songs for a prelude 219 

Flood tide below me 1 I see you face to face 129 

For him I sing 14 

For his o'erarching and last lesson the greybeard sufi . .418 

Forms, qualities, fives, humanity, language, thoughts . •214 

For the lands and for these passionate days and for myself . 278 

From all the rest I single out you, having a message for you . 344 

From east and west across the horizon's edge 412 

From far Dakota's cafions 366 

From Paumanok starting I fly like a bird 222 

From pent-up aching rivers 79 

Full of life now, compact, visible 1 1 1 

Fidl of wickedness I — of many a smutch' d deed reminiscent . 427 

Give me the splendid silent sun with all his beams full-dazzling . . 244 

Give me your nand old Revolutionary 231 

Gliding o'er all, through all 218 

Good-bye my Fancy 422 

Good-l^e my fancy — (I had a word to say 409 

Grand is the seen, the light, to me — grand are the sky and stars . 421 

Greater than memory of Achilles or Ulysses 387 

Had I the choice to tally greatest bards 389 

Hark, some wild trumpeter, some strange musician .... 356 

Hast never come to thee an hour 218 

Have I no weapon-word for thee — some message brief and fierce . 412 
Have you learned lessons only of those who admired you, and were ten- 
der with you, and stood aside for you 400 

Heave the anchor short 409 

Here first the duties of to-day, the lessons of the concrete . . 398 

Here, Uke this gift 16 

Here the frailest leaves of me, and yet my strongest lasting . 108 

Hold it up sternly — see this it sends back, (who is it? is it you . . 213 

How dare one say it 421 

How solemn as one by one 3^1 

How sweet the silent backward tracings 387 

How they are provided for upon the earth* (appearing at intervab 15 

Hnsh'd be Uie camps to-day 263 
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I AU h« that ichM wiib amotout love 

I celebrate myiclt, ind sing m]r««U . . . 

1 doubl il Dol — then man, lai nwMe . 

I dieam'd in > dream I uw ■ oXj inWocible \a Ibc ai 

ol the reil of Ibe eulh .... 

II I sbaald need to name, O Weitero World, foot powctia 

show 

I have not so much emulated the bitik thai mtuicallr ibif 
I heat America liDgiog, the vuied carols 1 hear , 
I heaid that you aak'd lot somethinK lu ptme Ihit puxale <k 
I heard you lotemii -sweet p1|<ri ol the arjaii at last i 

past'd the church .... 

I beat it wai charged agninM me thai I tou^hl ts 

In a lai-avay noithcrn connty in the pladd putoral nvfam . 
In a little house keep I pictures suspended, il b not a db*4 k 

In cabia'd «blp> at sea 

1 need oo assurances, I am a man wbi> is pie-o ccup iw l of h 
In midnight sleep ul many a lace ol tnguiih 

In paths nnirodden 

la sotlneu, languor, bloom, and growth . 

to iiHne unused lagoon, some aanielcn bay 

t saw in Louisiana a live-oak growing 

I saw old General at bay .... 

I see beluce ne now a traveling army haltiag 

I see in you ihe estuary Ihai cnlargn and tpreada itaelf | 

ponti in ibe great sea ..... 
1 sec the sleeping lialic nestling the lireaat of iH mothn 
I sing the body electric 

I sit and look out upon all the wirows ol ibe world, aod w 

ptesaloo and shame , 

II reform needed^ is it ibrongh yon , . • . , 
I stand ai oo some nighiy ciigle's beak .... 
I was taking lot something spedlic and peilect lot nqr dly , 
I waa looking a long while lui Intentions .... 
1 wander all night in my nnon 

}ov, sinpmaie. \trf 

Lavt of ebb, and daylight waning 

Let the rElormen descend from Ihe itatMh wbm thar ara li 
Ing — lei an idiot o< Insane person appear oo aadt at H 

Lm thai which ilood in Itunl go bebind 

Locations and limes — what u b in ma ihal meets i 
and wheterer. and makca mc at home . 

Long, too long Ameitca 

Look down lair moon and latba thit aoene . 

\ftt Ibe unLuundet] tea 

Lo,Vict)euun Ihe peak* 

Lmer ihriti* and pertrd GnaraiW 

Havkattiui'i itNeti I MDnia'd pooderiaa 

Uany thbip U abaob I leach to bdp rou becotnc devc «l ■ 
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Me imperturbe, standing at ease in Nature 16 

More experiences and sights, stranger, than you'd think (or . . . 420 

My city's fit and noble name resumed 385 

My science-friend, my noblest woman -friend 397 

My spirit to yours dear brother 298 

Myself and mine gymnastic ever 189 

Nay, do not dream, designer dark 428 

Nay tell me not ta>day the publishM shame 426 

Nations ten thousand years before these States, and many times ten 

thousand years before these States 288 

Native moments — when you come upon me — ah you are here now 94 

Night on the prairies 344 

No labor-saving machine ......... 108 

Not alone those camps of white, old comrades of the wars . . . 377 

Not from successful love alone 388 

Not heat flames up and consumes 104. 

Not heaving from my ribb'd breast only 100 

Nothing is ever really lost, or can be lost 396 

Not meagre, latent boughs alone, O songs I (scaly and bare, like eagles' 

talons 402 

Not the pilot has charged himself to bring his ship into port, though 

beaten back and many times baffled 241 

Not to exclude or demarcate, or pick out evils from their formidable 

masses (even to expose them ....... 420 

Not youth pertains to me . . 249 

Now finals to the shore 380 

Now list to my morning's romanza, I tell the signs of the Answerer . 134 

Now precedent songs, farewell — by every name farewell . 403 

O A new song, a free song 223 

O Captain ! my Captain ! our fearful trip is done 262 

Of Equality — as if it harmM me, giving others the same chances and 
rights as myself — as if it were not indispensable to my own rights 

tluit others possess the same 218 

Of heroes, history, grand events, premises, myths, poems . . 425 
Of him I love day and night I dream 'd I heard he was dead . 340 
Of Justice — as if Justice could be anything but the same ample law, ex- 
pounded by natural Judges and saviors 217 

Off obedience, faith, adhesiveness 217 

Of ownership — as if one fit to own things could not at pleasure enter 

upon all, and incorporate them into himself or herself . . .214 
Of persons arrived at high positions, ceremonies, wealth, scholarships, 

and the like 300 

Of public opinion . 364 

Of that blithe throat of thine from arctic bleak and blank . 394 

Of these years I sing 373 

Of the terrible doubt of appearances loi 

O hymen ! O hymenee ! why do you tantalize me thus • • • 93 

Old farmers, travelers, workmen (no matter how crippled or bent . 397 

O living always, always dying ........ 344 

O magnet-South ! O glistening perfumed South ! my South . . 359 

O me, man of slack faith so long 361 

O me 1 O life 1 of the questions of these recurring .... 215 
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On a flat ro^ nins the well-train'd raniier ny 

Once I pass*d through a populous dty imprintio^ nj brain lor htttan «k 

with its shows, architecture, eustomt, traditioiii . . . • fi 
One hour to madness and joy 1 O furious ! O confine om not 91 

One*s-seH I sing, a urople separate person ... • . . « 

One thought ever at the fore . , 0^ 

On journejTS through the States we start . . . 15 

Only themselves understand themselves and the like of U i emnJ ^^a . tti 
On my Northwest coast in the midst of the night a fiilii i—n'i fffoip 

stands watching • • • Ji| 

On, on the same, ye jocund twain .... . . 4M 

On the beach at night . . af 

On the beach at night alone . . flf 

O sight of pity, shame and dole a|t 

O star of France . . jpl 

O take my hand Walt Whitman lit 

O tan-faced prairie boy . . Jfi 

Others may praise what they like .... . . . ]B| 

O to make the most jubilant song I4t 

Out from behind this bending rough-cut mask a|| 

Out of the cradle endlessly rocking .... . . . Ifl 

Out of the murk of heaviest clouds * • |4 

Out of the rolling ocean the crowd came a drop gently to nw fi 

Over and through the burial chant 413 

Over the carnage rose prophetic a voice aU 

Over the Western sea hither from Nipbon come i^ 

O you whom I often and silently come where you are that I wmcf be wkk yon. 111 



Passing stranger 1 you do not know bow lo n g ingl y I look «pon ytm • Mf 

Pensive and faltering 31ft 

Pensive on her dead gazing I heard the Mother of All . • • 377 

Poets to come ! orators, singers, musicians to come . . . ff 

Proudly the flood comes in, shouting, foaming, advancing . . . 390 

Proud music of the storm ......... 3:0 

Quicksand years that whirl me I know not whither . . . 341 

Rack of veterans — race of victors ....... i$o 

Recorders ages hence let 

Rise O days from your fathomless deeps, till you loftier, 6ercer sweep . nt 
Roaming in thought ovrr the Universe, I saw the little that is (jood 

steadily hastening towards immortality ...... Si6 

Roots and leaves themselves alone are these ..... 103 

Sacred, blithesome, undenied ........ 4SI 

Sane, random, negligent hours ..... ... 4f7 

Sauntering the pavement or riding the country by-road, lo, sncb faces . 
Scented herbage of my breast ........ 

Sea-l)eauty ! stretch'd and l>asking 

Shot gold, maroon and violet, daiiling silver, emerald, fawn . • #00 

Shut not your doors to me proud lilvraries ...... 17 

Silent and amazed even when a little l>oy ...... SI7 

Simple and fresh and fair from winter's close emerging jjlj 

Singing my days |tS 
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Skirtine the river road (my forenoon walk, my rest . . . ai6 
Small tne theme of my Chant, yet the greatest — namely, One's-Self — 
a simple, separate person. That, for the use of the New World, I 

nog ^ 397 

Somehow I cannot let it go yet, funeral though it is . .411 

Something startles me where I thought I was safest 285 

Sometimes with one I love I fill myself with rage for fear I effuse unre- 

turn*d love no 

Soon shall the winter's foil be here 399 

Sounds of the winter too 415 

Spirit that form'd this scene 368 

Spirit whose work is done — spirit of dreadful hours .... 253 

Splendor of ended day floating and filling me 374 

Spontaneous me, Nature 89 

Starting from fish-shape Paumanok where I was born . .18 

Steaming the northern rapids — (an old St. Lawrence reminiscence . 389 

Still though the one I sing 17 

Stranger, if you. passing meet me and desire to speak to me, why should 

you not speak to me 18 

Suddenly out of its stale and drowsy lair, the lair of slaves . .an 

Tbars! tears! tears 204 

Thanks in old age — thanks ere I go 398 

Tliat coursing on, whatever men's speculations 398 

That music always round me, unceasing, unbeginning, yet long untaught 

I did not hear 343 

That shadow my likeness that goes to and fro seeking a livelihood, chat- 
tering, chaffering in 

That which eludes this verse and any verse 362 

The appointed winners in a long-stretch 'd game 388 

The business man the acquired vast 376 

The commonplace I sing 419 

The devilish and the dark, the dying and diseased -419 

Thee for my recitative 358 

The last sunbeam 246 

The mystery of mysteries, the crude and hurried ceaseless flame, spon- 
taneous, bearing on itself 429 

Then last of all, caught from these shores, this hill .... 391 

The noble sire fallen on evil days 230 

The prairie-grass dividing, its special odor breathing .... 107 

There was a child went forth every day 282 

These carols sung to cheer my passage through the world I see . . 379 

These I singing in Spring collect for lovers 99 

The sobbing of the bells, the sudden death-news everywhere . 378 

The soft voluptuous opiate shades 401 

The soothing sanity and blitheness of completion .411 

The touch of flame — the illuminating fire — the loftiest look at last . 404 

The two old, simple problems ever intertwined .... 398 

The untold want by life and land ne'er granted 379 

The world below the brine 206 

They shall arise in the States 364 

Thick-sprinkled bunting ! flag of stars 367 

This dust was once the man 263 

This is thy hour O Soul, thy free flight into the wordless . 369 
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L P^ f This latent mine — these anlaunch'd voices — passionate powe 

' ' This moment yearning and thoughtful sitting alooe 

Thither as I look I see each result and glory retraciDg itself an^! 
close, always obligated .... . . 

Thou Mother with thy Equal brood ..... 

Thou orb aloft full-dazzling ! thou hot October nuon . 
Thou reader throbbest life and pride and lore the same a» I . 
ITiou who hast slept all night upon the storm 
Through the ample open door of the peaceful country tarn . 
• : Through the soft evening air enwinding all . 

jj To be at all — what is better than that .... 

[% • To conclude, I announce what comes after nic 

pf To-day a rude brief recitative 

' i To-day, from each and all, a breath of prayer — a pul>c u! lU^i. 

• To-day, with bending head and eyes, thou, too, Columbia 

«. - . To get betimes in ]k)ston town I rose this morning early 

To get the final lilt of songs 

To the East and to the West 

To thee old cause 

To the garden the wurUI anew ascending .... 

V To the leavenM soil they trcMl calling I sing fur the U>t 

« To the States or any one of them, or any city of the States, s\e:t. 

obey little ......... 

To think of time — nf .ill ih.!! reiiospectiun 

To those who've faird, in aspiration vast .... 

Trickle drops ! my blue veins leaving ..... 

Turn O Lilnrrtad, for the war is over ..... 

1 Two boats with nets lying off the sea-beach, ijuite •»till 

U.N'FOI-PKI) out of the folds of the woman man comes unft^'iii-< 

always to come unfnlfied ..... 
Unseen buds, infinite, hidden well ..... 
Upon this scene, this show ...... 

Vi(;iL strange I kept on the field one night .... 
Vocali<»m, measure, concentration, deter minatiuii, and the dkvir. 
to speak words ........ 

Wandf.rint. at morn 

Warlilr me now for joy of lilac-timc, (returning in reniini^crnc 
I \Ve.ipon shapely, naked, wan ..... 

Weave in, weave in, my hardy life .... 
I Welcome, Brazilian brother — thy ample place is ready 

We two boys together clinging . 

We two, how long we were fiJol'd .... 

What am I after all Init a child, plcasM with the snui..! t 
name.' repeating it over and over 

What arc those nf the known but to ascend and enter \\w l*. <\ 

What Iv^t I see in ihee 

What hurrying human tide, or day or nigli: 

What may we rhant, O thou within thin tomb 

What pl.ice is Itesiegetl, and vainly irir^ In raise the sir|; 

What «hip puzzled at sea, cons for the true reckoning . 

What think you I take my pen in hand to rertird 
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What yon giTe me I cheerfully accept 216 

When his hour for death had come 417 

When I heard at the close of the day how my name had been received 
with plaudits in the capitol, still it was not a happy night for me 

that follow*d 102 

When I heard the learn'd astronomer 214 

When I peruse the conquer'd fame of heroes and the victories of mighty 

generals, I do not envy the generals 107 

When I read the book, the biography famous 14 

When lilacs last in the dooryard bloom'd 255 

When the full-grown poet came 416 

Where the city's ceaseless crowd moves on the livelong day . 301 

While behind all firm and erect as ever 426 

While my wife at my side lies slumbering, and the wars are over Ipng . 248 

While not the past forgetting 399 

Whispers of heavenly death murmur'd I hear 338 

Who are you dusky woman, so ancient hardly human .... 249 

Whoever you are holding me now in hand 97 

Whoever you are, I fear you are walking the walks of dreams .186 

Who has gone farthest ? for I would go farther 363 

Who includes diversity and is Nature 303 

Who learns my lesson complete 304 

Why reclining, interrogating? why myself and all drowsing . 218 

Why, who makes much of a miracle 301 

Wild, wild the storm, and the sea high running 208 

With all thy gifts America 309 

With antecedents 191 

With husky-haughty lips, .O sea 392 

With its cloud of skirmishers in advance 236 

Women sit or move to and fro, some old, some young • ^17 

Word over all, beautiful as the sky . ^ . 250 

World take good notice, silver stars fading 250 

Ybar of meteors ! brooding year 190 

Years of the modern ! years of the unperformed 370 

Year that trembled and reel'd beneath me 241 

Yet, yet, ye downcast hours, I know ye also 341 

You felons on trial in courts 298 

You lingering sparse leaves of me on winter-nearing boughs . 402 

Youth, large, lusty, loving — youth full of grace, force, fascination 180 

You tides with ceaseless swell 1 you power that does this work . 389 

You who celebrate bygones 11 
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